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A    DRAMATIC    rOEJI. 


-There  arc  more  tkin^  in  heaven  anil  earth,  Ilon.'Jo, 
Tnaii  arc  dreamt  of  m  your  philosophr." 


*  ["You  may  call  it  a  'Poem'  for  it  is  no  Drama— a  'Poem  in  Dialogue,'  or 
Pantomime,'  if  you  will;  anything  but  a  green-room  synouymc  !  " 

Lord  3.  to  J/r.  Murrey.} 


INTBODUCTION  TO  MANFEED. 


"  ilAXFP.ED"  was  begun  in  Switzerland,  dunng  the  summer  tour  of  1816, 
and  completed  at  Venice,  in  February,  1317.  Lord  Bj^ron  described 
it  as  "  a  poem  in  dialogue,  of  a  very  wild,  met.ipliysical,  and  inexpli- 
cable kind,"  composed  with  an  absolute  horror  of  the  stage,  and  with 
a  view  to  render  its  representation  impossible.  "  I  have  really  and 
truly,"  he  said,  "  no  notion  whether  it  is  good  or  bad  ;  and  as  this  was 
not  the  case  with  the  principal  of  my  former  publications,  I  am,  there- 
fore, inclined  to  rank  it  very  humbly.  The  two  first  acts  are  the  best, 
the  third  so-so;  but  I  T>-as  blown  with  the  first  and  second  heats." 
In  proof  of  the  sincerity  of  his  depreciatory  language,  he  offered  the 
copyright  to  Mr.  MuiTay  for  300  guineas,  and  added  a  permission  to 
destroy  the  MS.  if  Mr.  Gifford  thought  mearily  of  the  piece.  The  critic 
did  condemn  unequivocally  that  final  act  which  Lord  Byron  had  com- 
posed with  exhausted  feelings.  The  sentence  was  faithfully  trans- 
mitted by  the  publisher,  and  Avas  received  penitentially  by  the  poet. 
"The  speech,"  he  replied,  "of  Manfred  to  the  Sun,  is  the  only  part  of 
the  act  I  thought  good  myself;  the  rest  is  certainly  as  bad  as  bad  can 
be,  and  I  wonder  what  possessed  me.  Like  the  Archbishop  of  Grenada's 
homily  (which  savoured  of  the  palsy)  it  has  the  dregs  of  my  fever, 
during  which  it  was  written.  I  will  try  and  reform  it,  or  re-write  it 
altogether;  but  the  impulse  is  gofte,  and  I  have  no  chance  of  making 
anything  out  of  it."  He  succeeded,  however,  in  rekiudling  his  imagi- 
nation, and  the  conclusion  of  the  poem  is  now  in  keeping  with  the 
preceding  acts.  The  more  he  corrected,  and  the  longer  he  considered  his 
performance,  the  better  he  liked  it,  and  he  ended  by  calling  "  Manfred  " 
"  one  of  the  best  of  his  misbegotten."  Gait  goes  further,  and  pronounces 
it  indisputably  the  greatest  of  Lord  Byron's  works.  This  lias  not  been 
the  judgment  of  the  world,  though  it  is  universally  ranked  in  the  first 
class,  as  being  equally  grand  in  conception  and  execution.  "  The 
hero,"  said  the  author,  "is  a  kind  of  magician  who  is  tormented  by  a 
species  of  remorse,  the  cause  of  which  is  left  half  unexplained."  Yet 
the  cause  is  not  so  dimly  shadowed  forth,  but  that  the  poet  has  made  it 
obvious,  that  the  hero  and  his  sister— 

"  Had  loved  each  other  as  the}-  sliould  not  love ;  " 

that  tliis  lawless  affection  had  l.u'ought  some  uuexplaiucd,  but  dreadful 
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destruction  upon  AstartP,  and  that  Manfred  survives  to  be  tortured  l)y 
tlie  retrospect  of  their  guilty  lifeand  her  bloody  end.  He  stalks  about,  a 
lonely  and  mysterious  figure,  amid  the  tremendous  desolation  of  the 
congenial  Alps,  giving  vent  to  his  -wretchedness,  and  demanding  in 
vain  from  the  spirits  of  Earth,  Air,  and  Water,  over  whom  he  has 
power,  oblivion  of  the  past ;  for  all  his  passions  are  merged  in  the 
desire  of  forgetfulness,  and  he  would  welcome  annihilation  to  be  rid 
of  his  convulsive  conscience.  To  this  hell  of  a  perturbed  spirit  ha 
alone  submits  his  otherwise  unconquerable  will;  in  all  else  he  is 
haughtiness  itself,  is  loftily  deSant  of  physical  suffering,  and  fears  as 
little  as  he  hopes.  Nothing  earthly  has  a  hold  upon  his  mind  save 
the  beauties  of  creation,  which  Aviu  his  notice,  and  extort  his  homage 
in  the  worst  paroxysms  of  his  stern  despair.  The  machinery  is 
supernatural,  and  the  hero  is  endowed  with  a  terrible  majesty  beyond 
the  might  of  mortality.  It  is  plain,  nevertheless,  that  he  was  merely 
a  living  original  magnified  to  sublimity.  "  It  is  much,"  said  the  poet 
of  his  drama,  "  in  my  old  style,  but  what  could  I  do  ?  Without  exertion 
of  some  kind  I  should  have  sunk  under  my  imagination  and  reality." 
The  reality  was,  as  usual,  the  soul  which  animated  the  fiction.  The 
remorseful  Manfred,  seeking  rest  and  finding  none,  is  the  poet's  picture 
drawn  with  a  Miltouic  pencil,  at  the  period  when  with- "  wandering 
steps  and  slow,'  he  turned  his  back  for  ever  upon  his  wife,  his  child, 
and  his  native  land. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.^. 


Manfred. 

Chamois  Hunter. 

Abbot  of  St.  Mauuice. 

Manuel. 

Herman. 

WiTCii  OF  TUE  Alps. 

Arimanes. 

Nemesis. 

The  Destinies. 

Spirits,  &c. 


The  Scene  of  the  Drama  is  amongst  the  Higher  Alps— partly  in 
the  Castle  of  Man/red,  and  partly  in  the  Mountains. 


MANFEED. 


ACT  I. 


Scene  I.— Manfred  alonc.p- Scene,  a  Gothic}  GaUery.—Time, 
"ISlidnight.       '"- — '' 

Man.  The  lamp  must  be  repleuish'd,  but  even  then 
It  will  not  buru  so  loug  as  I  must  watch  : 
My  slumbers— if  I  slumber — are  not  sleep, 
But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thought, 
Which  then  I  con  resist  not :  in  my  heart 
There  is  a  vigil,  and  these  eyes  but  close 
To  look  within  ;  and  jst  I  live,  and  bear 
The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 
But  gi-ief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise  ; 
Sorrow  is^nowledge  .  they  who  kpja5\^tlie,most 
Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  '^ialtruthj;' 
T]i§  Tree  of  Knowledge  13  not  that^ofl^J^^.  - 
Philosophy  and  science,  and  the  springs 
Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  world, 
I  have  essay'd,  and  in  my  mind  there  is 
A  power  to  make  these  siibject  to  itself — 
But  they  avail  not  :  I  have  done  men  good, 
And  I  have  met  with  good  even  among  men — 
But  this  avail'd  not  :  I  have  had  my  foes, 
And  none  have  baffled,  many  fallen  before  me— 
But  this  avail'd  not  : — Good,  or  evil,  life. 
Powers,  passions,  all  I  see  in  other  beings. 
Have  been  to  me  as  rain  imto  the  sands, 
Since  that  all-nameless  hour.     I  have  no  dread, 


[A  pause. 
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And  feel  tlie  cvirse  to  liave^no  natural  feai*, 

oSTor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes  or  wishes, 

Or  kxrkiug  love  of  something  on  the  earth. 

Now  to  my  task. — 

Mysterious  Agency  ! 
Y£  spirits  of  ±he  unbounded  Universe  !  ^ 
Whom  I  have  sought  in  darkness  and  in  light — 
Ye,  who  do  compass  earth  about,  and  dwell 
^'In  subtler  essence — ye,  to  whom  the  tops 
Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haunts,^ 
And  earth's  and  ocean's  caves,  familiar  things — 
I  call  upon  ye  by  the  wi-itteu  charm 
"Which  gives  me  power  upon  you — Rise  I  Appear  ! 

[.4  ])anse. 
They  come  not  yet. — Now  by  the  voice  of  him 
Who  is  the  first  among  you — by  this  sign, 
Which  makes  you  tremble — by  the  claims  of  him 
Who  is  undying, — Rise  !  Appear  ! Appear  ! 

If  it  be  so — Spirits  of  earth  and  air, 

Ye  shall  not  thus  elude  me  :  by  a  power. 

Deeper  than  all  yet  iirged,  a  tyrant-spell, 

Which  had  its  birthplace  in  a  star  condemn'd, 

The  burning  wreck  of  a  demoli'^h'd  world, 

A  wandering  hell  in  the  eternal  space ; 

r>y  The  strong  cm-se  which  is  upon  my  soul, 

The  thought  which  is  within  me  and  around  me, 

I  do  compel  ye  to  my  willT^^^ppear  ! 

[A  afnr  is  seen  at  the  darker  end  of  tite  jalleri/  ■  it  is  stationary  , 
and  a  voice  is  heard  sinuinj. 


Fir.ST  Spirit. 

Mortal !  to  tliy  bidding  bow'd, 

From  my  mansion  in  the  cloud, 

Which  the  breath  of  twilight  builds, 

And  the  summer's  sunset  gilds  ^^jy^A 

With  the  azure  and  vei'milion, 

■\yiiich  is  mix'd  for  my  pavilion  ;  ■* 

Though  thy  quest  may  be  forbidden, 

On  a  star -beam  I  have  ridden  : 

To  thine  adjuration  bow'd. 

Mortal — be  thy  wish  avow'd  .' 


Scene  1.1  MANFRED.  1 

Vuk'c  of  the  Second  Spibit.1 

11  -\UmiB\imc  is  the  monarch  of  rgQmjJtama-; 
r      They  crown'd  him  Toug  ago 

On  a<flir^je  of  rocks,  in  a  robe  of  clouds, 

WitTTatUadfim-jQl^ao^-. 
Around  his  waist  are  forests  braced, 

The  Avalanche  iii  his  hand  ; 
But  ere  it  fall,  tliat  thundering  ball  _      , 

Must  pause  for  my  command.  '-    -^"'"-^  ^^'^ 

The  Glacier's  cold  and  restless  mass 

Moves  onward  day  by  day  ; 
But  I  am  he  who  bids  it  pass, 

Or  with  its  ice  delay. 
I  am  the  spirit  of  the  place, 

Courd^miake  the  mountain  bow 
And  quiver  to  his  cavern' d  base — 

And  what  with  me  would'st  Thou  1 

Voice  of  the  Thikd  Spirit. 

In  the  blue  clepth  of  the  waters, 

"\Miere  the  wave  hath  no  strife, 
Where  the  wind  is  a  stranger. 

And  the  sea-snake  hath  life. 
Where  the  Mermaid  is  decking  Lj.c^r' 

Her  green  hair  with  shells, 
Like  the  stoi-m  on  the  surface 

Came  the  sound  of  thy  spells ; 
O'er  my  calm  Hall  of  Coral 

The  deep  echo  roll'd — 
To  the  Spirit  of  Ocean 

Thy  wishes  unfold  I 

FouKTH  Spieit. 

Where  the  slumbering  earth^ake 

Lies  pillow'd  ou  fii-e^ 
And  the  lakes  of  bituhien  ,     ,      /,    lA. 

Ri=e  boilingly  higher ;  11/  S  t  o^  f  -^ 

Whore  the  roots  of  the  Andes  -   ...  I' 

Strike  deep  in  the  earth, 
As  their  summits  to  heaveu 

Shoot  soarlngly  forth  ; 
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I  have  quitted  my  birthplace, 

Thy  bidding  to  bide — 
Thy  spell  hath  subdued  me, 

Thy  will  be  my  guide  ! 

FiFxn  SriRiT. 

I  am  the  Eider  of  the  wind, 

The  Stirrer  of  the  storm  ; 
The  hun-icaue  I  left  behind 

Is  yet  vnth  lightuing  warm  ; 
To  speed  to  thee,  o'er  shore  and  sea 

I  swept  upon  the  blast : 
The  fleet  I  met  sail'd  well,  and  yet 

'T  will  sink  ere  night  be  past. 

SixTu  Spirit. 
My  dwelling  is  the  shadow  of  the  night, 
Why  doth  thy  magie  torture  me  with  light  ? 

Seventh  Spirit. 
The_sjtar_vvhlch  rules  thy  destiny 
"Wa^  ruled,  ere  earth  began,  loj  me  : 
It  was  a  world  as  fresh  and  fair 
As  e'er  revolved  round  sun  in  air ; 
It3_cgiirse-Ji'ii.'iJi:ee-axLdj.'egulax', 
Spacebosom'd  not  a  lovelier  star. 
The  hour  arrived — and  it  became 
A  wandering  mass  of  shapeless  flame, 
A  pathless  comet,  and  a  curse, 
The  meuacG  of  the  universe  ; 
Still  rolling  on  with  innate  force, 
AVithout  a  sphere,  without  a  course, 
A Jbi-jght  deformity  on  high, 
The  monster  of  the  upper  sky  ! 
And  thou  !  beneath  its  influence  born — 
Thou  womn  !  whom  I  obey  and  scorn — • 
Forced  by  a  power  (which  is  not  thine, 
And  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine) 
For  this  brief  moment  to  descend, 
Vv  here  these  weak  spu'its  round  thee  bend 
And  parley  with  a  thing  like  thee — 
What  wouldst  thou,  Child  of  Clay  !  with  me  ? 


MAMrKED. 


The  Setex  Spirit.?, 


Earth,  ocean,  air,  niglit,  mountaius,  -Wuds,  thy  star, 
Are  at  thy  beck  and  bidding,  Child  of  Clay  ! 

Before  thee  at  thy  quest  their  spirits  are — 

"What  would'st  thou  with  up,  son  of  mortals — say  ? 


Man.  Forgetfulness 

First  Spirit.  Of  what — of  whom — and  why  ? 

Man.  Of  that  which  is  within  me ;  read  it  there — 
Ye  know  it,  and  I  cannot  utter  it. 

Spiint.  We  can  but  give  thee  that  which  we  possegs : 
Ask  of  us  su^cfs,  sovereignty,  the  pov\-er 
O'er  earth — the  whole,  or  portion — or  a  sign 
Which  shall  control  the  elements,  v/hereof 
We  are  the  dominators, — each  and  all, 
These  shall  be  thine. 

Man.  Obliyion.  self-oblivion  ! 

Can  ye  not  A%T.-ing  from  out  the  hidden  realms 
Ye  offer  so  i^rofusely  what  I  ask  ? 

Spirit.  It  is  not  in  our  essence,  in  our  skill  ; 
But— -thou^nm^VLdie. 

Man.  Will  death  bestow  it  on  me  ? 

Spirit.  We  are  immortal,  and  do  not  forget  ; 
We  are  eternal ;  and  to  us  the  past 
Is,  as  the  future,  present.     Art  thou  answer'd  ? 

Man.  Ye  mock  me — but  the  power  which  brought  yo  here 
Hath  made  you  mine.     Slaves,  scoff  not  at  my  will  !  " 
The  mind,  the  spirit,  the  Promethean  spark, 
The  lightning  of  my  being,  is  as  bright, 
Peiwadmg,  and  far  darting  as  your  own, 
And  shall  not  yield  to  yours,  though  coop'd  in  clay  ! 
Answer,  or  I  will  teach  you  what  I  am. 

Spirit.  We  answer  as  we  answer'd ;  our  reply 
Is  even  in  thine  own  words. 

Man.  ^^Tiy  say  ye  so  ? 

Spirit.  If,  as  thou  say'st,  thine  essence  be  as  ours, 
Tie  have  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  hath  nought  to  do  with  us. 

3fan.  I  then  have  call'd  ye  from  your  realms  in  vain ; 
Ye  cannot,  or  ye  will  not,  aid  me. 

Spirit.  Say, 

What  we  possess  we  offer ;  it  is  thine  : 
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Bethink  ere  thou  dismiss  us  ;  ask  again ; 

Kingdom,  and  sway,  and  strength,  and  length  of  days 

Man,  Accursed  !  what  have  I  to  do  with  days  ? 
They  are  too  long  already. — Hence — begone  ! 

Spirit.  Yet  pause  :  being  here,  our  will  would  do  thee  ser- 
vice; 
Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 
"Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine  oyes  ] 

3Ian.  jSTo,  none  :  yet  stay — one  moment,  ere  we  part, 
I  would  behold  ye  face  to  face.     I  hear 
Your  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds, 
As  music  on  the  waters ;  and  I  see 
The  steady  aspect  of  a  clear  large  star  ; 
But  nothing  more.     Aiiproach  me  as  ye  are, 
Or  one,  or  all,  in  your  accustom'd  forms. 

Spirit.  We  Imvc  no  forms,  be3'ond  the  elements 
Of  which  we  are  the  mind  and  principle : 
But  choose  a  form — in  that  we  will  ajipear. 

Man.  I  have  no  choice  ;  there  is  no.form_on  earth 
Hidemis  or  beautiful  to  me!     Let  him, 
Who  is  most  powerful  of  ye,  take  such  aspect 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting — Come  ! 

Seventh  Sjnrit.  {Appeuri,i(j  in  the  shape  of  a  heanfiftd  female 
figure).  Beliold  ! 

Man.  Oh  God  !  if  it  be  thus,  and  thotc 
Art  not  a  madness  and  a  mockery. 
I  yet  might  be  most  happy.     I  will  clasp  thee, 

And  we  again  will  be  [The  jhjure  vanishes. 

My  heart  is  crush'd  ! 

[Masiked  /alls  senseless. 

(J  voice  IS  heard  in  the  Iitcanlation  v.h.ich  follo^'s.)'^ 

When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave. 

And  the  glow-worm  in  the  grass, 
And  the  meteor  on  the  grave, 

And  the  wisp  on  the  morass  ;  ^ 
AVheu  the  falling  stars  are  shooting, 
And  the  ausv.-er'd  owls  are  hooting, 
And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 
In  the  shadow  of  the  hill. 
Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine, 
"With  a  power  and  with  a  sign. 
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Thougli  thy  slumber  may  be  deep, 

Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep  ; 

There  "are  shades  which  will  not  vanish, 

There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  banish ; 

By  a  power  to  thee  unknown, 

Thou  canst  never  be  alone  ; 

Thou  art  wrapt  as  with  a  shroud, 

Thou  art  gathered  in  a  cloud  ; 

And  for  ever  shalt  thou  dwell 

In  the  spu-it  of  this  spell. 

Though  thou  seest  me  not  pass  by, 
Thou  shalt  feel  me  with  thine  eye 
As  a  thing  that,  though  unseen, 
Must  be  near  thee,  and  hath  been  ; 
And  when  in  that  secret  dread 
Thou  hast  tum'd  around  thy  head, 
Thou  shalt  marvel  I  am  not 
As  thy  shadow  on  the  spot. 
And  the  power  which  thou  dost  feel 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceal. 

And  a  magic  voice  and  verse 

Hath  baptised  thee  with  a  curse  ; 

And  a  spirit  of  the  air 

Hath  begu't  thee  with  a  snare  ; 

In  the  wind  there  is  a  voice 

Shall  forbid  thee  to  rejoice  ; 

And  to  thee  shall  night  deny 

All  the  quiet  of  her  sky ; 

And  the  day  shall  have  a  sim. 

Which  shall  make  thee  wish  it  done. 

From  thy  false  tears  I  did  distil 

An  esseuce'lvliich'hath  strength  to  kill  ; 

From  thvown  ^eaji  I  then  did  wrmg 

The  blackWood  ^  ^^^  blackest  sprmg  ; 

From  thy  own  smile  I  snatch'd  the  juake, 

For  there  it  coii'd  as  in  a  brake  ; 

From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  charm 

Which  gave  all  these  their  chiefest-haiTH  : 

In  proving  every  poison  kno\^-n, 

I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 
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By  the  cold  breast  aud  serpent  smile, 
By  thy  unfathom'd  gulfs  of  guile, 
By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye. 
By  thy  shut  soul's  hypocrisy  ; 
By  the  perfection  of  thine  art 
Which  pass'd  for  human  thine  own  heart  * 
pBy  thy  delight  in  others'  pain, . 
And  "by  "thy  brotherhood  of'Cain, 
I  call  upon  thee  !  and  compel  7 
Thyself  to  be  thy  proper  Hell  ! 

And  on  thy  head  I  pour  the  vial 

Which  doth  devote  thee  to  this  trial ; 

Nor  to  slumber,  nor  to  die. 

Shall  be  in  thy  destiny  ; 

Though  thy  death  shall  still  seem  near 

To  thy  vdsh,  but  as  a  fear ; 

Lo  !  the  spell  now  works  ai'ound  thee, 

And  the  clankless  chain  hath  bound  thee ; 

O'er  thy  heart  aud  brain  together 

Hath  the  word  been  pass'd — now  wither  ! 


SCENE  II. 

T/i.-  Mountain  of  the  Jungfrau. — Time,  Morning. — Maxfsed 
alone  vpon  the  Cliffs, 

Man.  The  spirits  I  have  raised  abandon  me, 
The  spells  which  I  have  studied  baffle  me, 
The  remedy  I  reck'd  of  tortured  me  ; 
I  lean  no  more  on  superhuman  aid ; 
It  hath  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 
The  future,  till  the  past  be  gulf  d  in  darkness, 
It  is  not  of  my  search. — :My  mother  EartliT  ' 
And  thou  fresh  breaking  Day,  and  you,  ye  Mountains, 
Whj^  are  ye  beautiful?     I  cannot  love  ye. 
And  thou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  universe. 
That  opeuest  over  all,  and  unto  all 
Art  a  delight — thou  shin'st  not  on  my  heart. 
And  you,  ye  crags,  upon  whose  extreme  edge 
I  stand,  and  on  the  torrent's  brink  beneath 
Behold  the  tall  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 
In  dizziness  of  distance ;  when  a  leap, 
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A  stir,  a  motion,  even  a  breath,  wouLl  bring 

My  bi'east  upon  its  rocky  bosom's  bed 

To  rest  for  e-v:ei- — wherefore  do  I  pause? 

rTeefthe  impulse — yet  I  do  not  plunge  ; 

I  see  the  peril — yet  do  not  recede  ; 

And  my  brain  reels — and  yet  my  foot  is  firm  : 

There  is  a  power  upon  me  which  withholds, 

Aud^makes  it  my  fatality  to  live, — • 

If  it  be  life  to  wear  within  myself 

This  barrenness  of  spiiit,  and  to  be 

My  own  soul's  sepulchre,  for  I  liaye  ceased 

To  justify  my  deeds  unto  myselfe— 

The  last  infirmity  of  evil.     Ay, 

Thou  winged  and  cloud-cleaving  minister, 

[An  eagle  j^asses. 
Whose  happy  flight  is  highest  into  heaven, 
Well  may'st  thou  swoop  so  near  me — I  should  be        r   v  ' 
Thy  prey,  and  gorge  thine  eaglets ;  thou  art  gone    ^  ^^ 
Where  the  eye  cannot  follow  thee  ;  but  thine  '^    ^ 

Yet  pierces  downward,  onvrard,  or  above,  ^^    v- 

With  a  pervading  vision. — Beautiful !  ^       >       'yj 

How  beautiful  is  all  this  visible  world  !  >^-  ^J*     ^n^v 

How  glorious  in  its  action  and  itself  !  ^  '"^•^.^^       '  -^ 

But  we,  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns,  we,     ^      \    ' "  ^^■ 
Half  dust,  half  deity,  alike  unfit  ""  "  .  ' 

To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mix'd  essence  make 
A  conflict  of  its  elements,  and  breathe 
The  breath  of  degi-adation  and  of  pride, 
Contending^  vrith  low  wants  and  lofty  will^ 
Till  our' mortality  predominates. 
And  menare^^-hat  they  name  not  to  themselves, 
And  tmst  not  to  each  other.     Hark  !  the  note, 

[r/te  SlieplienV s  pipe  in  the  distance  is  heard. 
The  natural  music  of  the  mountain  reed — 
For  here  the  patriarchal  days  are  not 
A  pastoral  fable — pipes  in  the  liberal  air, 
Mix'd  with  the  sweet  bells  of  the  sauntering  herd;^ 
My  soul  would  drink  those  echoes.     Oh,  that  I  were 
The  viewless  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 

A  IhciBg-yoice,  a  breathing  harmony,  ,  v '  r  ^-.^ 

^J^^§lei4oymeni^born  and  dying    '-ocb.    (^     fn^,^ 
With  theolest  tone  which  made  me  !        i      -^        U:^     {.a^ji. 
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Enter  from  helov:  a  Chamois  IlrxTET;. 
Chamois  Hunter.  Even  so 

This  way  the  chamois  leapt :  her  nimble  feet 
Have  baffled  me ;  my  gains  to-day  will  scarce 
llepay  my  break-neck  travail.  —What  is  here  ? 
Who  seems  not  of  my  trade,  and  yet  hathreach'd 
A  height  which  none  even  of  our  mountaineers, 
""Save  our  best  hunters,  may  attain  :  his  garb 
Is  goodly,  his  mien  manly,  and  his  air 
cProu'd  as  a  free-born  peasant's,  at  this  distance  : 
I  will  approach  him  nearer. 

Man.  {not  i^erceiving  the  other)     To  be  thus — 
Gr-^^-hair'd  with  anguish,  like  these  blasted  pines. 
Wrecks  of  a  single  winter,  bai-kless,  branchless,  ^ 
A  blighted  trunk  upon  a  cursed  root, 
Which  but  supplies  a^feelmg  to  decay* — 
And  to  be  thus,  eternalTy~birETEIis~ 
Having  been  otherwise  !     Now  furrow'd  o'er 
With  wrinkles,  plough'd  by  moments, — not  by  yeai-s, — 
And  hours,  all  tortured  into  ages — hours 
Which  I  outlive  ! — Ye  toppling  crags  of  ice  ! 
Ye  avalanches,  whom  a  breath  draws  down 
In  mountainous  o'ervvhelming,  come  and  crush  me  ! 
I  hear  ye  momently  above,  beneath, 
Crash  with  a  frequent  conflict ; '°  but  ye  pass, 
And  only  fall  on  things  that  still  would  live  ; 
On  the  young  flourishing  forest,  or  the  hut 
And  hamlet  of  the  harmless  villager. 

C  JIun.  The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  up  the  valley 
I  '11  warn  him  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
To^lose  at  once  his  way  and  life  together. 

Man.  The  mists  boil  up  around  the  glaciers ;  clouds 
Rise  ciu'ling  fast  beneath  me,  white  and  sulphury, 
Like  foam  from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep  HeD," 
Who.'  e  every  wave  breaks  on  a  living  shore, 
Heap'd  with  the  damn'd  like  pebbles. — I  am  giddy. ^^  ^ 

C.  Hun.  I  must  approach  him  cautiously ;  if  near,  sj 

A  sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he  ^  ^^      < 

Seems  tottering  already.  ^    ^ 

Man.  Mountains  have  fallen,  {  ,." 

Lea\dng  a  gap  in  the  clouds^  and  with  the  shock  C^,? 

Rocking  their  Alpine  bi'ethren ;  filling  up  (:$■    ^3     ^ 

The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction's  splinters ;    ^  "^'c  > 
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Damming  the  rivers  with  a  suddeu  dash, 
Vriiich  cmsh'd  the  waters  into  mist,  and  made 
Tlieir  fountains  find  another  channel — thus, 
Thus,  in  its  old  age,  did  ]\Ioimt  Rosenberg — 
AVhy  stood  I  not  beneath  it  ? 

C.  Hun.  Friend  !  have  a  care, 

Your  next  step  may  be  fatal  I — for  the  love 
Of  him  who  made  you,  stand  not  on  that  brink  ! 

Man.  {not  hearinr/  liiin.)     Such  would  have  been  for  me  a 
fitting  tomb ; 
My  bones  had  then  been  c[uiet  in  their  depth  ; 
'J'hey  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 
For  the  wind's  pastime — as  thus — thus  they  shall  be— 
In  this  one  plunge. — Farewell,  ye  opemn^^heayens  J 
Lo-k  not  upon  me  thus  reproactiluilj^ — 
You  were  not  meant  for  me  — EarthuP  take  these  atoms  ! 

[.is  Maxfeed  is  in  act  to  sprin/j  from  the  cliff,  the  CllAMOlS 
IIlXTER  seizes  and  retains  him  icith  a  sudden  (/rasp. 

C.  Iliin.  Hold^  madman  ! — though  aweaiy  of  thy  life, 
Stain  not  our  pure  vale"^  with  thy  guilty  blood  : 
Aw8y  with  me         1  wll  1  not  quit  my  hold. 

Man.  I  am  most  sick  at  heart — nay,  grasp  me  not — 
I  am  all  feebleness — the  mountains  whirl 
Spinning  around  me —I  grow  blind— — "What  art  thou  ? 

C.  Hun.  I  '11  answer  that  anon. — Away  with  me 

The  clouds  gi'ow  thicker there — now  lean  on  me — 

Place  your  foot  here — here,  take  this  staff,  and  cling 
A  moment  to  that  shi-ub — now  give  me  your  hand, 
And  hold  fast  by  my  girdle — softly — well — 
The  Chalet  will  be  gain'd  within  an  hour : 
Come  on,  we'll  quickly  find  a  surer  footing, 
And  something  like  a  pathway,  which  the  torrent 
Hath  wash'd  since  winter. — Come,  'tis  bravely  done — 
You  should  have  been  a  hunter. — Follow  me. 

\As  they  descend  the  rocks  uith  difficultij,  t/ie  scene  closes 
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ACT  11. 


SCEXE  I.— A  Cottage  arnoiif/st  tlic  Bernese  Alps. 
ISIaxfred  and  t/ie  Chamois  Hunter, 

C.  Hun.  No,  no — yet  pause — tliou  must  not  yet  go  forth : 
Thy  miucl  aud  body  are  alike  unfit 
Toi^-iist  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least  ; 
When  thou  art  better,  I  will  be  thy  guide — 
But  whither  ? 

3Ian.  It  imports  not :  I  do  know 

My  route  full  well,  and  need  no  farther  guidance. 

Xf.  Hun.  Thy  garb  and  gait  bespeak  thee  of  high  lineage — 
One  of  the  many  chiefs,  whose  castled  cvs.^^ c^c^  (.l.".  C^t^''^-^ 
Look  o'er  the  lower  valleys — whicli  of  these  J  J  J 

May  call  thee  lord  ?     I  only  know  their  portals ; 
My  way  of  life  leads  me  but  rarely  down 
To  bask  by  the  Jm^&  hearths  of  those  old  halls, 
Carousing  with  the  vassals ;  but  the  paths, 
Which  step  from  out  our  mountains  to  their  doors, 
I  know  fi'om  childhood — which  of  these  is  thine  ? 

3Icm.  No  matter. 

C.  Hun.  Well,  sir,  pardon  me  the  question, 

And  be  of  better  cheer.     Come,  taste  my  wine ; 
'T  is  of  an  ancient  vintage  ;  many  a  day 
'T  has  thaw'd  my  veins  among  our  glaciers,  now 
Let  it  do  thus  for  thine — Come,  pledge  me  fairl3^ 

Man.  Away,  away  !  there 's  blood  upon  the  brim  ! 
Will  it  then  never — never  sink  in  the  earth  ? 

C  Hun.  What  dost  thou  mean  ?  thy  senses  wander  from 
thee. 

Itfan.  I  say  'tis  blood — my  blood  !  the  pure  warm  stream 
Which  ran  in  the  veins  of  my  fathers,  aiid  in  ours"~  j — t   ^    j 

When  we  wei'e  in  our  youth,  and  had' one  heart,  (jU6^  «^' 

And  loved  each  other  as  we  should  not  love,  iHf:.^^^^    f**     , 

And  this  was  shed  :  .but  still  it  rises  up,  C^oLu^e   iCv-^  *» 

Colouring  the  clouds,  that  shut  me  out  from  heaven, 
Where  thou  art  not — and  I  shall  never  be. 

C.  Hun.  Man  of  strange  words,  and  some  half-maddening 
sin. 
Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whate'er 
Thy  dread  and  sufferance  be,  there  's  comfort  yet — 
The  aid  of  holy  men,  and  heavenly  patience ■ 
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Man.  Patience  and  patience  !    Hence — that  worJ  was  made 
For  bnites  of  liurtheu,  not  for  bii'ds  of  prey ; 
Preach  it  to  mortala  of  a  dust  like  thine, — 


I  am  not  ^f  thineorder. 

C.Hv.n.      "         '    '       Thanks  to  heaven ! 
I  would  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
Of  William  Tell ;  but  whatsoe'er  thine  ill, 
It  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are  useless. 

Man.  Do  I  not  bear  it  ?— :Look  on, me — I  live.. 

C.  Hun.  This  is  convulsion,  and  no  healthful  life. 

Man.  I  tell  thee,  man  I  I  have  lived  many  j'ears, 
Many  long  years,  but  they  are  nothing  now 
To  those  which  I  must  number  :  ages — ages — 
8pace  and  eternity— and  consciousness, 
TVifh  the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still  unslaked  I 

C.  Hun.  "Why,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  of  middle  age 
Hath  scarce  been  set ;  I  am  thine  elder  far. 

Man.  Think'st  thou  existence  doth  depend  on  time  1 
It  doth  ;~Tnif  actions  are  our  epochs  :  mine 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  imperishable, 
Endless,  and  all  alike,  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Innumerable  atoms ;  and  one  desert, 
Barren  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  waves  break, 
But  nothing  rests,  save  carcasses  and  wTecks, 
Kocks,  and  the  salt-surf  weeds  of  bitterness. 

C.  Huu.  Alas  !  he  's  mad — ^but  yet  I  must  not  leave  him. 

Man.  I  would  I  were — for  then  the  things  I  see 
"Would  be  but  a  distemper'd  dream. 

C.  Hun.  WTiat  is  it 

That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  thou  look'st  upon  ] 

Man.  Myself,  and  thee — a  peasant  of  the  A.lps — 
Thy  humble  ':tii*tueg,  hospitable  home, 
And  sph'it  patient,  pious,  ]orpU-d,  ond  free  ; 
Thy  self-respect,  grafted  on  innocent  thoughts  ; 
Thy  days  of  health,  and  nighlFof  sleep ;  thy  toils, 
By  dangei-C^igaifi^j  yet  guiltless ;  hopes 
Of  cheerful  old  age  and  a  quiet  grave. 
With  cross  and  garland  over  its  green  turf. 
And  thy  gi-andchildren's  love  for  epitaph; 
This  do  I  see — and^theu  I  look  within— 
It  matters  not — my  soul  ^vag.siiorchLd.  already  ! 

C.  Han.  And  would'st  thou  then  exchange  thy  lot  for  mine  ? 

Man.  No,  friend  !     I  would  not  wrong  thee,  nor  exchange 

VOL.  I.  c 
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My  lot  v/ith  living  being  :  I  can  bear — 
However  wretcbedly,  'tis  still  to  bear — 
Tu  life  what  others  could  not  brook  to  dream, 
But  perish  in  their  slumber, 

C.  Hun,  .    And  with  this — 

This^ caiitioiisX6§lisg-.fPS  ?inpther!§  paiu, 
Canst  tliou  be  black  vrith  evil  ? — say  not  so. 
Can  one  of  gentle  thoiiglits  have  ^-reak'd  revenge 
Upon  his  enemies  7 

lilan.  Oh  !  no,  no,  no  ! 

^^  injuries  came  dov>n  on  those  who  loved  me — 
On  those  whom  I  best  loved  :  I  never  quell'd 
An  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence — 
TbAi>.my-.e.mbrace.wa3  falah 

C.  Ilun.  Heaven  give  thee  rest ! 

And  penitence  restore  thee  to  thyself ; 
My  prayers  shall  be  for  thee. 

Man.  I  need  them  not, 

But  can  endure  thy  pity.     I  depart — 
'Tis  time — flirewell ! — Here  's  gold,  and  thanks  for  thee — 
Ko  words — it  i3"thy  due. — Follow  me  not — 
I  know  my  path — the  mountain  peril's  pa,=,t : 
And  once  again  I  charge  thee,  follow  not !         [/?.<  it  Manfred. 

,.  ...^     SCENE  II. 

J  lc.K:r  VaUrijin  t'le  A!ps   -A  CaiaractP 
■.nter  Masfued. 


It  is  not  noon — tbe  suabow's  rays^^  still  arch 

The  torrent  with  the  many  hues  of  heaven, 

And  roll  the  sheeted  silver's  waving  column 

O'er  the  crag's  headlong  perpendicular. 

And  fling  its  lines  of  foaming  light  along, 

And  to  and  fro,  like  the  pale  courser's  tail, 

The-GLLant  steed^  tojae-bestrode  by  Death, 

As  told  in  the  AiiOcaly_p3&''*     JTo  eyes 

But  mine  now  drink  this  sight  of.loveliness^' 

I  should  be  sole  in  this  sweet  solitudej 

And  with  the  Spirit  of  the  place  divide 

The  homage  of  these  waters. — I  v.ill  call  her. 

[Manfred  takes  some  of  the  tcater  into  the  palm  of  his  hand, 
and  flings  it  into  the  air,  mutlering  the  adjuration.  After 
a  pause,  the  WiTcn  of  the  Alps  'rises  beneath  the  arc'h  of 
the  sunboiv  of  the  torrent. 
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Beautiful  Spii-It  !  -with  thy  liaii-  of  light, 

And  dazzling  eyes  of  glorv,  in  whose  form 

TJie_c]iarai3_of_eMJt]i_'s  :least  niortaL  daugUters^^rost. 

To  an  unearthly  stature,  in  an  essence 

Of  purer^elemeuts  ;  while  the  hues  of  youth, — 

Carnation'd  hke  a  sleeping  infant's  cheek, 

Eock'd  by  the  beating  of  her  mother's  heart, 

Or  the  rose  tints,  which  summer's  twilight  leaves 

Upon  the  lofty  glacier's  virgin  snow, 

The  blush  of  earth  embracing  with  her  heaven, — 

Tinge  thy  celestial  aspect,  and  make  tame 

The  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends  o'er  thee. 

Beautiful  Spirit  !  in  thy  calm  clear  brow, 

AVherein  is  glass'd  serenity  of  soul, 

Which  of  itself  shows  immort  ility, 

I  read  that  thou  wilt  pardon  to  a  Son 

Of  Earth,  whom  the  abstruser  powers  peimit 

At  times  to  commune  with  them — if  that  he 

Avail  bim  of  his  spells — to  call  thee  thus. 

And  gaze  on  thee  a  moment. 

Wi(rh.  Son  of  Earth  ! 

I  know  thee,  and  the  powers  which  give  thee  power ; 
I  know  thee  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts, 
And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both, 
Fatal  and  fated  in  thy  sufferings. 
I  have  expected  this— what  would'st  thou  with  me  ? 

Man.  To  look  upon  thy  beauty — nothing  further.^' 
The  face  of  the  earth  hath  madden'd  me,  and  X. 
TakeT'eluge" in  Fer  mysteries,  and  pierce 
To  the  abodes  of  those  who  govern  her — 
But  they  can  nothing  aid  me.     I  have  sought 
From  them  what  they  could  not  bestow,  and  now 
I  search  no  further. 

Wifch.  What  could  be  the  quest 

Which  is  not  in  the  power  of  the  most  powerful, 
The  rulers  of  the  invisible  ? 

Man.  A  boon ; 

But  why  should  I  repeat  it  1  't  were  in  vain. 

Witch.  I  know  not  that ;  let  thy  lips  utter  it. 

Man.  Well,  though  it  torture  me,  'tis  but  the  same ; 
My  pang  shall  find  a  voice.     From  my  youth  upwards 
My  apirit  s'ijlk'd  notjsith.  the-souls-oimsn, 
Nor  look'd  upon  the  earth  v.'ith  human  eyes  ; 
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The  tliir^it  of  their  ^Bibition  was  not  miue, 
The jLim  of  their  existence  was  not  mine  ; 
My  joys,  my'griefs,  my  passions,  and  my  powers, 
Made  me  a  stranger ;  thou!:^h  I  wore  the  form, 
I  had  no  sympathy  with  breathing  flesh, 
ISTor-Biidst  tlie  creatures  of  cla^  thatgii'ded  xae 

Was  there  but  one  who but  of  her  anon. 

i/I  said  with  meu,  and  with  the  tlioiights  of  men, 
|l  held  but  slight  communion  ;  but  instead, 
OEy  joy  vras  in  the  wilderness^ — to  breathe 
The  difficult  air  of  the  iced  mountain's  top, 
Wlierc  the  birds  dare  not  build,  nor  insect's  wing 
Flit  o'er  the  herbless  granite ;  or  to  plunge 
Into  the  toiTcnt.  and  to  roll  along 
On  the  swift  whirl  of  the  new  breaking  wa,ve 
Of  river-stream,  or  ocean,  in  their  flow. 
In  these  my  early  strength  exulted_;  or 
To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving  moon, 
The  stars  and  their  development ;  or  catch 
The  dazzling  lightnings  till  mj^  eyes  grew  dim  ; 
Or  to  look,  list'niug,  on  the  scatter'd  leaves, 
While  Autumn  winds  were  at  their  evening  song. 
These  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone ; 
/For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one, — 
I  HatIng~?o  be  so, — cross'd  me  in  my  path, 
jl  felt  mysel£:dgpaaed'-baBk  to  them, 
JAndZS^a^^^j^^^^^ii.     And  then  I  dived. 
In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  deaths 
Searching  its  cause  in  its  effect ;  and  drew 
From  wither  d  bones,  and  skulls,  and  heap'd  up  dust, 
Conclusions  most  forbidden.     Then  I  pass'd 
TEeliights  of  \- ears  m  sciences  untaught, 
Sa:s'e  in  the  old  time ;  and  with  time  and  toil, 
And  terrible  ordeal,  and  such  penance 
As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  tha  air, 
And  spirits  that  do  compass  air  and  earth, 
Space,  and  the  peopled  infinite.  I  made 
Mine  eyes  familiar  with  Etei-nity^, 
Such  as,  Ije^Dre^ine,  dfdTiie'3Ta'gi,  and 
He  who  from  out  their  fountain  dwellings  raised 
Eros  and  Anteros,'"  at  Gadara, 
As  I  do  thee ; — and  with  my  knowledge  gi*ew 
The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power  and  joy    . 
Of  this jmostjbnght  intelligence,  until 
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W!(ch.  rrocecd. 

Man.                        Oil !  I  out  thus  proloiigVl  my  words. 
Boasting  these  idle  attributes,  because 
As  I  approach  the  core  of  my  heart's  grief — • 
But  to  my  task,     I  have  not  named  to  thee 
Father  or  mother,  mistress,  friend,  or  being, 
With  whom  I  wore  the  chain  of  human  ties ; 
If  I  had  such,  they  seem'd  not  such  to  me ; 
Yet  there  was  one 

Witch.  Spare  not  thyself — proceed. 

3Ian.  She  was  like  me  in.  lio&aments ;  her  eye.s. 
Her  hair,  hei'Teaturesj  alt  to  the  very  tone 
Even  of  her  voice,  they  said  were  like  to  mine  ; 
But  soften'd  all,  and  teu^)er'd.  into  _b,eauty^: 
She  had  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wanderings, 
The  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a  _imiidl- 
/FojiompreheiidTthe  uaii:;eei^:  noi'  these 
Alone,  but  Avith  them  gentler  powers  than  mine. 
Pity,  and  smiles,  and  tears — which  I  had  not ; 
And  tenderness — but  that  I  had  for  her; 
Humility — and  that  I  never  had. 
Her_faults  were  mine — her  virtues  Tvere  her  own — 
floved  her,  and  desjrov'd  her  ! 

IVkch.  ~"        —     ^ith  thy  hand? 

Man.  Xot  with  my  hand,   but  heart,  which  broke  her 
heart ; 
It  gazed  on  mine,  and  wither'd.     I  liave  shed 
Blood,  but  not  hers — and  yet  her  blood  was  shed ; 
I  saw — and  could  not  stanch  it. 

Witrli.  And  for  this— 

A  being  of  the  race  thou  dost  despise, 
The  order,  which  thine  own  would  rise  above, 
Mingling  with  us  and  ours, — thou_dost  forego 
The  gifts  of  our  great  knowledge,  and "sEr^^T^^k 
To  recreantiiieiLtality  — —  "A-sfJCy  ".""  -'-^-^"^=*^'' 

Man.  Daughter  of  Air  !  I  tell  thee,  since  that  hour — 
But  words  are  breath — look  on  me  in  my  sleep. 
Or  watch  my  watchiugs — Conie  and  sit  by  me  ! 
My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more, 
But~peopled^  Avith  tlie  Fui-ies  ;^^I  have  gnash'd 
My  teeth  in  darkne?s  till  returning  morn, 
Then  cursed  myself  till  simset ; — I  have  pray'd 
For  madness  as  a  blessing — 't  is  denied  me. 
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I  have  aftronted  dcatli — but  iu  the  war 

Of  elements  the  waters  shrunk  from  lue, 

And  fatal  things  pass'd  harmlessj  the  cold  hand 

Of  an  all-pitiless  demon  held  nie  back, 

Back  by  a  single  hair,  ^Yhich  would  not  break. 

Iq.  fantasy, imagination,  all.  . 

The  affluence  of  my. saul:;— which  one  day  was 

A  Cuoesus  ia-ei£iation=:r-I  pkmged  deep, 

But,  like  an  ebbing  wave,  it  dash'd  me  back 

Into  the  gulf  of  my  unfathom'd  thought. 

I  plung'd  amidst  mankind — Forgetfulness 

I  sought  in  all,  save  where  't  is  to  be  found, 

And  that  I  have  to  learn  ;  my  sciences, 

My  long  pursued  and  superhuman  art^ 

IsTnortaniei-e  :  T  dwell  in  m^  des^mix— 

And  live — aiidjlvejoreyer. 

WUch.       ^**-'*«***^-      It  niaj  be 
That  I  can  aid  thee. 

3fan.  To  do  this  thy  power 

Mijst  wake  the  dead,  or  lay  me  low  with  them. 
Do  so — in  any  shape^n  any  hour— 
With  au}^  torture — so  it  be  the  last. 

Witch.  That  is  not  in  my  province  ;  but  if  thou 
Wilt  swear  obedience  to  my  will,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes, 

Man.  I  will  not  swear — Ol»«y  J  and  whom  ?  the  spirits 
Whose  presence  I  command,  anil_be  the  slaYC 
Of  ihosfl,\dio  sei-ved  me — Never  ! 

WUch.  Is  this  all  ? 

Hast  thou  no  gentler  answer] — Yet  bethink  thee, 
And  pause  ere  thou  rejectest. 

Man.  I  have  said  it. 

Witch.  Enough  !  I  may  retire  then — say  ! 

Man.  Retire  ! 

[The  Witch  disappears. 

Man.  [alone.)  We  arc  the  fools  of  time  and  terror  :    Days 
Steal  on  us,  and  sttal  from  us  ;  yet  we  live, 
Loathing  our  life,  and  dreading  still  to  die. 
In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke — 
T-lii^  vital  weight  upon  the  straggling  heart, 
Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  cj^uick  with  pain. 
Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  faintness — 
In  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 
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In  life  there  is  no  present,  we  can  number 
Ho,v  few— how  less  than  few— wherein  thecal 
Forbears  to  pant  foraeith^and  yet  .clra^x^s^j^acc 
ATfrom  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
Be  but  a  moment's.     I  have  one  resource 
Stni  m  my  science— I  can  call  the  deacl. 
And  ask  them  what  it  Is  we  dread. to  oe  : 
The  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grave, 

And  that  is  nothing.  If  they  answer  not 

The  buried  Prophet  answered  to  the  Hag 

Of  Endor  ;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 

From  the  Bvzantme  maid's  unsleepmg  spmt 

An  answer  and  his  destiny— he  slew 

That  which  he  loved,  unknowing  what  he  slew, 

And  died  unpardon'd— though  he  call'd  m  aid 

The  Phyxian  Jove,  and  in  Phigalia  roused 

The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 

The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath, 

Or  fix  her  term  of  vengeance— she  i-eplied 

lu  words  of  dubious  import,  but  fulfiUd.  ' 

Tf  T  had  never  lived,  that  ^hich_I  jiove 

Had  still  been  livin^j  _"ha5TBiYei- lo^ed, ^- 

That  whidTlTove  would  still  be  beautifkij^ 

Happy  and  givmg  happiness.     \\  hat  is  she  / 

What  is  she  now  ?— a  sufferer  for  my jms— 

A  thmg  I  dare  not  tHiuk  upon— or  no.hmg. 

Wi'hm  few  hours  I  shall  not  call  in  vain— 

Yet  in  this  hour  I  dread  the  thm^  I  dSre  ; 

Until  this  hour  I  never  shrunk  to  gaze 

On  spirit,  good  or  e^ul — now  I  tremble, 

And  feel  a  strange  cold  thaw  upon  my  heart. 

But  I  can  act  even  what  I  most  abhor. 

And  ghampion  humanjears.— The  night  approaches.^^ 

SCENE  III. 
The  SummUof  the  Xiin^fj-ati-Mov.ntain. 
Enter  Fie^t  BestixYj. 
The  moon  is  rising  broad,  and  round,  and  bright ; 
And  here  on  snows,  where  never  human  foot 
Of  Gbmmi)n  mortal  trod,  we  nightly  tread, 
And  leave  no  traces :  o'er  the  savage  sea, 
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The  glassy  ocean  of  the  mountain  ice, 

^Ve  skim  its  rugged  breakers,  which  put  on 

The  aspect  of  a  tumbling  tempest's  foam, 

Frozen  in  a  moment  ^^ — a  dead  whirlpool's  image  : 

And  this  most  steep  fantastic  jjinnacle, 

The  fretwork  of  some  earthquake — wliere  the  clouds 

Pause  to  repose  themselves  in  passing  by — 

Is  sawed  to  our  revels,  or  our  vfgiiS .; 

Here  do  I  wait  my  sisters,  on  our  way 

To  the  Hall  of  Arimanes,  for  to-night  ^    ^ 

Is  our  gi-eat  festival — 't  is  strange  they  come  not.       Xio  '^ 

A  ]  oice  uitltout,si)iriinff.  Ll     j^    • 

?  The  Captive  Usurper,  V*r-      '\)   ^^-^ 

Hurl'd  down  from  the  throne,     ,  I .  /, 

Lay  buried  in  torpor, 

Forgotten  and  lone  ;  V  ■ 

I  broke  through  his  slumbers, 

I  shivered  his  chain, 
I  leagued  him  with  numbers — 
He  's  Tyrant  again  ! 
AVith  the  blood  of  a  million  he  '11  answer  my  care, 
With  a  nation's  destruction — his  flight  and  despair. 

Second  Voice,  icilhout. 

The  ship  sail'd  on,  the  ship  sail'd  fast, 

But  I  left  not  a  sail,  and  I  left  not  a  mast ; 

There  is  not  a  plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck, 

And  there  is  not  a  wretch  to  lament  o'er  his  wreck  ; 

Save  one,  whom  I  held,  as  he  swam,  by  the  hair, 

And  lie  was  a  subject  well  worthy  my  care ; 

A  traitor  on  laud,  and  a  pirate  at  sea — 

But  I  saved  him  to  w^'jg^k  f^^!*^!^^y.,UMQg  foy  iiie  ! 

First  Destiny,  atisicering. 

The  city  lies  sleeping ; 
The  morn,  to  deplore  it, 

May  dawn  on  it  weeping  : 
Sullenly,  slowly. 

The  black  .pla;^ue  flew  o'er  it- 
Thousands,  lie  lovrly ; 
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Tens  of  tbovisaucls  shall  perish. ; 

The  living  shall  fly  from 
The  sick  they  should  cherish ; 

Hut  nothing  can  vauquLsh 
The  touch  that  they  die  from. 

Sorrow  and  anguish, 
And  evil  and  dread, 

Envelope  a  nation ; 
The  blest  are  the  doail, 
"Who  see  not  the  sight 

Of  their  own  desolation  ; 
This  work  of  a  night — 
This  wreck  of  a  realm— this  deed  of  my  doing — 
For  ages  I  've  done,  and  shall  still  be  renewing  ! 

Enlev  the  Second  and  Third  Destixies. 

The  Three. 

Our  hands  contain  the  heai-ts  of  men, 

Our  footsteps  are  their  graves  ; 
AVe  ouly^give  to  take  again 
^He  spfrits' oFoixr  sltu'ej^ ! 

First  Des.  Welcome  I — "Where's  Xemesis? 
Second  Des.  At  some  great  work  ; 

But  what  I  know  not,  for  mv  hands  were  full. 
Third  Des.  Behold  she  coineth. 

Elite)- 'Sehesis.. 

First  Des.  Say,  where  hast  thou  been  ? 

My  sisters  and  thyself  are  sl<r\v  to-night. 

Nern.  I  was  detaiu'd  repairing>;hatter'd  thrones, 
Marrying  fools,  restbrtng^  dynasties, 
iJtvenging  men  upon  their  enemies. 
And  making  them  repent  their  o^^^l  revenge  ; 
Goading  the  wise  to  laadness  ;  from  the  dull 
Shaping  out  oracles  to  rule  the  world 
Afresh,  for  they  were  waxing  out  of  date, 
And  mortals  dared  to  ponder  for.themselves, 
To  Aveigh  kings  in  the  balance,,  and  to  sp^ak. 
Of-freedom,  the  forbidden  fruit. — Away  !  ^  ---z:u^x:c'- -   -  -  - 
"We  have  outstay'd  the  hour — inouut  we  our  clouds^t;::^ 

l^Exeiint. 
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^  SCENE  IV. 

The  IlaU  of  Arimanes — ^jrimnncs  on  his   T/uqne^a  Glohe  of 
Fire,  sun-Guiukd  ti>j  the  lipinlf. 

Hymn  of  (he  Spirits. 

Hall  to  our  Master  ! — Prince  of  EartTi  and  Air  ! 

Who  walks  the  clouds  and  waters — in  his  hand 
The  sceptre  of  the  elements,  which  tear 

Themselves  to  chaos  at  his  high  command  ! 
He  breatheth — and  a  tempest  shakes  the  sea ; 

He  speaketh — and  the  clouds  reply  in  thunder ; 
He  gazeth — from  his  glance  the  sunbeams  flee  ; 

He  moveth — earthquakes  rend  the  world  asundei. 
Beneath  his  footsteps  the  volcanoes  rise  ; 

His  shadow  is  the  Pestilence  ;  his  path 
The  comets  herald  through  the  crackling  skies  ;  '^ 

And  planets  turn  to  ashes  at  his  wrath. 
To  him  War  offers  daily  sacrifice  : 

To  him  BgfvEE"  pays  his  tribute  ;  Life  is  his, 
With  all  its  infinite  of  agonies — 

And  his  the  .spirit  of  whatever  is  ! 

Entry  the  Destixies  and  Nemesis. 

First  Des.  Glory  to  Arimanes  !  on  the  earth 
His  power  incrcaseth — both  my  sisters  did 
His  bidding,  nor  did  I  neglect  my  duty  ! 

Second  Des.  Glory  to  Arimanes  !  Ave  who  bow 
The  necks  of  men,  bow  down  before  his  throne  ! 

Third  Des.  Glory  to  Arimanes  !  we  await 
His  nod  ! 

Nem.  Sovereign  of  Sovereigns  !  we  are  thine, 
And  all  that  liveth,  more  or  less,  is  ours, 
And  most  tilings  v/holly  so ;  still  to  increase 
Our  power,  increasing  thine,  demands  our  care, 
And  we  are  vigilant.     Thy  late  commands 
Have  been  fulfill'd  to  the  utmost. 

Enter  Maxfked. 

A  Spirit.  SX'liat  is  here  ? 

A  mortal  !^-Thou  most  rash  and  iMaLwretch, 
Bow  down  and  worship  • 
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Second  Sjjirit.  I  do  know  the  man — 

■A^Magian.of  great  gower.  aud  fearful  s^lrill  ' 

Third   Spirit     Bow''  down   and   worship,    slave  ! — "What, 
kuow'st  thou  not 
Thine  and  our  Sovereign  ? — Tremhle,  and  obey  ! 

AH  the  Spirits.  Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy  coad^mnad; 
Child  of  the  Earth  !  or  dread  the  vrorst. 

Man.  I  know  it ; 

And  yej:;  j;e  sge J[  kneel  not. 

~Fourt}i  Spink  ""  'T  will  be  taught  thee. 

iilan.  'T  is  taught  already  ; — many  a  night  on  the  eaiih, 
On  the  bare  ground,  have  I  bow'd  down  my  face, 
And  strew'd  my  head  with  ashes ;  I  have  kno-^Ti 
The  fulness  of  humiliation,  for 
I  sunk  before  my  vain  despair,  and  knelt 
To  my  o^vn  desolation. 

Fifth  Spirit.  Dost  thou  dare 

Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  throne 
"What  the  whole  earth  accords,  beholding  not 
The  J>gJ3:Qr,pf  Jjis^^lory  ? — Crouch  !  I  say. 

Man.  Bid  IiiinTjo(v  down  to  tl  at  which  is,  ahoy^hiffi^ 
The  oveenjling  TiiftoTte — iLc  T.l  ..I:  .' 
"Who  made  him  not  for  vroiiLip — let  him  kneel, 
And  we  will  kneel  together. 

The  Spirits.  Crush  the  worm  ! 

Tear  him  in  pieces  ! — 

Fir.it  Dcs.  Hence  !  Avaunt  ! — he  "s  mine. 

Priuce  of  the  Powers  invisible  I     This  man 
Is  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  presence  here  denote  ;  iiis_£ii2hriBg3 
Have  been  of  ^^J^Xl^mSifid  Jl^M'CP*  like 
Our  own  ;  his  knowledge,  andlus  powers  and  will, 
As  far  as  is  compatible  vnXh.  clay, 
"Which  clogs  the  ethereal  essence,  have  been  such 
As-  clay  hath  seldom  borne  ;  his  aspirations 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth, 
lAnd  they  have  only  taught  liim  vdiat  we  know — 
iThat  knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
jiBut  an  exchange  of  ignoi-ance  for  that 
IpMiich  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 
'This  is  not  all — tne-paasij9-us,  attributes 
Of  eai'th  and  heaven,  froih  which  no  power,  nor  being, 
Nor  breath  from  the  worm  upwards  is  exempt, 
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Have  pierced  Ids  heart ;  aud  in  tlieir  consequence 
Made  Lim  a  thing,  which  I,  who  jDity  not, 
Yet  pardon  those  who  pit}'.     He  is  mine, 
And  thine,  it  may  be  ;  be  it  so,  or  not, 
No  other  Sv'irit  in  this  I'egion  hath 
^-A  soul  like  his — or  power  upon  his  soul. 
'"  Nem.  What  doth  he  here  then? 

Fh-st  Des.  Let  him  answer  that. 

Man.  Ye  know  Avhat  I  have  known ;  and  without  powor 
I  could  not  be  amongst  yo  :  but  there  are 
Powers  deeper  still  beyond — I  come  in  quest 
Of  such,  to  answer  unto  what  (fTeek> 

Ncvi.  What  would'st  thou  ?  "~ 

3Ia7i.  Thou  canst  not  rej)ly  to  mc. 

Call  up  the  dead — my  question  is  for  them. 
^j\em.  Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will  avouch 
The  Avishes  of  this  mortal  ] 

An.  Yea. 

Ncm.  Whom  would'st  thou 

Uncharnel  ? 

^ ,  Mail.  Que  .aitliDut  a  tomb— call  up 

'A-Ktarte. 

NEjIESIS. 

Shadow  !  or  Spirit  ! 

Whatever  thou  art, 
Wliieh  still  doth  inherit 

The  whole  or  a  part 
Of  the  furm  of  thy  birth, 

Of  the  mould  of  thy;^^cl^^ 
Which  return'd  to  the  earth, 

Re-appear  to  the  day  ! 
Bear  what  thou  borest, 

The  heart  and  the  form, 
And  the  aspect  thou  worest 
Redeem  from  tlie  worm. 
Appear  ! — Appear  ! — Appear  ! 
Who  sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here  ! 

[The  Phantom  of  Astarte  rises  and  stands  hi  the  nudst. 
Man.  Can  this  be  death  ?  tliei::^§J^j^^  upon  her  cheek  ; 
But  now  I  see  it  is  no  living  hue, 
But  a  strange  hectic — like  the  unnatuiral  red 
Which  Autunan  plants  upon  the  perish'd  leaf. 
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It  is  the  same  I     Oh,  God  !  that  I  should  dread 
To  look  npou  the  same — Astarte  ! — Xo, 
I  canuot  speak  to  her — but  bid  her  speak — 
Forgive  me  or  condemn  me. 

NeJIE3I>. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 
The  grave  which  enthrail'd  thee. 

Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken, 
Or  those  who  have  cali'd  thee  ! 

Mem.  She  is  silent, 

And  in  that  silence  I  am  more  than  ausv.-ei'd. 

Nein.  Mr  power  extends  no  further.     Piince  of  Air  ! 
It  rests  with  thee  alone — command  her  voice. 

A)'{.  Spirit — obey  this  sceptre  ! 

Nem.  "  Silent  stiil  '. 

She  is  not  of  onr  order,  but  belonc^a 
llo^the j)tn^r;^wers. _ Moi'tan_thy  quest  is  vain, 
And  we  ai-e''E^9!eH~atsor"' 

Man.  Hear  me,  hear  me — 

Astarte  !  my  beloved  I  ppec\k  to  me  : 
I  have  so  much  endured — so  much  endure — 
Look  on  me  i  the  gi-ave  hath  not  changed  thee  more 
Than  I  am  changed  for  thee.     Thou  lovedst  me 
Too  much,  as  I  loved  thee  :  wo  were  not  made 
To  torture  thus  each  other,  though.  it„W£ra  . 
The  deadliest  sin  to  love  as  we  have,  loxed^.. 
Say  that  thou  loath'st  me  not — that  I  do  bear 
This  punishment  for  both — that  thou  wilt  be 
One  of  the  ble.-sed — and  that  I  shall  die  ; 
For  liitherto  all  hateful  things  conspu'e 
To  bind  me  in  existence — in  q,  Jife.  i 

TVhich  mokes  me  shrink  fynrn  JT^IJttlQrit^J^f^Ezr* i 
A  future  Tike  the  past.     I  cannot  rest. 
I  know  not  v.-hat  I  ask,  nor  what  I  seek : 
I  feel  but  what  thou  art,  and  what  I  am  ; 
And  I  would  hear  yet  once  before  I  perish 
The  voice  which  was  my  music — Speak  to  me  ! 
For  I  have  cali'd  on  thee  in  the  still  night. 
Startled  the  slumbering  birds  from  the  hush'd  boughs. 
And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  the  cavej 
AccjuaintedjvvUh  th^iain       choed, riame, 
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Which  auswer'd  me — many  things  answer'd  me — 
Spirits  and  men — but  thou  -wert  silei^t  all. 
Yet  speak  to  me  !     I  have  outwatch'd  the  star.s, 
And  gazed  o'er  heaven  in  vain  in  search  of  thee. 
Speak  to  me  !     IJiave  wander'd  o'er  the  eavtli, 
And  never  found  thy  likeness — Speak  to  me  ! 
Look  on  the  fiends  around — they  feel  for  me : 
I  fear  them  not,  and  feel  for  thee  alone — 
Speak  to  me  !  though  it  be  in  wratli ; — but  say — 
I  reck  not  what — but  let  me  hear  thee  once — 
This  once — once  more  ! 

Phantom  of  Astarte.        Manfred  ! 

Man.      ^  Say  on,  say  on — 

I  live  but  in  the  sound — it  is  thy  voice  ! 

Phan.  Manfred  !     To-morrow  ends  thine  earthly  ills. 
Farewell  ! 

Man.  Yet  one  word  more — am  I  forgiven  ? 

Phan.  Farewell ! 

Man.  Say,  shall  wc  meet  again  ? 

Phan.  Farewell  ! 

Man.  One  word  for  mercy  !     Sav,  thou  lovest  me. 

Phan.  Manfred  !  -" 

{T!te  Spirit  o/ Astarte  disappears. 

Nan.  She 's  gone,  and  will  not  be  recall'd ; 

Her  words  will  be  fulfill'd.     Return. to  the  earth. 

A  Spirit.  He  is  convulsed — This  is  to  be  a  mort^ 
And  seek  the  things  beyond  mortalitj'. 

Another  Spirit.  Yet,  see,  he  mastereth  himself,  and  makes 
His  torture  tributary  to  his  will. 
Had  he  been  one  of  us,  he  would  have  made 
An  awful  spirit. 

Nem.  Hast  thou  further  question 

Of  our  gTeat  sovereign,  or  his  worshippers  ? 

Man.  None. 

Ncm,  Then  for  a  time  farewell. 

Man.  Y\^e  meet  theu  !     Where  ?     On  the  earth  1— 
Even  as  thou  wilt  :  and  for  the  grace  accorded 
I  now  depp.rt  a  debtor.     Fare  ye  well  ! 

\F.xH  M.VNFKr.D 

[Scene  closes.) 
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ACT    IIL=1 

SCENE   I.—J  RalUnJli^CaslU  0/  Illaii/rcd. 
Manfred  and  Hebsiak. 

3fan.  "\^^lat  is  the  hour? 

Her.  ^ItAvants  but  ouc  till  sunset, 

And  promises  a  lovely  .twilight;. 

3Ian.  Say,. 

Are  all  things  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
As  I  directed  ?  "  ' 

Jfer.  All,  my  lord,  are  ready  : 

Here  is  the  key  and  casket. 

Man.  It  is  well : 

Thou  ma/st  retire.  [  ^■"''  IlERMxy. 

Man.  (alone.)        There  is  a  calm  upon  me — 
Inexplicable  stillness  !  which  till  now 
Did  not  belong  to  what  I  knew  of  life. 
If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  vanities  the  motliest, 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  ear 
From  out  the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  should  deem 
The  golden  secret,  the  sought  "  Kalon,"  found,       ^ 
And  seated  in  my  soul.     It  will  not  last, 
But  it  is  v\-ell  to  have  kno^^-n  it,  though  but  once  : 
It  hath  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a  new  sense. 
And  I  within  my  tablets  would  note  down 
T'xat  there  is  such  a  feeling.     Who  is  there  ] 

Re-enter  Herman'. 
Her.  My  lord,  the  abbot  of  St.  Maurice  craves 
To  greet  your  presence. 

Enlev  the  Abbot  of  St.  Maurice. 

Allot.  Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred  ! 

Man.  Thanks,  holy  father  !  welcome  to  these  walls ; 
Thy  presence  honours  them,  and  blesseth  those 
Who  dwell  v/ithin  them. 

Abbot .  Would  it  were  so,  Count  ! — 

But  I  would  fain  confer  with  thee  alone. 
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Man.  Herman,  retire. — "What  -would  my  reverend  guest  ? 

Abbot.  Thus,  without  prelude : — Age  aud  zeal,  my  office, 
And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege  ; 
Our  near,  though  not  acquainted  neighbourhood, 
May  also  be  my  herald.     Rumours  strange^ 
And  of  unholy  nature,  arc  abroad, 
Agd  busy  %Yith  thj'  name  ;  a  noble  name 
For  centuries  :  may  he  who  bears  it  now 
Transmit  it  unimpair'd  ! 

Man.  Proceed, — I  listen. 

Abbot.  'T  is  said  tliou  holdest  converse  with  the  things 
Which  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man  ; 
Tliat  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes, 
The  many  evil  and  luiheavenly  sj^irits 
AViiich  walk  the  valley  of  the  shade  of  death, 
Thou  communest.     I  know  that  with. mankind, 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thj^  solitude 
Is  as  an  anchorite's,  were  it  but  holy. 

Man.  And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch  these  things  ? 

Abbot.  My  pious  brethren — the  sacred  peasantry — 
Even  thy  own  vassals — who  do  look  on  thee 
AYith  most  unquiet  eyes.     Thy  life's  in  peril. 

Man.  Take  it.  " 

Abbct  I  come  to  save,  aud  not  destroy : 

I  woukl  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul ; 

But  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time  /  ^     I 

For  penitence  and  pity  :  reconciI.Q.i,hee  yr^o'JA£^4^ 

With  the  true  church,  and  through  the  chureK'to  heaven, 

Man.  I  hear  thee.     This  is  my  reply  :  whate'er 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  hetwegii....,„_^^^ 
ITeaven  and  myself.     I  shall  not  choose  a  mo^S^*^'' 
To  be  my  mediator.     Have  I  sinn'd 
Against  your  ordinances?  prove  and  punish  !  -- 

Abbot.  My  son  !  I  did  not  speak  of  pimishmcnt, 
But  penitence  and  pardon  : — with  thyself 
The  choice  of  such  remains — and  for  the  last, 
Our  institutions  and  our  strong  belief 
Have  given  me  power  to  smooth  the  path  from  sin 
To  higher  hope  and  better  thoughts ;  the  first 
I  leave  to  heaven, — ''  Vengeance  is  mine  alone  !  " 
Ho  saith  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humbleness 
His  servant  echoes  back  the  awfal  word. 
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Man.  Old  man  !  there  is  no  power  in  holy  mea, 
Xor  charm  in  prayer,  nor  pm-iipying  form 
Of  penitence,  nor  outward  look,  nor  fast, 
Nor  agony — nor,  gi-eater  than  all  these, 
The  jnnate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair, 
WhicFlf^embrse  withoiit  the  fear  of  h^ll. 
But  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself 
"Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven — can  exorcise 
From  out  the  imbounded  spirit  the  quick  sense 
Of  its  own  sins,  wrongs,  su^fferance,  and  revenge 
Upon  itself;  there  is  no  future  pang 
Can  deal  thj^ustice  on  the  self-condenm^ 
He  deals  oiTljis  own  soul. 

MbW:    "  '""  ""■""-"     All  this  is  well  ; 
For  this  will  pass  away,  and  be  succeeded 
By  an  auspicious  hope,  which  shall  look  up 
With  calm  assurance  to  that  blessed  place, 
Which  all  who  seek  may  win,  whatever  be 
Their  earthly  erroi%  so  they  be  atoned : 
And  the  commencement  of  atonement  is 
The  sense  of  its  necessity.     Say  on — 
Andall  oais  church  can  teach  thee  shall  be  taught ; 
And  all  we  can  absolve  thee  shall  be  pafdon'^dV 

3Ian.  "\^^len  Rome's  sixth  emperor  "^  was  near  his  last, 
The  victim  of  a  self-inflicted  wound, 
To  shun  the  torments  of  a  public  death  "^^ 
From  senates  once  his  slaves,  a  certain  soldier, 
With  show  of  loyal  pity,  would  have  stanch'd 
The  gushing  throat  with  his  officious  robe  ; 
The  dying  Eoman  thrust  him  back,  and  said — 
Some  empire  still  in  his  expiring  glance — 
"  It  is  too  late— is  this  fidehty  ? " 

Abbot.  And  what  of  this  ? 

Man.  I  answer  with  the  Roman— 

"It  is  too  late!" 

Abbot.  It  never  can  be  so, 

To  reconcilejhjself  with  thy  own  soul, 
Andtliy  own  spuT  with,  heaven. '  "HfS^  thou  no  hope  ? 
'Tis^  strange — even  those  who  do  despair  above. 
Yet  shape  themselves  some  fantasy  on  earth, 
To  which  frail  t^^■ig  they  cling,  like  drowning  men. 

Man.  Aj — father  !  l"^have  had  those  earthly  visions, 
And  noble  aspu'ations  in  my  youth, 
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To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other  men, 

The  enlightener  of  nations ;  and  to  rise 

I  knew  not  whither — it  might  be  to  fall ; 

But  fall,  even  as  the  mountain-cataract, 

Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  dazzHng  height, 

Even  in  the  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss, 

(Which  ca.sts  up  misty  columns  that  become 

Clouds  raining  from  the  re-ascended  skies,) 

Lies  low  but  mighty  still. — But  this  is  past, 

My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 

Abbot.  And  wherefore  so  ? 

Man,  I  could  not  tame  my  nature  down  ;  for  he 
Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway ;  and  soothe,  and  sue, 
And  watch  all  time,  and  pry  into  all  place, 
And  be  a  living  lie,  who  would  become 
A  mighty  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 
The  mass  are  ;  I  disdain'd  to  mingle  with 
^  herd,  though  to  be  leader — and  of  wolves. 
The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

A  'jbot.  And  why  not  live  and  act  with  other  men  ? 

3fan.  Becaiise  my  natvire  was  averse  from  life ; 
And  yet  not  ciniel ;  for  I  would  not  make. 
But  find  a  desolation.    Like  the  Avind, 
The  red-hot  breath  of  the  most  lone  simoom. 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  desert,  and  sweeps  o'er 
The  barren  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to  blast. 
And  revels  o'er  their  wild  and  arid  waves, 
And  seeketh  not,  so  that  it  is  not  sought,  iVA.«<^^  "  ^ 

But  being  met  is  deadly, — such  hath  been     J  ^  ^    v*.<-^ 
The  course  of  my  exi^stence  ;  but  there  came*^   '-■'~:.'<  ""  ^, 
Things  in  my  path  which  are  no  more. 

Abbot  Alas! 

I  'gin  to  fear  that  thou  art  past  all  aid 
From  me  and  from  my  calling;    yet  so  young, 
1  still  would — 

Man.  Look  on  me  !  there  is  an  order 

Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age, 
Withotit  the  violence  of  warlike  death  ; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure,  some  of  study, 
Some  worn  \vith  toil,  some  of  mere  weariness. 
Some  of  disease,  and  some  insanity. 
And  some  of  wither'd,  or  of  broken  hearts ; 
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For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
More  than  are  number'd  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names. 
Look  upon  me  !  for  even  of  all  these  things 
Have  I  partaken  ;  and  of  all  these  things, 
One  were  enough ;  then  wonder  not  that  1 
Am  what  I  am,  but  that  I  ever  was, 
Or  having  been,  that  I  am  still  on  earth. 

Abbot.  Yet,  hear  me  still 

3Ian.  Old  man  !  I  do  respect 

Thine  order,  and  revere  thine  years  ;  I  deem 
Thy  pui'pose  pious,  but  it  is  in  vain  : 
Think  me  not  churlish  ;  I  would  spare  thyself, 
Far  more  than  me,  in  shunning  at  this  time 
All  further  colloquy — and  so — farewell. 

[Exit  JIantred. 

Abbot.  This  should  have  been  a  noble  creatiure  :  he 
Hath  all  the  energy  which  would  have  made 
A  goodly  frame  of  glorious  elements, 
Had  they  been  wisely  mingled ;  as  it  is. 
It  is  an  awful  chaos — light  and  darkness, 
Xnd  mind  and  dust,  and  passions  and  pure  thoughts 
!&fix''d7  aiid  contending  without  end  or  order, — 
An  dormant  or  destructive  :  he  v/ill  perish, 
^UttTeThe'mus'fc  not ;  I  will  try  once  more, 
For  such  are  worth  redemption  ;  and  my  duty 
Is  to  dare  all  things  for  a  righteous  end. 
I  '11  follow  him — but  cautiously,  though  surely. 

[Exit  Abbot. 


SCENE  II. 

Another  Chamber, 

Manfred  and  IIerjian. 

Ifer.  My  lord,  you  bade  me  wait  on  you  at  sunset : 
He  sinks  behind  the  mountain. 

Man.  Doth  he  so  ] 

I  will  look  on  him. 

[Manfred  advances  to  the  JJ'htdotv  0/ (he  Hall 
Glorious  Orb  !  the  idol 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 


Of  uadL<?eased  manlin.l,  the  giaiif  sons- 
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Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex 

More  beautiful  than  ther,  which  did  draw  down 

The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  return — 

Most  glorious  orb  !  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 

The  mjsteiy  of  thy  mating  was  reveard  ! 

Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 

AVhich  gladden'd,  on.jthsir  mcaSB^in^tofps,  the  hearts 

Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pour'd 

Themselves  in  orisons  !     Thou  material  God  ! 

And  re^-esentj^tiy^  of  the. Unknown: — 

■Who'chose'tlaee  for  his  shadow  !     Thou  chief  stai*  ! 

Centre  of  many  stars  I  which  mak'st  our  earth 

Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 

And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays  ! 

Sire  of  the  seasons  1     Monarch  of  the  climes. 

And  those  who  dwell  in  them  !  for  near  or  far, 

Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tiut  of  thee 

Even  as  oiu*  outward  aspects; — thou  dost  rise, 

And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.     Fai-e  thee  well  ! 

I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.     As  my  first  glance 

Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 

Jly  latest  look  :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 

To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  been 

Of  a  more  fatal  nature.'^     He  is  gone  : 

I  follow.  "^'  tEx//  Manfred. 


SCENE  III. 


Wlie  Mountain^ — The  Castle  of  Ulan/red  at  some  distance — A  Terrace 
^- — .  before  a  Toicer. — Time,  Twilight . 

Hebsiax,  Mantel,  and  other  Dependants  oj  Maxfred. 

Her.  'T  is  strange  enough  ;  night  after  night,  for  yeai-s. 
He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this  tower, 
"Without  a  witness.     I  have  been  within  it, — 
So  have  we  all  been  oft-times ;  but  from  it, 
Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute,  of  aught 
His  studies  tend  to.     To  be  sure,  there  is 
One  chamber  where  none  enter  :  I  would  give 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  come  these  three  years, 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

IManud.  'T^ljcverejiangerouR  ; 

Content  thyself  with  what  thou  know'sfc  already. 
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Her.  Ah  !  Manuel  !  thou  art  elderly  and  -wdse, 
And    couldst    say    much:    thou    hast    dwelt    within    the 

castle — 
How  many  years  is  't  ? 

Mo.nuel.  Ere  Count  Manfred's  birth^ 

I  served  his  father,  whom  he  nought  resemble?. 

Her.  There  be  more  sons  in  like  predicament. 
But  wherein  do  they  differ  ? 

Manuel.  I  speak  not 

Of  featui-es  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits ; 
Count  Sigismund  was  proud,  but  gay  and  free, — 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  night 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  time, 
Merrier  than  day;  he  did  not  walk  the  rocks 
And  forests  like  a  woif,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

Her.  Beshrew  the  hour. 

But  those  were  jocund  times  I  I  would  that  such 
Would  visit  the  old  walls  again ;  they  look 
As  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

Manuel.  These  walls 

Must  change  their  chieftain  fii'st.     Oh  !  I  have  seen 
Some  strange  things  in  them,  Herman.^ 

Her.  Come,  be  fiiendly  ; 

Relate  me  some  to  while  away  our  watch  : 
I  've  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happen'd  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

Manuel.  That  was  a  night  indeed  !  I  do  remember 

'T  was  twilight,  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 

Another  evening; — yon  red.djgud^  v\ hich  restsy 
On  Eigher's  pinnacle,  so  rested  then,— 
So  like  that  it  might  be  the  same ;  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  giisty,  and  the  moimtain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon ; 
Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  his  tower, — 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
The  sole  companion  of  his  wanderings 
And  watchings — her,  whom  of  all  earthly  things 
That  lived,  the  only  thing  he  seem'd  to  love, — 
Asjie,_indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do, 
ITielady' Astarte,  his  — — ^ 

Hush  I  who  comes  here  ? 
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Enter  the  Abbot. 

Abbot.  Where  is  your  master? 

J^c}'-  Yonder  in  the  tower. 

Abbot.  I  must  speak  with  him. 

Manuel.  'T  is  impossible  ; 

He  is  most  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intruded  on. 

Abbot.  Upon  myself  I  take 

The  forfeit  of  my  fault,  if  fault  there  be — 
But  I  must  see  him. 

Sev.  Thou  hast  seen  him  once 

This  eve  already. 

Abbot.  HeiTQan  !  I  command  thee, 

Knock,  and  apprize  the  Count  of  my  approach. 

Her.  "We  dare  not. 

Abbot.  Then  it  seems  I  must  be  herald 

Of  my  own  purpose. 

MaiDMl.  Reverend  father,  stop — 

I  pray  you  pause. 

Abbot.  Why  so  ? 

Manuel.  But  step  this  way, 

And  I  will  tell  you  further, 

[Exeunt 


SCENE  IV.28 
Interior  of  the  Tower 
Manfred  alone. 
The  stars  are  forth,  the  moon  above  the,  tops 
Of  the  suow^shining  mountains. — Beautiful  ! 
I_  linger  ^et  with  Nature,  for  the  Night 
Hath  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 
Than  that  of  man ;  and  in  her  starry  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  loveliness, 
I  learn'd  the  langiiage  of  another  .wotld. 
I  do  remember  me,,  that  in  my  youth, 
When  I  was  wandering, — upon  such  a  night 
I  stood  within  the  Coliseum's  wall,^° 
'Midst  the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome  ; 
The  trees  which  gi*ew  along  the  broken  arches 
Waved  dark  in  the  blue  midnight,  and  the  stars 
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Shone  through  the  rents  of  ruiu  ;  from  afar 

The  watch-dog  bay'd  beyond  the  Tiber  ;  and 

More  neai'  from  out  the  Caesars'  palace  came 

The  owl's  long  cry,  and,  intei-ruptedly, 

Of  distant  sentinels  the  fitful  song 

Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 

Some  cypresses  beyond  the  time-worn  breach 

Appear'd  to  skirt  the  horizon,  yet  they  stood 

Within  a  bowshot.    "Where  the  Csesars  dwelt, 

And  dwell  the  tuneless  bu'ds  of  night,  amidst 

A  grove  which  springs  through  levell'd  battlements, 

And  twines  its  roots  with  the  imperial  hearths, 

Ivy  usurps  the  laui'el's  place  of  growth; 

But  the  gladiators'  bloody  Circus  stands,      J-   \ ; 

A  noble  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection,          -  ' 

While  Caesar's  chambers,  and  the  Augustan  halls, 

Grovel  on  earth  in  indistinct  decay. 

And  thou  didst  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  upon 

All  this,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light, 

Which  soften'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 

Of  rugged  desolation,  and  fill'd  up. 

As  't  were  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries ; 

Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so, 

And  making  that  which  was  not,  till  the  place 

'Bi§<g^wgy^pCT&,  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 

With  silent  worship  of  the  great  of  old, — 

The  dead,  but  sceptred  sovereigns,  who  still  rule 

Our  spirits  from  theii'  urns. 

'T  was  such  a  night  ! 
'T  is  strange  that  I  recall  it  at  this  time  ; 
But  I  have  found  our  thoughts  take  wildest  flight 
Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 
Themselves  in  pensive  order. 

Enter  the  Abbot. 

Ahbot.  My  good  lord  t 

I  crave  a  second  grace  for  this  approach ; 
But  yet  let  not  my  humble  zeal  offend 
By  its  abruptness — all  it  hath  of  ill 
Recoils  on  me  ;  its  good  in  the  effect 
May  light  upon  your  head — could  I  say  7iea)'t — 
Could  I  touch  thai,  with  words  or  prayers,  I  should 
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Recall  a  noble  spirit  which  hath  •wander'd ; 
But  is  not  yet  all  lost. 

Man.  Thou  know'st  me  not ; 

My  days  are  number' d,  and  my  deeds  recorded  : 
Retire,  or  't  will  be  dangerous — ^Away  ! 

Abbot.  Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menace  me  ? 

3fan.  Xot  I  ; 

I  simply  tell  thee  peril  is  at  hand, 
And  would  preserve  thee. 

Abbot.  "What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

3fan.  Look  there  ! 

^Yhat  dost  thou  see  ? 

A  hbot.  Nothing. 

Man.  Look  there,  I  say, 

And  steadfastly ; — now  tell  me  what  thou  seest  ? 

Abbot.  That  which  should  shake  me, — but  I  fear  it  not  ; 
Lsee  a  dusk  and  awftil  figure  rise, 
Like^n Infernal  god,  from  out  the  eai'th  ; 
His  face  wrapt  in  axnantle,  and  his  form 
Robed  as  with  angry  clouds  :  he  stands  between 
Thi-£elf  and  me — but  I  do  fear  him  not. 

Man.  Thou  hast  no  cause — he  shall  not  harm  thee — but 
His  sight  may  shock  thine  old  limbs  into  palsy. 
I  say  to  thee — Retire  ! 

Abbot.  And  I  reply — 

Never — till  I  have  battled  with  this  fiend  :— 
"What  doth  he  here  ? 

Man.  Why — ay — what  doth  he  here  ? 

I  did  not  send  forhJBft, — he  is  unbidden. 

Abbot.  Alas  !  lost  mortal  !  what  with  guests  hke  these 
Hast  thou  to  do  ?     I  tremble  for  thy  sake  : 
Why  doth  he  gaze  on  thee,  and  thou  on  him  ? 
Ah  !  he  unveils  his  aspect :  on  his  brow 
The  thunder-scars  are  graven ;  from  his  eye 
Glares  forth  the  inirftai;j;3JJi^^hell— - 
Avaunt  ! —         -«-r--  -  -  • 

Man.  Pronounce — what  is  thy  mission  ? 

Spirit.  Come  ! 

Abbot.  What  art  thou,  unknown  being?    answer  ! — speak  ! 

Spint.  The  genius  of  this  mortal. — Come  !  't  is  time. 

3fan.  I  am  prepared  for  all  things,  but  deny 
The  power  which  smnmons  jne.     Who  sent  fhee  here  ] 

Spirit.  Thou  It  know  anon — Come  I  come  ! 
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Man.  I  liave  commanded 

Things  of  an  essence  greater  far  than  thiue, 
And  striven  with  thy  masters.     Get  thee  hence  ! 

Spirit.  Mortal!  thine  hovir  is  come — A-way  !  I  say. 

jian.  I  knew,  and  know  my  hour  is  come,  hut  jipt 
To  render  up  my  §oul,ta.&uGli^a»^^we  : 
A^SpnXTTcIie  aft-i  h«ve  iived---atolK. 

Srjh'it.  Then  I  must  summon  up  my  brethi-ea. — Rise  ! 

[Other  Spirits  i  ise  up. 

Ahhot.  Avauut  !  ye  evil  ones  i — A  vaunt  !  I  say; 
Ye  have  no  power  wher&  piety  hath..pos5r£iv 
Ami  I  do  charge  ye  in  the  name 

Spirit.  Old  man  ! 

"We  know  ourselves,  our  mission,  and  thine  order  ; 
Waste  not  thy  holy  words  on  idle  uses. 
It  were  in  vain  :  this  man  is  forfeited. 
Once  more  I  suniBTon-hhn-— Away  !  Away  ! 

Man.  I  do  defy  ye, — though  I  feel  my  soul 
Is  ebbing  from  me,  yet  I"H^6  ctely^ye'l        "-■--• 
Sor  win' r hence,  while  I  have  earthly  breath 
To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye — earthly  strength 
To  wrestle,  though  with  spkits ;  what  ye  take 
Shall  be  ta'en  limb  by  limb. 

Spirit.  -Ee^ctantjm^^ti 

Is  this  the  Magian  who  would  so  peiwade 
The  world  invisible,  and  make  himself 
Almost  om-  equal  ?     Canit  be  thatJ;Jiou_ 
Art  thus  in  love  with  life  ]  the  very  life. 
'\Yhicii.  made  thee  wretched  r  ' 

3Ian.  ?EWu  foke^^d^thoujiesr) 

My  life  is  in  its  last  hour, — that  I  know, 
Kor  would  redeem  a  moment  of  that  hour ; 
I  do  not  combat  against  death,  but  thee 
And  thy  suiTOiindin^angels ;  hiy  past  power 
Was  pm'chased  by  no  compact  with  thy  crevr, 
Bjit^by  superior  sciehe^^— penance,  daring, 
And  length  of  watching,  strength  of  mind,  and  skill 
In  knowledge  of  our  fathers — when  the  eai'th 
Saw  men  and  spirits  walking  side  by  side. 
And  gave  ye  no  supremacy  :  I  stand 
Upon  my  streagth — I  do  defy — deny — 
Spurn  back,  and  scorn  ye  I— 
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Sjjirit.  But  thy  mauy  crimes 

Have  made  tliee 

3Ian.  What  are  they  to  such  as  thee  ? 

Must  crimes  be  pimish'd  but  by  other  crimes, 
Aud  greater  criminals  1 — Back  to  thy  hell  ! 
Thou  hast  no  power  upon  me,  that  I  feel ; 
Thou  never  shalt  possess  me,  that  I  know  : 
What  I  have  done  is  done  ;  I  bear  ^^-ithin 
A  torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from  thine  : 
The  ioind  which  is  immortal  makes  itself 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts, — 
Is  its  o^vn  origin  of  ill  and  end 
And  its  own  place  and  time  :  ^^  its.ifiiiatB  sense, 
When  stripp'd  of  this  moi-tality,  deiives    '    /' 
No  colour  from  the  fleeting  things  without,  - 
But  is  absorb'd  in  sufferance  or  in  joy, 
Born  from  the  knowledge  of  its  own  desert. 
Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  couldst  not  tempt  me ; 
I  have  not  been  thy  dupe,  nor  am  thy  prey — 
But  3vas  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter. — Back,  ye  baffled  fiends  ! 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me — but  not  yours  ! 

ITIie  Demons  disappear. 

Ahhot.  Alas  !  how  pale  thou  art — thy  lips  are  white — 
And  thy  breast  heaves — and  in  thy  gasping  throat 
The  accents  rattle  :  Give  thy  prayers  to  heaven — 
Pray — albeit  but  in  thought, — but  die  not  thus. 

Man.  'Tis  over — my  dull  eyes  can  fix  thee  not ; 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,  and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  were  beneath  me.     Fare  thee  well — 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Ahhot.  Cold — cold — even  to  the  heart — • 

But  yet  one  prayer — Alas  !  how  fares  it  with  thee  ? 

Man.  Old  man  !  't  is  not  so  diflBicult  to  die.^- 

[Maxfked  expires. 

A  hbot.  He 's  gone — his  soul  hath  ta'en  its  earthless  flight  ; 
Whither  ?  I  dread  to  think — but  he  is  gone.^^ 
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1.— Page  5,  line  1. 

Manfred. 

[In  ilanfred,  we  recognise  at  once  the  gloom  and  potency  of  that  so'jj 
which  burned  and  blasted  and  fed  upon  itself,  in  Harold,  and  Conrad,  and 
Lara— and  which  comes  again  in  this  piece,  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger 
— more  proud,  perhaps,  and  more  awful  than  ever — but  with  the  fiercer 
traits  of  its  misanthropy  subdued,  and  quenched  in  the  gloom  of  a  deeper 
despondency.  Manfred  does  not,  like  Conrad  and  Lara,  T^Tcak  the  anguish 
of  his  burning  heart  in  the  dangers  and  daring  of  desperate  and  predatory 
war— nor  seek  to  drown  bitter  thoughts  in  the  tumult  of  pei-petual  con- 
tention; nor  yet,  like  Harold,  does  he  sweep  over  the  peopled  scenes  of 
the  earth  with  high  disdain  and  aversion,  and  make  his  survey  of  the 
business,  and  pleasures,  and  studies  of  man  an  occasion  for  taunts  and 
sarcasms,  and  the  food  of  an  unmeasnrable  spleen.  He  is  averse,  indeed, 
from  mankind,  and  scorns  the  low  and  frivolous  nature  to  which  he 
belongs;  but  he  cherishes  no  animosity  or  hostility  to  that  feeble  race. 
Their  concerns  excite  no  interest — their  pursuits  no  sympathy — their 
joys  no  envy.  It  is  irksome  and  vexatious  for  him  to  be  crossed  by 
them  in  his  melancholy  musing.«, — but  he  treats  them  with  gentleness 
and  pity ;  and,  except  when  stung  to  impatience  by  too  importunate  an 
intrusion,  is  kind  and  considerate  to  the  comforts  of  all  around  him. 
To  delineate  his  character — to  render  conceivable  his  feelings — is  the 
whole  scope  and  design  of  the  poem ;  and  the  conception  and  execution 
are,  in  this  respect,  equally  admirable.  T*  !=  -  _-"and  and  terrific  vision 
of  a  being  invested  with  superhuman  a:    "    :   -   '  .  :rder'that  he  may  he 

"capable  of  more  than  human  suffering-.    .  -    -:ained  under  them  by 

more  thau  human  force  and  pride';.:  To  ul.Jcot  I'j  tue  improbability  of  the 
ficii<ai.  is  to  mistake  the  end  and  aim  of  the  author.  Hisobject  was,  to 
produce  effect — to  exalt  and  dilate  the  character  through  whom  he  v-as 
to  interest  or  appal  us — and  to  raise  our  conception  of  it,  by  all  the  helps, 

.that  could  he- derived  from  the  majesty  of  nature,  or  the  dread  of  supeis. 
Ktifipu.  It  is  enough,  therefore,  if  the  situation  in  which  he  has  placed 
him  is  conceivahlr,  and  if  the  supposition  of  its  reality  enhances  our 
emotions  and  kindles  our  imagination.  There  are  great  faults,  it  must  be 
admitted,  but  it  is  undoubtedly  a  work  of  great  genius  and  originality. 
Its  worst  fault,  perhaps,  is  that  it  fatigites  and  overawes  us  by  the 
uniformity  of  its  terror  and  solemnity.  Another,  is  the  painful  and 
offensive  nature  of  the  circumstance  on  which  its  distress  is  ultimately 
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founded.  Tlie  lyrical  sonj^s  of  the  Spirits  are  too  long,  and  not  all  ex- 
cellent. There  is  something  of  pedantry  in  them  now  and  then ;  and 
even  Manfred  deals  in  classical  allusions  a  little  too  much.  If  v>e  were 
to  consider  it  as  a  proper  drama,  or  even  as  a  finished  poem,  vre  should  be 
obliged  to  add,  that  it  is  far  too  indistinct  and  unsatisfactory.  But  this 
we  take  to  be  according  to  the  design  and  conception  of  the  author. 
Its  obscurity  is  a  part  of  its  grandeur ; — and  the  darkness  that  rests  upon 
it,  and  the  smoky  distance  in  which  it  is  lost,  are  all  devices  to  increase 
its  majesty,  to  stimulate  our  curiosity,  and  to  impress  us  with  deeper  awe. 
Ir.  the  tone  and  pitch  of  the  composition,  as  well  as  in  the  character  of 
the  diction  in  the  more  solemn  parts,  Manfred  reminds  us  much  more 
of  the  'Prometheus'  of  ^55schylus,  than  of  any  more  modern  performance. 
The  tremendous  solitude  of  the  principal  person — the  supernatural  beings 
with  whom  alone  he  holds  communion — the  guilt -the  firmness — the 
misery— are  all  points  of  resemblance,  to  which  the  grandeur  of  the 
poetic  imagery  only  gives  a  more  striking  eflect.  The  chief  differences 
are,  that  the  subject  of  the  Greek  poet  was  sanctified  aiul  exalted  by  the 
established  belief  of  his  country,  and  that  his  terrors  are  nowhere  tem- 
pered with  the  sweetness  which  breathes  from  so  many  passages  of  his 
English  rival. — Jeffrey. 

Lord  Byron  acknowledged  the  tnith  of  the  critic's  comparison.  "  Of 
the '  Prometheus,'  "  he  says,  "  I  was  passionately  fond  as  a  boy ;  it  was  one, 
of  the  Greek  plays  we  read  thrice  a  year  at  Harrow  :  indeed,  that  and 
the  '  Medea'  were  the  only  ones  except  the  '  Seven  before  Thebes,'  which 
ever  much  pleased  me.  The  '  Prometheus,'  if  not  exactly  in  my  plan, 
has  always  been  so  jnuch  in  my  head,  that  I  can  easily  conceive  its 
influence  over  all  or  any  thing  that  I  have  written."] 


2.— Page  6,  line  6. 

Ye  spiriis  of  the  unbounded  Universe! 

["  Eternal  Agency ! 
Ye  spirits  of  the  immortal  Universe  1 " — Original  MS.] 

3.— Page  6,  line  10. 

Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haunts, 

f'  Of  inaccessible  mountains  are  the  haimts."— MS.j 

4.— Page  6,  line  32. 

Which  is  mic'd  for  my  liavilion ; 

["  Which  is  fit  for  my  pavilion."— MS.] 

5.— Page  10,  line  30. 

(vi  voice  IS  heard  in  the  Incantation  which  foUoics.) 

[These  verses  were  written  in  Switzerland,  in  1816,  and  transmitted  to 
England  for  publication,  with  the  third  canto  of '"  Childe  Harold.''  "  As 
they  v,ere  written,'"  says  Mr.  Moore,  " immediately  after  the  last  fruitless 
attempt  at  a  reconciliation  with  Lady  Byron,  it  is  needless  to  say  Avho 
was  in  the  poet's  thoughts  while  he  penned  some  of  the  opening 
Btanzas."J 
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6.— Page  10,  line  34. 

And  the  icisp  on  the  morass; 

[Manfred  was  done  into  Italian  by  a  fellow  -who  tni-ned  the  "  wisp"  of 
this  line  into  "  a  bundle  of  straw."  Lord  Byron  offered  him  two  hundred 
francs  if  he  would  destroy  the  MS. ;  and  engage  to  withhold  his  mur- 
derous hand  from  all  past  or  future  poems.  He  at  first  refused ;  but, 
finding  that  the  alternative  was  to  be  a  horse-whipping,  prefeiTed  the 
money.] 

7.— Page  12,  line  9. 

I  call  upon  thee!  and  compel 

["I  do  adjure  thee  to  this  spell."] 

8.— Page  13,  lino  35. 

IHix'd  v:ith  the  siceet  bells  of  the  sauntering  herd; 

[The  germs  of  this,  and  of  several  other  passages,  in  Manfred,  may  be 
found,  as  Lord  Byron  stated,  in  the  Journal  of  his  Swiss  tour,  which  he 
transmitted  to  his  sister.  "Sept.  19,  1816.— Arrived  at  a  lake  in  the 
very  bosom  of  the  mountains;  left  our  quadrupeds,  and  ascended 
further ;  came  to  some  snow  in  patches,  upon  Arhich  my  forehead's  per- 
spiration fell  like  rain,  making  the  same  dents  as  in  a  sieve ;  the  chill 
of  the  wind  and  the  snow  turned  me  giddy,  but  I  scrambled  on  and 
upwards.  Ilobhouse  went  to  the  highest  pinnacle.  The  whole  of  the 
mountains  superb.  A  shepherd  on  a  steep  and  vei-y  high  clift"  playing 
upon  his  pipe ;  veiy  diiferent  from  Arcadia.  The  music  of  the  cows' 
hells  (for  their  wealth,  like  the  patriarchs',  is  cattle)  in  the  pastures, 
which  reach  to  a  height  far  above  any  mountains  in  Britain,  and  the 
shepherds  shouting  to  us  from  crag  to  crag,  and  playing  on  their  reeds 
where  the  steeps  appeared  almost  inaccessible,  with  the  surrounding 
scenery,  realised  all  that  I  have  ever  heard  or  imagined  of  a  pastoral 
existence — much  more  so  than  Greece  or  Asia  Minor;  for  there  we  are  a 
little  too  much  of  the  sabre  and  musket  order,  and  if  there  is  a  crook  in 
one  hand,  you  are  sure  to  see  a  gun  in  the  other:  but  this  was  pure  and 
unmixed — solitary,  savage,  and  patriarchal.  As  we  went,  they  played 
the  'Ranz  des  Ya'ches '  and  other  airs,  by  way  of  farewell."] 

9.— Page  14,  line  13, 

Wrecks  of  a  single  winter,  barkless,  branchless, 

["  Passed  whole  woods  of  icithered  pines,  all  withered, — tnniks 
stripped  and  barkless,  branches  lifeless— done  by  a  single  icinter :  their 
appearance  reminded  me  of  me  and  my  family." — iSiciss  Journal.} 

10.— Page  14,  line  24. 

Crash  with  a  frequent  conflict ;  but  ye  pass, 

["Ascended  the  Wengen  mountain.  Heard  the  avalanches  falling 
evejy  five  minutes  nearly."— (Sitiss  Journal.'] 
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11 —Page  14,  line  35. 
Heaped  witJi  the  damnd  like  pehhies. — I  am  g'uldy. 
["  The  clouds  rose  from  the  opposite  valley,  curling  up  perpendicular 
precipices,  like  the  foam  of  the  ocean  of  hell  during  a  spring  tide— it 
was  -white  and  sulpliury,  and  immeasurably  deep  in  appearance.  The 
side  we  ascended  was  not  of  so  precipitous  a  nature  ;  hut,  on  arriving 
at  the  summit.  Ave  looked  down  upon  the  other  side  upon  a  boiling  sea 
of  cloud,  dashing  against  the  crags  on  Avhich  we  stood— these  crags  on 
one  side  quite  perpendicular.  In  passing  the  masses  of  snow,  I  made  a 
snowball  and  pelted  Hobhouse  with  itr—Suias  Journal.'^ 

12.— Page  18,  line  25. 

A  lower  Valley  in  (he  Alps. — A  Cataract. 

[This  scene  is  one  of  the  most  poetical  and  most  sweetly  written  in  the 
poem.  There  is  a  still  and  delicious  witchery  in  the  tranquillity  and 
seclusion  of  the  place,  and  the  celestial  beauty  of  the  being  who  reveals 
herself  in  the  midst  of  these  visible  enchantments.— Jeffrey.] 

13.— Page  18,  line  27. 

It  is  not  noon — the  sunhoio's  rays  still  arch 

This  iris  is  formed  by  the  rays  of  the  sun  over  the  lower  part  of  the 
Alpine  torrents :  it  is  exactly  like  a  rainbow  come  down  to  pay  a  visit, 
and  so  close  that  you  may  walk  into  it:  this  effect  lasts  till  noon. — 
L"  Before  ascending  the  mountain,  went  to  the  torrent ;  the  sun  upon  it, 
forming  a  rainbow  of  the  lower  part  of  all  colours,  but  principally  piu-ple 
and  gold ;  the  bow  moving  as  you  move :  I  never  saw  anything  like 
this ;  it  is  only  la  the  sunshine." — Swiss  Journal.'] 

14.— Page  18,  line  34. 

As  told  in  the  Apocalypse.    No  eyes 

["  Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  Jungfrau  ;  glaciers ;  torrents  :  one  of 
these  torrents  nine  hundred  feet  in  height  of  visible  descent ;  heard  an 
avalanche  fall,  like  thunder ;  glaciers  enormous ;  storm  came  on — 
thunder,  lightning,  hail ;  all-in  porfictin:!,  and  beautiful.  The  torrent 
is  in  shape  curving  over  the  roLk.liki'  tlio  tail  of  a  white  horse  streaming 
in  the  wind,  such  as  it  might  be  conceived  -would  be  that  of  the  'pjiJ£.LL'2JJi& 
on  which  Death  is  mounted  in  the  Apocalypse.  It  is  neither  mist  nor 
water,  but  a  something  between  both ;  its  immense  height  gives  it  a 
wave  or  curve,  a  spreading  here  or  condensation  there,  wonderful  and 
indescribable." — Swiss  Journal^ 

15.— Page  19,  line  27. 

Man.  To  look  upon  thy  beauty — notliing  further. 

[There  is  something  exquisitely  beautiful  in  all  this  passage  ;  and  both 
the  apparition  and  the  dialogue  are  so  managed,  that  the  sense  of  their 
improbability  is  swallowed  up  in  that  of  their  beauty ;  and,  without 
actually  believing  that  such  spirits  exist,  we  feel  for  the  moment  as  if 
we  stood  in  their  presence.— Jeffrey.] 
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16— Page  20,  line  41. 

Eros  and  Anterof,  at  Gadara, 

The  philosopher  Jamhlicus.  The  story  of  the  raising  of  Eros  and 
Anteros  may  be  found  in  his  life  by  Eunapius.  It  is  well  told.— ["  It  is 
reported  of  him,"  says  Eunapius,  "  that  while  he  and  his  scholars  were 
bathing  in  the  hot  baths  of  Gadara,  in  Syria,  a  dispute  arising  concerning 
the  baths,  he,  smiling,  ordered  his  disciples  to  ask  the  inhabitants  by 
what  names  the  two  lesser  springs,  that  v.ere  nearer  and  handsomer 
than  the  rest,  were  called.  To  which  the  inhabitants  replied,  that  'the 
one  was  called  Eros,  and  the  other  Anteros,  but  for  what  reason  they 
knew  not.'  Upon  which  Jamblicus,  sitting  by  one  of  the  springs,  put  his 
hand  in  the  water,  and  muttering  some  few  words  to  himself,  called  up  a 
fair-complexioned  boy.  with  gold-coloured  locks  dangling  from  his  back 
and  breast,  so  that  he  looked  like  one  that  was  washing  :  and  then,  going 
to  the  other  spring,  and  doing  as  he  had  done  before,  called  up  another 
Cupid,  with  darker  and  more  dishevelled  hair :  upon  which  both  the 
Cupids  clung  about  Jamblicus ;  but  he  presently  sent  them  back  to  their 
proper  places.  After  this,  his  friends  submitted  their  belief  to  him  in 
everything.'"] 


17.— Page  23,  line  20. 

In  words  of  dubious  import,  hut fulJiU' d . 

The  story  of  Pausanias,  king  of  Sparta,  (who  commanded  the  Greeks 
at  the  battle  of  Platea,  and  afterwards  perished  for  an  attempt  to  betray 
the  Lacedfemonians),  and  Cleonice,  is  told  in  Plutarch's  life  of  Cimon ; 
and  in  the  Laconics  of  Pausanias  the  sophist,  in  his  description  of 
Greece. — [The  following  is  the  passage  from  Plutarch: — "  It  is  related, 
that  when  Pausanias  was  at  Byzantium,  he  cast  his  eyes  upon  a  young 
virgin  named  Cleonice,  of  a  noble  family  there,  and  insisted  on  having 
her  for  a  mistress.  The  parents,  intimidated  by  his  power,  were  under 
the  hard  necessity  of  giving  up  their  daughter.  The  young  woman 
begged  that  the  light  might  be  taken  out  of  his  apartments,  that  she 
might  go  to  his  bed  in  secrecy  and  silence.  "When  she  entered  he  -was 
asleep,  and  she  unfortunately  stiunbled  upon  the  candlestick,  and  threw 
it  down.  The  noise  waked  him  suddenly,  and  he,  in  his  confusion, 
thinking  it  was  an  enemy  coming  to  assassinate  him,  unsheathed  a 
dagger  that  lay  by  him,  and  plunged  it  into  the  virgin's  heart.  After 
this  he  could  never  rest.  Her  image  appeared  to  him  every  night,  and 
with  a  menacing  tone  repeated  this  heroic  verse, — 

*Go  to  the  fate  which  pride  and  lust  prepare  1* 

The  allies,  highly  incensed  at  this  infamous  action,  joined  Cimon  to 
besiege  him  in  Byzantium.  But  he  found  means  to  escape  thence  ;  and, 
as  he  was  still  haunted  by  the  spectre,  he  is  said  to  have  applied  to  a 
temple  at  Heraclea,  where  the  manes  of  the  dead  were  consulted. 
There  he  invoked  the  spirit  of  Cleonice,  and  entreated  her  pardon.  She 
appeared,  and  told  him  '  he  would  soon  be  delivered  from  all  his 
troubles,  after  his  return  to  Sparta :'  in  which,  it  seem.s,  his  death  was 
enigmatically  foretold." — Laxghorx's  Plutarc/i,  vol,  iii.  p.  279.] 
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18.— Page  24,  line  4, 

Frozen  in  a  moment — a  dead  vshirlpool's  image : 

["  Aiiived  at  the  Grinden-n-aJd,  and  rode  to  the  higher  glacier — like  a 
frozen  hurricane,'' — iSiviss  Journal.'] 

19.— Page  26,  line  15. 

The  comets  herald  through  the  crackling  skies  ; 

["  The  comets  herald  through  the  buming  skies."— MS.] 

20.— Page  30,  line  23. 

Phan.  Manfred! 

[Here  is  Lord  Byron's  commentary  upon  the  enigmatical  text. 
"  Manfred  wanders  about  inrokiug  Spirits,  'which  appear  to  him  and 
are  of  no  use ;  he  at  last  goes  to  the  very  abode  of  the  Evil  Principle 
in  proprid  ptrsond,  to  evocate  a  ghost,  wliich  ajjpears,  and  gives  liim  an 
ambiguous  and  disagreeable  answer."  ] 

21.— Page  31,  line  1. 

Act  III. 

[A  softened  tone  pervades  the  whole  of  the  concluding  Act.  "I  have 
re-written  the  greater  part,"  said  Lord  Byron,  in  forwarding  the  amended 
version.  "  Tlie  Abbot  is  become  a  good  man,  and  the  Spirits  are  brought 
in  at  the  death.  You  will  find,  I  think,  some  good  poetry  in  this  new 
Act,  here  and  there ;  and  if  so,  print  it,  without  sending  me  farther 
proofs,  under  Mr.  Gifford's  correction,  if  he  will  have  the  goodness  to 
overlook  it."  The  place  from  which  this  letter  is  dated — Rome,  May  5 — 
accounts  for  the  forced  introduction  into  the  fourth  scene  of  the  beautiful 
passage  on  the  Coliseum.] 

22.— Page  32,  line  34. 

Against  your  ordinances  ?  prove  and  punish  .' 

[Thus  far  the  text  stands  as  originally  penned :  we  subjoin  the  sequel 
of  the  scene  as  given  in  the  lirst  MS. : — 

"Abbot.  Then,  hear  and  tremble  !    For  the  headstrong  wretch 
"Who  in  the  mail  of  innate  hardihood 
Would  shield  himself,  and  battle  for  his  sins. 
There  is  the  stake  on  earth,  and  beyond  earth  eternal 

3ran.  Charity,  most  reverend  father. 
Becomes  thy  lips  so  much  more  than  this  menace. 
That  I  would  call  thee  back  to  it :  but  say, 
AYhat  would'st  thou  with  me  ? 

Abbot.  It  may  be  there  are 

Things  that  would  shake  thee — but  I  keep  them  back, 
And  give  thee  till  to-morrow  to  repent. 
Then  if  thou  dost  not  all  devote  thyself 
To  penance,  and  with  gift  of  all  thy  lauds 
To  the  monastery 

Man.  I  understand  thee,— well  ? 
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Abbot.  Expect  no  mercy :  I  hare  ivanicd  thee 
Man.  {opening!  the  casket).  Stop — 
There  is  a  gift  for  thee  within  this  casket. 

[Maxfred  opens  the  casket,  sti'ikes  a  light,  and  bun 
some  incense. 
Ho!  Ashtaroth! 

The  Dejiox  Ashtakotii  appears,  shujinj  as/oUoics:— 

The  raven  sits 

On  the  raven-stone, 
And  his  black  ving  flits 

O'er  the  milk--n-hite  bone  ; 
To  and  fro,  as  the  night-winds  blow, 

The  carcass  of  the  assassin  swings ; 
And  there  alone,  on  tlic  raven-stone,- 

The  raven  flaps  his  dusky  wings. 

The  fetters  creak— and  his  ebon  beak 

Croaks  to  the  close  of  the  hollow  sound; 
And  this  is  the  tune,  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 

To  which  the  witches  dance  their  roimd — 
Merrily,  merrily,  cheerily,  cheerily, 

Merrily,  speeds  the  ball : 
The  dead  in  their  shrouds,  and  the  demons  in  clouds, 

Flock  to  the  witches'  carnival. 

Abbot.  I  fear  thee  not— hence— hence— 
Avaunt  thee,  evil  one ! — help,  ho  I  without  there ! 

Man.  Convey  this  man  to  the  Shreckhorn — to  its  peak — 
To  its  extremestpeak — watch  vrith  him  there 
From  now  till  sunrise  :  let  him  gaze,  and  know 
He  ne'er  again  will  be  so  near  to  heaven. 
But  harm  him  not ;  and,  when  the  morrow  breaks. 
Set  him  down  safe  in  his  cell— away  with  him ! 

Ash.  Had  I  not  better  bring  his  brethren  too. 
Convent  and  all,  to  bear  him  company? 

Man.  No,  this  will  serve  for  the  present.    Take  him  up. 

Ash.  Come,  friar  !  now  an  exorcism  or  two. 
And  we  shall  fly  the  lighter. 

AsHTAEOTH  disappears  v-xth  the  Abbot,  sinQing  as  foUotcs  •.- 

A  prodigal  son,  and  a  maid  undone. 
And  a  widow  re-wedded  within  the  year ; 

And  a  worldly  monk,  and  a  pregnant  nun, 
Are  things'which  every  day  appear. 

Maxfred  alone. 

Man.  "Why  would  this  fool  break  in  on  me,  and  force 
My  art  to  pranks  fantastical  ? — no  matter 


*  "Raven-stone  (Rabenstein"),  a  translation  of  the  German  word  for  the 
pibbet,  which  in  Germany  and  Switzerland  is  permanent,  and  made  of 
atone." 
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It  was  not  of  iny  seeking.    My  lieart  sickens, 
And  weighs  a  fix'd  foreboding  on  my  soul : 
But  it  is  calm — calm  as  a  sullen  sea 
After  tlie  hurricane  ;  the  winds  are  still, 
But  the  cold  waves  swell  high  and  heavily, 
And  there  is  danger  in  them.     Such  a  rest 
Is  no  repose.     My  life  hath  been  a  combat. 
And  every  thought  a  wound,  till  I  am  scarr'd 
In  the  immortal  part  of  me. — What  now?  "] 


23.— Page  33,  line  24. 

Man.  When  Home's  sixth  emperor  icas  near  his  last, 

[Otho,  being  defeated  in  a  general  engagement  near  Brixelhira, 
stabbed  himself.  Plutarch  says,  that,  though  he  lived  full  as  badly  as 
Nero,  his  last  moments  were  those  of  a  philosopher,  and  Martial  has 
this  couplet: — 

"  Sit  Cato,  dum  vivit,  sane  vel  Csesare  major, 
Dum  moritur,  numquid  major  Othone  fuit?  "] 


24.— Page  33,  line  26. 
To  shun  the  torments  of  a  public  death 

["  TO  shun  I  -'  ;S- :™Jfr  }P"™«  aeaa,"-MS.] 

25.— Page  35,  line  34. 

0/  undiseased  mankind,  the  giant  sons 

"  And  it  came  to  pass,  that  the  Sons  of  God  saw  the  daughters  of  men, 
that  they  were  fair,"  &e. — "  There  were  giants  in  the  earth  in  those 
days ;  and  also  after  that,  when  the  Sons  of  God  came  in  unto  the 
daughters  of  men,  and  they  bare  children  to'  them,  the  same  became 
mighty  men  which  were  of  old,  men  of  renown." — Genesis,  eh.  vi. 
verses  2  and  4. 

26.— Page  36,  line  24. 

Of  a  more  fatal  nature.    He  is  gone : 

["  Pray,  was  Manfred's  speech  to  the  Sun  still  retained  in  act  third  ? 
I  hope  so:  it  was  one  of  the  best  in  the  thing,  and  better  than  the 
Coliseum."— i'i//-07t  Lttters,  1817.] 

27.— Page  37,  line  23. 

Some  strange  things  in  them,  nerman. 

["  Some  strange  things  la  these  few  years."— MS.] 
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28.— Page  37.  line  41. 

The  lady  Aatarte,  his 

[The  remainder  of  the  Act  in  its  original  shape,  ran  thus  :  — 

Her.  Look— look— the  toTver— 

The  tower's  on  fire.    Oh,  heavens  and  earth !  what  sound, 
What  dreadful  sound  is  that?  \_A  crash  like  thunder. 

Manufl.  Help,  help,  there  !— to  the  rescue  of  the  Count, — 
The  Count 's  in  danger,— what  ho !  there  !  approach  ! 

{The  Servants,  Vassals,  and  Feusantry  approach,  stupijied 
with  terror. 
If  there  be  any  of  vou  who  have  heart 
And  love  of  human  kind,  and  will  to  aid 
Those  in  distress— pause  not — hut  follow  me — 
The  portal 's  open,  follow.  [Manuel  goes  in. 

Her.  Come— who  follows  ? 

"What,  none  of  ye? — ye  recreants!  shiver  then 
"Without.     I  will  not  see  old  Manuel  risk 
His  few  remaining  years  unaided.  [Hekjiax  yocs  in. 

Vassal.  Hark  !— 

No— all  is  silent — not  a  breath — the  flame 
"Which  shot  forth  such  a  blaze  is  also  gone : 
"What  may  this  mean  ?    Let 's  enter ! 

Feasant.  Faith,  not  I,— 

Not  that,  if  one,  or  two,  or  more,  will  join, 
I  then  will  stay  behind  ;  but,  for  my  part, 
I  do  not  see  precisely  to  what  end. 

Vassal.  Cease  your  vain  prating— come. 

Manuel  {speaking  icithin).  'T  is  all  in  vain— 

He 's  dead. 

Her.  (irithin).  Not  so— even  now  methought  he  moved ; 
But  it  is  dark — so  bear  him  gently  out — 
Softly — how  cold  he  is  I  take  care  of  his  temples 
In  winding  down  the  staircase. 

Re-enter  Maxuel  and  Heemax,  hearing  Maxfred  in  their  Arms. 

Manuel.  Hie  to  the  castle,  some  of  ye.  and  bring 
What  aid  you  can.     Saddle  the  barb,  and  speed 
For  the  leech  to  the  city — quick  J  some  water  there ! 
Her.  His  cheek  is  black — but  there  is  a  faint  beat 
till  lingering  about  the  heart.    Some  M-ater. 

[They  sprinkle   Makfred    iciih  water:    after  a  pause, 
he  gives  some  signs  of  life. 
Manuel.  He  seems  to  strive  to  speak — come— cheerly,  Count! 
He  moves  his  lips— canst  hear  him  ?     I  am  old, 
And  cannot  catch  faint  sounds. 

[Hermax  inclining  his  head  and  listening. 
Her.  I  hear  a  word 

Or  two — but  indistinctly — what  is  next  ? 
What 's  to  be  done  ?  let 's  bear  him  to  the  castle. 

[Maxfred  nwtiom  with  his  hand  not  to  remove  him. 
Manuel.  He  disapproves— and  't  were  of  no  avail- 
lie  changes  rapidly. 

E  2 


52  KOTES  TO  MANFRED. 

Her.  'T  will  soon  be  over. 

^lar.iieh  Oh !  wliat  a  death  is  this  !  that  I  should  live 
To  shake  my  gray  hairs  over  the  last  chief 
Of  the  house  of  Sigismund. — And  such  a  death! 
Alone — we  know  not  how — unslmved — initended — 
With  strange  accompaniments  and  fearful  signs — 
I  shudder  at  the  sight— but  must  not  leave  him. 

Man/ltd  {speaking  faintJij  and  slowhj).  Old  man !  'tis  not  SO  difficult 
to  die. 

[Manfred,  having  said  this,  expires. 

Her.  His  eyes  are  fixed  and  lifeless. — He  is  gone, — 

Manuel.  Close  them. — My  old  baud  quivers.— He  departs — 
Whither?    I  dread  to  think— but  he  is  gone  !] 

29.— Page  38. 

Scene  IV. 

[•'  The  opening  of  this  scene  is,  perhaps,  the  finestpassage  in  the  drama ; 
and  its  solemn,  calm,  and  majestic  character  throws  an  air  of  grandeur 
over  the  catastrophe,  which  was  in  danger  of  appearing  extravagant." — 
"Wilson.] 

30.— Page  38,  line  31. 

I  stood  tcithin  the  Coliseinii's  icall, 

["  Drove  at  midnight  to  see  the  Coliseum  by  moonlight :  but  what  can 
I  say  of  the  Coliseum?  It  must  be  sf-e;; ;  to  describe  it  I  should  have 
thought  impossible,  if  I  had  not  read  '  Manfred.'  Byron's  description  is 
the  very  thing  itself." — Matthews's  Diai-y  of  an  Invalid.'] 

31.— Page  42,  line  13. 

And  its  own  place  and  time:   its  innate  sense, 

["  The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  heaven  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heaven." — Milton.] 

32.— Page  42,  line  33. 

Man.  Old  man.'  't  is  not  so  difficult  to  die. 

[In  the  first  edition,  this  line  vras  accidentally  left  out.  On  discovering 
the  omission,  Lord  Byron  Avrote  to  IMr.  Murray—"  You  have  destroyed 
the  whole  effect  and  moral  of  the  poem,  by  omitting  the  last  line  of 
Manfred's  speaking."] 

33.— Page  42,  line  35. 
Whither?  I  dread  to  think— but  he  is  gone. 
[''  Enclosed,"  wrote  Lord  Byron  to  his  publisher,  in  Juno,  1820,  "  is 
something  which  will  intei-est  you;  to  wit,  the  opinion  of  the  greatest 
man  in  Germany — perhaps  in  Europe — upon  one  of  the  great  men  of 
your  advertisements  (all  '  famous  hands,'  as  Jacob  Tonson  used  to  say 
of  his  ragamuffins) — in  short,  a  critique  of  Goethe"s  upon  Man/red.  There 
is  the  original,  an  English  translation,  and  an  Italian  one :  keep  them 
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all  in  your  archives ;  for  the  opinions  of  such  a  man  as  Goethe,  whether 
favourable  or  not,  are  always  interesting — and  this  is  more  so,  as 
favourable.  Uis  Faust  I  never  read,  for  I  don"t  know  German ;  but 
^Matthew  Monk  Lewis,  in  1816,  at  Coligny,  translated  most  of  it  to  me 
vim  voce,  and  I  was  naturally  much  struck  with  it:  but  it  was  the 
Steinbach  and  the  Jungtrau,  and  something  else,  much  more  than  Fanstus, 
that  made  me  write  Manfred.  The  first  scene,  however,  and  that  of 
Faustus  are  veiy  similar.'' 

The  critique  wliich  accompanied  the  letter  was  an  extract  from 
Goethe's  Kioist  unci  AUherlhum  {i.  e.  Art  and  Antiquity) : — "  Byron's  tra- 
gedy, '  Manfred,'  was  to  me  a  wonderful  phenomenon,  and  one  that  closely 
touched  me.  This  singularly  intellectual  poet  has  taken  my  Faustus  to 
himself,  and  extracted  from  it  the  strongest  nourishment  for  his  hypo- 
chondriac humour.  He  has  made  use  of  the  impelling  principles  in  his 
own  way,  for  his  own  purposes,  so  that  no  one  of  them  remains  the  same  ; 
and  it  is  particularly  on  this  account  that  I  cannot  enough  admire  his 
genius.  The  whole  is  in  this  way  so  completely  formed  anew,  that  it 
would  be  an  interesting  task  for  the  critic  to  point  out,  not  only  the 
alterations  he  has  made,  but  their  degree  of  resemblance  with,  or  dis- 
similarity to,  the  original :  in  the  course  of  which  I  cannot  deny,  that 
the  gloomy  heat  of  an  unbounded  and  exuberant  despair  becomes  at  last 
oppressive  to  us.  Yet  is  the  dissatisfaction  we  feel  always  connected 
with  esteem  and  admiration.  "We  find  thus,  in  this  tragedy,  the  quin- 
tessence of  the  most  astonishing  talent  bom  to  be  its  own  tonnentor. 
The  charaeter  of  Lord  Byron's  life  and  poetry  hardly  permits  a  just  and 
equitable  appreciation.  He  has  often  enough  confessed  what  it  is  that 
tomients  him.  He  has  repeatedly  portrayed  it ;  and  scarcely  any  one 
feels  compassion  for  this  intolerable  suffering,  over  which  he  is  ever 
laboriously  ruminating.  There  are,  properly  speaking,  two  females 
whose  phantoms  for  ever  haunt  him,  and  which,  in  this  piece  also, 
perform  principal  parts— one  imder  the  name  of  Astarte,  the  other  with- 
out form  or  actual  presence,  and  merely  a  voice.  Of  the  honid  occur- 
rence which  took  place  with  the  former,  the  following  is  related  :— 
When  a  bold  and  entei-prising  young  man,  he  won  the  afi'ections  of  a 
Florentine  lady.*  Her  hitsband  discovered  the  amour,  and  murdered 
his  wife ;  but  the  murderer  was  the  same  night  found  dead  in  the  street, 
and  there  was  no  one  on  whom  any  suspicion  coitld  be  attached.  Lord 
Byron  removed  from  Florence,  and  these  spirits  haunted  him  all  his  life 
after.  This  romantic  incident  is  rendered  highly  probable  by  innumerable 
allusions  to  it  in  his  poems.  As,  for  instance,  when  turning  his  sad 
contemplations  inwards,  he  applies  to  himself  the  fatal  history  of  the 
king  of  Sparta.  It  is  as  follows : — Pausanias,  a  Lacedtemonian  general, 
acquires  gloiy  by  the  important  victory  at  Platsea,  but  aftei-wards  forfeits 
the  confidence  of  his  countrymen  through  his  arrogance,  obstinacy,  and 
secret  intrigues  with  the  enemies  of  his  country.  This  man  draws  upon 
himself  the  heavy  giiilt  of  innocent  blood,  which  attends  him  to  his  end ; 
for,  while  commanding  the  fleet  of  the  allied  Greeks,  in  the  Black  Sea, 


*  ["  The  grave  confidence  with  which  the  venerable  critic  traces  the 
fancies  of  his  brother  poet  to  real  persons  and  events,  making  no  difficulty 
even  of  a  double  murder  at  Florence  to  fiiraish  grounds  for  his  theoiy, 
affords  an  amusing  instance  of  the  disposition  so  prevalent  throughout 
Europe,  to  picture  Byron  as  a  man  of  marvels  and  mysteries,  as  well  in 
his  life  as  his  poetry." — Moore.] 
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he  is  inflamed  with  a  violent  passion  for  a  Byzantine  maiden.  After 
long  resistance,  he  at  length  obtains  her  from  her  parents,  and  she  is  to 
be  delivered  up  to  him  at  night.  She  modestly  desires  the  servant  to 
put  out  the  lamp,  and,  -while  groping  her  way  in  the  dark,  she  overturns 
it.  Pausanias  is  awakened  from  his  sleep— apprehensive  of  an  attack 
from  murderers,  he  seizes  his  sword,  and  destroys  his  mistress.  The 
liorrid  sight  never  leaves  him.  Her  shade  pursues  him  unceasingly, 
pnd  he  implores  for  aid  in  vain  from  the  gods  and  the  exorcising  priests. 
That  poet  must  have  a  lacerated  heart  who  selects  such  a  scene  from 
antiquity,  appropriates  it  to  himself,  and  burdens  his  tragic  image  with 
it.  The  following  soliloquy  ('  We  are  the  fools  of  time  and  terror,' 
act  ii.,  sc.  2),  which  is  ovei'laden  with  gloom  and  a  weariness  of  life,  is 
by  this  remark,  rendered  intelligible.  We  recommend  it  as  an  exercise 
to  all  friends  of  declamation.  Ilamlefs  soliloquy  appears  improved 
upon  here."] 


MAIII]N^0  FALIEEO, 

DOGE  OF  VLNICE: 

AN    HISTORICAL   TRAGEDY, 
IN  FITE  ACTS.* 


"Dux  inqnieti  torbidus  Adrise." — Hoeacb, 


*  [On  the  original  MS.  sent  from  Ravenna,  Lord  Byron  has  ^litten : — 
"Begun  April  4th,  13-20— completed  July  IRth,  ISCO— finished  copying  August 
16th-17th,  1820;  the  which  copying  makes  ten  times  the  toil  of  composing, 
considering  the  -weather— thermometer  99  in  the  shade— and  my  domestic 
duties."] 
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The  conspiracy  of  the  Doge  Marino  Faliero  is  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  events  in  the  annals  of  the  most  singular 
government,  city,  and  people  of  modern  history.  It  occurred 
in  the  year  1355.  Eveiy  thing  about  Venice  is,  or  was, 
extraordinary — her  aspect  is  like  a  dream,  and  her  histoiy 
is  like  a  romance.  The  stoiy  of  this  Doge  is  to  be  found  in 
all  her  Chronicles,  and  particularly  detailed  in  the  '■'  Lives 
of  the  Doges,"  by  Marin  Sanuto,  which  is  given  in  the 
Appendix.  It  is  simply  and  clearly  related,  and  is  perhaps 
more  dramatic  in  itself  than  any  scenes  which  can  be  founded 
upon  the  subject, 

Marino  Faliero  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of  talents  and 
of  courage.  I  find  him  commander-in-chief  of  the  land  forces 
at  the  siege  of  Zara,  where  he  beat  the  King  of  Hungaiy  and 
his  army  of  eighty  thousand  men,  killing  eight  thousand 
men,  and  keeping  the  besieged  at  the  same  time  in  check ; 
an  exploit  to  which  I  know  none  similar  in  history,  except 
that  of  Caesar  at  Alesia,  and  of  Prince  Eugene  at  Belgrade. 
He  was  afterwards  commander  of  the  fleet  in  the  same  war 
He  took  Capo  d'Isti'ia.  He  was  ambassador  at  Genoa  and 
Eome, — at  which  last  he  received  the  news  of  his  election 
to  the  dukedom ;  his  absence  being  a  proof  that  he  sought 
it  by  no  intrigue,  since  he  was  apprised  of  his  predecessor's 
death  and  his  own  succession  at  the  same  moment.    But  he 
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appeal's  to  have  been  of  an  ungovernable  temper.  A  story 
is  told  by  Sanuto,  of  his  having,  many  years  before,  when 
i:>oclesta  and  captain  at  Treviso,  boxed  the  ears  of  the  bishop, 
who  was  somewhat  tardy  in  bringing  the  Host,  For  this, 
honest  Sanuto  "  saddles  him  with  a  judgment,"  as  Thwackum 
did  Square ;  but  he  does  not  tell  us  whether  he  was  punished 
or  rebuked  by  the  Senate  for  this  outrage  at  the  time  of  its 
commission.  He  seems,  indeed,  to  have  been  afterwards  at 
peace  with  the  church,  for  we  find  him  ambassador  at  Rome, 
and  invested  w4th  the  fief  of  Val  di  Marino,  in  the  march  of 
Treviso,  and  with  the  title  of  count,  by  Lorenzo  Count-bishop 
of  Ceneda.  For  these  facts  my  authorities  are  Sanuto,  Vettor 
Sandi,  Andrea  Xavagero,  and  the  account  of  the  siege  of 
Zara,  first  published  by  the  indefeitigable  Abate  Morelli,  in 
his  "Monument!  Veneziani  di  vai'ia  Letteratui'a,"  printed  in 
1796,  all  of  which  I  have  looked  over  in  the  original  language. 
The  modems,  Daru,  Sismondi,  and  Laugier,  nearly  agree 
with  the  ancient  chroniclers.  Sismondi  attributes  the  con- 
spiracy to  his  jealousy  ;  but  I  find  this  nowhere  asserted  by 
the  national  historians.      Vettor  Sandi,  indeed,  says,  that 

"  Alti-i  scrissero  che dalla  gelosa  su.spizion  di  esse 

Doge  siasi  fatto  (Michel  Steno)  staccar  conviolenza,"  &c.  &c.; 
but  this  appears  to  have  been  by  no  means  the  general 
opinion,  nor  is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto,  or  by  Xavagero  : 
and  Sandi  himself  adds,  a  moment  aftei',  that  "  per  altre 
Veneziane  memorie  traspiri,  che  non  il  solo  desiderio  di 
vendetta  lo  dispose  alia  congiura  ma  anche  la  innata  abituale 
ambizion  sua,  joer  cui  anelava  a  farsi  principe  indej)endente." 
The  first  motive  appears  to  have  been  excited  by  the  gross 
affront  of  the  words  A\Titten  by  Michel  Steno  on  the  ducal 
chair,  and  by  the  light  and  inadequate  sentence  of  the  Forty 
on  the  offender,  w'ho  was  one  of  their  "  tre  Capi."  The 
attentions  of  Steno  himself  appear  to  have  been  directed 
towards  one  of  her  damsels,  and  not  to  the  ''  Dogaressa  " 
herself,  against  whose  fame  not  the  slightest  insinuation 
appears,  while  ghe  is  praised  for  her  beauty,  and  remarked 
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for  her  youth.  Neither  do  I  find  it  asserted  (unless  the 
hint  of  Sandi  be  an  assertion),  that  the  Doge  was  actuated 
by  jealousy  of  his  wife  ;  but  rather  by  respect  for  her,  and 
for  his  own  honour,  wan-anted  by  his  past  services  and 
present  dignity. 

I  know  not  that  the  historical  facts  are  alluded  to  in 
English,  unless  by  Dr.  Moore  in  his  View  of  Italy.  His 
accovmt  is  false  and  flippant,  ftdl  of  st^le  jests  about  old  men 
and  young  wives,  and  wondering  at  so  gi-eat  an  effect  from 
so  slight  a  cause.  How  so  acute  and  severe  an  observer  of 
mankind  as  the  author  of  Zeluco  could  wonder  at  this  is 
inconceivable.  He  knew  that  a  basin  of  water  spilt  on 
Mi's.  Masham's  gown  deprived  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  of 
his  command,  and  led  to  the  inglorious  peace  of  Utrecht — ■ 
that  Louis  XIY.  was  plunged  into  the  most  desolating  wars, 
because  his  minister  was  nettled  at  his  finding  fault  with  a 
window,  and  wished  to  give  him  another  occupation — that 
Helen  lost  Troy — that  Lucretia  expelled  the  Tarquins  from 
Rome— and  that  Cava  brought  the  Moors  to  Spain — that  an 
insulted  husband  led  the  Gauls  to  Clusium,  and  thence  to 
Rome — tliat  a  single  vei"se  of  Frederick  II.  of  Prussia  on  the 
Abbe  de  Bernis,  and  a  jest  on  Madame  de  Pompadour,  led 
to  the  battle  of  Rosbach — that  the  elopement  of  Dearbhorgil 
with  Mac  Murchad  conducted  the  Enghsh  to  the  slavery  of 
Ireland — that  a  personal  pique  between  Maria  Antoinette 
and  the  Duke  of  Orleans  precipitated  the  first  expulsion  of 
the  Bourbons — and,  not  to  midtiply  instances,  that  Commo- 
dus,  Domitian,  and  Caligula  fell  victims  not  to  their  public 
tyranny,  but  to  private  vengeance — and  that  an  order  to 
make  Cromwell  disembark  from  the  ship  in  which  he  would 
have  sailed  to  America  destroyed  both  King  and  Common- 
wealth. After  these  instances,  on  the  least  reflection,  it  is 
indeed  extraordinary  in  Dr.  Moore  to  seem  siu'prised  that  a 
man  u^ed  to  command,  who  had  served  and  swayed  in  the 
most  important  offices,  should  fiercely  resent,  in  a  fierce  age, 
an  impunished  affront,  the  gi'ossest  that  can  be  ofibred  to  a 
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man,  be  he  priuce  or  peasant.     The  age  of  Fivliero  is  little  to 
the  purpose,  unless  to  favour  it — 

"  The  young  man's  -vrrath  is  like  straw  on  fire, 
But  like  red  hot  steel  is  the  old  man's  ire." 

"  Young  men  soon  ,e;ive  and  soon  forget  affronts, 
Old  age  is  slow  at  !)otli." 

Laugier's  reflections  are  more  philosophical : — "  Tale  fu  il 
fine  ignomiuioso  di  un'  iiomo,  che  la  sua  nascith,  la  sua  eth, 
11  suo  carattere  dovevano  tener  lontano  dalle  passioni  pro- 
duttrici  di  gi-andi  delitti.  I  suoi  talenti  per  lungo  tempo 
esercitati  ne'  maggiori  impieghi,  la  sua  capacita  sperimentata 
ne'  governi  e  nelle  ambasciate,  gli  avevano  acquistato  la  stima 
e  la  fiducia  de'  cittadini,  ed  ayevano  uniti  i  suffragj  per  collo- 
carlo  alia  testa  della  rcpublica.  Innalzato  ad  un  grado  che 
terminava  gloriosamente  la  sua  vita,  il  risentimento  di  un' 
ingiuria  leggiera  iusinuo  nel  suo  cuore  tal  veleuo  che  basto 
a  corrompere  le  antiche  sue  qualith,  e  a  condurlo  al  termiuo 
dei  scellei'ati;  serio  esempio,  che  prova  non  esservi  eta,  in  cm 
la  prudenza  umana  sla  sicura,  e  che  nelV  uonio  restano  sempre 
passioni  capaci  a  disonorarlo,  quando  non  invir/ili  sopira  ^e 
stesso"* 

Where  did  Dr.  Moore  find  that  Marino  Faliero  begged  his 
life  ?  I  have  searched  the  chroniclers,  and  find  nothing  o\ 
the  kind  :  it  is  true  that  he  avowed  all.  He  was  conducted 
to  the  place  of  torture,  but  there  is  no  mention  made  of  any 
application  for  mercy  on  his  part ;  and  the  very  circumstance 
of  their  having  taken  him  to  the  rack  seems  to  ai'gue  any 
thing  but  his  having  sho\vn  a  want  of  firmness,  which  would 
doubtless  have  been  also  mentioned  by  those  minute  histo- 
rians, who  by  no  means  favour  him :  such,  indeed,  would  be 
contrary  to  his  character  as  a  soldier,  to  the  age  in  which  he 
lived,  and  at  which  he  died,  as  it  is  to  the  truth  of  history. 
I  know  no  justification,  at  any  distance  of  time,  for%calum- 
mating  au  historical  character  :  surely  truth  belongs  to  the 

*  Laugier,  Hist,  de  la  Kepub.  de  Ycnise. 
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dead,  and  to  the  unfortunate  :  and  they  who  have  died  upon 
a  scaffold  have  generally  had  faults  enough  of  their  own, 
without  attributing  to  them  that  which  the  very  incuning 
of  the  perils  which  conducted  them  to  then*  ^-iolent  death 
renders,  of  all  others,  the  most  improbable.  The  black  veil 
which  is  painted  over  the  place  of  Marino  Fahero  amongst 
the  Doges,  and  the  Giants'  Staircase  where  he  was  crowned, 
and  discrowned,  and  decapitated,  stinick  forcibly  upon  my 
imagination  ;  as  did  his  fieiy  character  and  strange  story,  I 
went,  in  1819,  in  search  of  his  tomb  more  than  once  to  the 
church  San  Giovanni  e  San  Paolo ;  and,  as  I  was  standing 
before  the  monument  of  another  family,  a  pnest  came  up  to 
me  and  said,  "  I  can  show  you  finer  monuments  than  that." 
I  told  him  that  I  was  in  search  of  that  of  the  Faliero  family, 
and  particularly  of  the  Doge  Marino's.  '•'  Oh,"  said  he,  "  I 
will  show  it  you ; "  and  conducting  me  to  the  outside,  pointed 
out  a  sarcophagus  in  the  wall  with  an  illegible  inscription. 
He  said  that  it  had  been  in  a  convent  adjoining,  but  was 
removed  after  the  French  came,  and  placed  in  its  present 
situation ;  that  he  had  seen  the  tomb  opened  at  its  removal ; 
there  were  still  some  bones  remaining,  but  no  positive  vestige 
of  the  decapitation.  The  equestrian  statue  of  which  I  have 
made  mention  in  the  third  act  as  before  that  church  is  not, 
however,  of  a  Faliero,  but  of  some  other  now  obsolete 
warrior,  although  of  a  later  date.  There  were  two  other 
Doges  of  this  family  prior  to  Marino  ;  Ordelafo,  who  fell  in 
battle  at  Zara,  in  1117  (where  his  descendant  afterwards 
conquered  the  Hims),and  Vital  Faliero,  who  reigned  in  1032. 
The  family,  originally  from  Fano,  was  of  the  most  illustrious 
in  blood  and  wealth  in  the  city  of  once  the  most  wealthy 
and  still  the  most  ancient  families  in  Em'ope.  The  length 
I  have  gone  mto  on  this  subject  will  show  the  interest  I 
have  taken  in  it.  ^Vhether  I  have  succeeded  or  not  in  the 
tragedy,  I  have  at  least  transferred  into  our  language  an 
historical  fact  worthy  of  commemoration. 

It  is  now  four  years  that  I  have  meditated  this  work ;  and 
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before  I  had  sufficiently  examined  the  records,  I  was  rather 
disposed  to  have  made  it  tux-n  on  a  jealousy  in  Faliero.  But, 
perceiving  no  foundation  for  this  in  historical  truth,  and 
av/are  that  jealousy  is  an  exhausted  passion  in  the  drama,  I 
have  given  it  a  more  historical  form.  I  was,  besides,  well 
advised  by  the  late  Matthew  Lewis  on  that  point,  in  talking 
with  him  of  my  intention  at  Venice  in  1817.  ''  If  you  make 
him  jealous/'  said  he,  "recollect  that  you  have  to  contend 
mth  established  writers,  to  say  nothing  of  Shakspeare,  and 
Xn  exhausted  subject : — stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge's  natm-al 
character,  which  Avill  bear  you  out,  if  properly  drawn  ;  and 
make  youi*  plot  as  regular  as  you  can."  Sir  William  Drum- 
mond  gave  me  nearly  the  same  counsel.  How  fai-  I  have 
followed  these  instructions,  or  whether  they  have  availed 
me,  is  not  for  me  to  decide.  I  have  had  no  view  to  the 
stage ;  in  its  present  state  it  is,  perhaps,  not  a  very  exalted 
object  of  ambition ;  besides,  I  have  been  too  much  behind 
the  scenes  to  have  thought  it  so  at  any  time.*  And  I  cannot 
conceive  any  man  of  ii-ritable  feeling  putting  himself  at  the 
mercies  of  an  audience.  The  sneei-ing  reader,  and  the  loud 
ci'itic,  and  the  tart  review,  are  scattered  and  distant 
calamities;  but  the  trampling  of  an  intelligent  or  of  an 
ignorant  audience  on  a  production  which,  be  it  good  or  bad, 
has  been  a  mental  labour  to  the  wi'iter,  is  a  jjalpable  and 
immediate  grievance,  heightened  by  a  man's  doubt  of  theii* 
competency  to  judge,  and  his  certainty  of  his  own  impra- 
dence  in  electing  them  his  judges.  Were  I  capable  of  writing 
a  play  which  could  be  deemed  stage-worthy,  success  wovild 
give  me  no  pleasure,  and  failure  gi-eat  pain.  It  is  for  this 
reason  that,  even  during  the  time  of  being  one  of  the  com- 
mittee of  one  of  the  theatres,  I  never  made  the  attempt,  and 
never  ^vill.  But  surely  there  is  dramatic  power  somewhere, 
where  Joanna  Baillie,  and  ]\Iilman,  and  John  Wilson  exist. 
The  "  City  of  the  Plague  "  and  the  "  Fall  of  Jerusalem  "  are 

*  [••  It  is  like  being  at  the  whole  process  of  a  womau's  toilet— it 
disenchants." — MS.] 
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full  of  the  best  "  matirkl  "  for  tragedy  that  has  been  seen  suice 
Horace  Walpole,  except  passages  of  Ethwald  and  De  Mont- 
fort.  It  is  the  fashion  to  underrate  Horace  "Waipole ;  firstly, 
because  he  was  a  nobleman,  and  secondly,  because  he  m  as  a 
gentleman;  but,  to  say  nothing  of  the  composition  of  his 
incomparable  letters,  and  of  the  *'  Castle  of  Otranto,"  he  is 
the  "  Ultimus  Romanorum,"  the  author  of  the  "  Mysterious 
Mother,"  a  tragedy  of  the  highest  order,  and  not  a  puling 
love-play.  He  is  the  father  of  the  first  romance  and  of  the 
last  tragedy  in  our  language,  and  surely  worthy  of  a  higher 
place  than  any  living  writer,  be  he  who  he  may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  "  Marino  Faliero,"  I  forgot  to 
mention,  that  the  desire  of  preserving,  though  still  too 
remote,  a  nearer  approach  to  imity  than  the  irregularityj 
which  is  the  reproach  of  the  English  theatrical  compositions, 
permits,  has  induced  me  to  represent  the  conspiracy  as 
ali-eady  formed,  and  the  Doge  acceding  to  it ;  whereas,  in 
fact,  it  was  of  his  own  preparation  and  that  of  Israel 
Bertuccio.*  The  other  characters  (except  that  of  the 
Duchess),  incidents,  and  almost  the  time,  which  was  wonder- 
fully short  for  such  a  design  in  real  life,  are  strictly  historical, 
except  that  all  the  consultations  took  place  in  the  palace. 
Had  I  followed  this,  the  unity  would  have  been  better  pre- 
served ;  but  I  wished  to  produce  the  Doge  in  the  full  assembly 
of  the  conspii-ators,  instead  of  monotonously  placing  him 
always  in  dialogue  with  the  same  individuals.  For  the  real 
facts,  I  refer  to  the  Appendixf 

*  ["  "We  cannot  conceive  a  greater  instance  of  the  efficacy  of  system 
to  blind  the  most  acute  perception,  than  the  fact  that  Lord  Byron,  in 
works  exclusively  intended  for  the  closet,  has  piqued  himself  on  the 
obsei-^-ance  of  rules,  which  are  evidently  off  the  stage,  a  matter  of  perfect 
indifference.  The  only  object  of  adhering  to  the  unities  is  to  preserve 
the  illusion  of  the  scene.  To  the  reader  they  are  obviously  useless." — 
Heber.] 

f  [Lord  Byron  originally  designed  to  inscribe  this  tragedy  to  his 
friend,  Mr.  Douglas  Kinnaird;  but  the  dedication  he  drew  up  remained 
in  MS.  tm  after  the  poet's  death. 

"To  THE  HOXOUEABLE  DOUGLAS  KlXXAIRD. 

"  My  dear  Douglas, 
"  I  dedicate  to  you  the  following  tragedy,  rather  oa  account  of  your 
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good  opinion  of  it,  than  from  any  notion  of  my  o\7n  that  it  may  be  Tvorthy 
of  youi-  acceptance.  But  if  its  merits  -vvere  ten  times  greater  than  they 
possibly  can  be,  this  offering  would  still  be  a  very  inadequate  acknoAV- 
ledgmcnt  of  the  active  and  steady  friendship  -(vith  ■which,  for  a  series  of 
years,  yon  have  honoured  your  obliged  and  aliectionate  friend, 

"BYRON." 

At  another  moment,  the  Poet  resolved  to  dedicate  the  tragedy  to 
Goethe,  whose  praises  of  "  ^lanfred  "  had  highly  delighted  him  ;  but  the 
second  dedication  shared  the  fate  of  the  first,  and  it  did  not  reach  the 
hands  of  Goethe  till  1S31,  when  it  was  presented  to  him  at  Weimar, 
by  Mr.  MuiTay,  jun.  "  It  is  written,"  says  Moore,  who  printed  it  in  his 
Life  of  Byron,  "  in  the  poet's  most  whimsical  and  mocking  mood ;  and 
the  unmeasured  severity  poured  out  in  it  upon  the  two  favourite  objects 
of  his  wi'ath  and  ridicule,  compels  me  to  deprive  the  reader  of  some  of 
its  most  amusir>g  passages."  There  is  so  much  contemptuous  jeering  of 
"Wordsworth  and  Soutliey  in  Lord  Byron's  Works,  that  Moore  need  not 
have  feared  lest  this  last  straw  should  break  the  camels'  backs.  The 
MS.  has  since  been  unfortunately  lost,  and  the  suppressed  paragraphs 
can  never,  probably,  be  restored. 

"  To  Barox  Goethe,  «S:c.,  &c.,  &c. 

"  Sir, 

"  In  the  Appendix  to  an  English  work  lately  translated  into  German 
and  published  at  Leipsic,  a  judgment  of  yours  upon  English  poetry  is 
quoted  as  follows :  '  That  in  English  poetry,  great  genius,  universal 
power,  a  feeling  of  profundity,  with  sufficient  tenderness  and  force,  are 
to  be  found;  but  that  altotjether  these  do  not  constitute  poets,'  &c.,  &c. 

"  1  regret  to  see  a  great  man  falling  into  a  great  mistake.  This  opinion 
of  yours  only  proves,  that  the  ^Dictionary  often  thousand  living  English 
^«//iors '  has  not  been  translated  into  Gerinan.  You  will  have  read,  in 
your  friend  Schlegel's  version,  the  dialogue  in  '  Macbeth' — 

'  There  are  ten  thousand  J 
Macbeth.      G^ees*',  villain  ? 
Anstcer.  Authors,  sir.' 

Now,  of  these  '  ten  thousand  authors,'  there  are  actually  nineteen 
hundred  and  eighty-seven  poets,  all  alive  at  this  moment,  whatever  their 
works  may  be,  as  their  booksellers  well  know :  and  amongst  these  there 
are  several  who  possess  a  far  greater  reputation  than  mine,  although 
considerably  less  than  yours.  It  is  owing  to  this  neglect  on  the  i)art  of 
your  German  translatoi's  that  you  are  not  aware  of  the  works  of  * 

******* 

"  There  is  also  another,  named  «  *  *  * 

"  I  mention  these  poets  by  way  of  sample  to  enlighten  yon.  They  form 
hut  two  bricks  of  our  Babel  (Wixdsou  bricks,  by  the  way),  but  may 
serve  for  a  specimen  of  the  building. 

"  It  is,  moreover,  asserted  that  '  the  predominant  character  of  the 
whole  body  of  the  present  English  poetry  is  a  disgust  and  contempt  for 
life.'  But  I  rather  suspect  that,  by  one  single  work  of  prose,  you  your- 
self have  excited  a  greater  contempt  for  life,  than  all  the  English 
volumes  of  poesy  that  ever  were  written.  Jladame  de  Stael  says,  that 
*  Werther  has  occasioned  more  suicides  than  the  most  beautiful  woman ; ' 
and  I  really  believe  that  he  has  put  more  individuals  out  of  this  world 
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tliau  Napoleon  himself,— except  in  the  way  of  his  profession.  Perhaps, 
illustrious  Sir,  the  acrimonious  judgmeut  passed  by  a  celebrated  northern 
j(.urual  upon  you  in  particular,  and  the  Germans  in  general,  has  rather 
indisposed  jou  towards  English  poetry  as  well  as  criticism.  But  you 
must  not  regard  our  critics,  who  are  at  bottom  good-natured  fellows, 
considering  their  two  professions, — taking  up  the  law  in  court,  and  laying 
it  down  out  of  it.  No  one  can  more  lament  their  hasty  and  unfair 
judgment,  in  your  particular,  than  I  do;  and  I  so  expressed  myself  to 
your  friend  Schlegel,  in  1816,  at  Coppet. 

"  In  behalf  of  my  '  ten  thousand '  living  brethren,  and  of  myself,  I  have 
thus  far  taken  notice  of  an  opinion  expressed  witli  regard  to  '  English 
poetry '  in  general,  and  which  merited  notice,  because  it  was  youbs. 

•'My  principal  object  in  addressing  you  was  to  testify'  my  sincere 
respect  and  admiration  of  a  man,  who,  for  half  a  century,  has  led  the 
literature  of  a  great  nation,  and  will  go  down  to  posterity  as  the  first 
literary  character  of  his  age. 

"  You  have  been  fortunate.  Sir,  not  only  in  the  writings  which  have 
illustrated  your  name,  but  in  the  name  itself,  as  being  sufficiently 
musical  for  the  articulation  of  posterity.  In  this  you  have  the  advantage 
of  some  of  your  countrymen,  whose  names  would  perhaps  be  immortal 
also — if  any  body  could  pronounce  them. 

'"  It  may,  perhaps,  be  supposed,  by  this  apparent  tone  of  levity,  that  I 
am  wanting  in  intentional  respect  towards  you;  but  this  will  be  a 
mistake  :  I  am  always  flippant  in  prose.  Considering  you,  as  I  really 
and  warmly  do,  in  common  with  all  your  own,  and  with  most  other 
nations,  to  be  by  far  the  first  literary  character  which  has  existed  in 
Europe  since  the'  death  of  Voltaire,  I  felt,  and  feel,  desirous  to  inscribe  to 
you  the  following  work,— ho^  as  being  either  a  tragedy  or  a.  poem,  (for  I 
cannot  pronomice  upon  its  pretensions  to  be  either  one  or  the  other,  or 
both,  or  neither,)  but  as  a  mark  of  esteem  and  admiration  from  a 
foreigner  to  the  man  who  has  been  hailed  in  Germany  'the  geeat 
Goethe.'  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Avith  the  truest  respect,  your  most 
obedient  and  verv  humble  servant, 

"  Kavenna,  8''«  14°.  1S20.  "  BYKON. 

"P.S.— I  perceive  that  in  Germany,  as  well  as  in  Italy,  there  is  a 
great  struggle  about  what  they  call  '  Classical '  and  '  Romantic,' — terms 
which  were  not  subjects  of  classification  in  England,  at  least  when  I 
left  it  four  or  five  years  ago.  Some  of  the  English  scribblers,  it  is  true, 
abused  Pope  and  Swift,  but  the  reason  was,  that  they  themselves  did 
not  know  how  to  write  either  prose  or  verse ;  but  nobody  thought  them 
worth  making  a  sect  of.  Perhaps  there  may  be  something  of  the  kind 
sprung  up  lately,  but  I  have  not  heard  much  about  it,  and  it  would  be 
such  bad  taste  that  I  shall  be  very  sorry  to  believe  it." 

The  illustrious  Goethe  was  much  gratified  with  this  token  of  Lord 
Byron's  admiration.] 
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In  February,  1817,  Lord  Byron  wrote  to  Mr.  Murray,  from  Venice,  that 
he  intended  to  compose  a  tragedy  on  the  stoiy  of  Marino  Faliero.  He 
related  in  his  letters,  what  he  has  repeated  in  his  preface,  how  profoundly 
ho  was  impressed  by  the  local  monuments  of  the  conspiracy,  and 
remarked  how  much  more  deeply  the  bosom  was  stirred  by  the  asso- 
ciations of  reality  than  by  the  fictitious  Shylock  and  Othello  ot 
Shakspeare.  He  did  nothing  further,  beyond  dreaming  over  the  subject, 
until  the  4th  of  April,  1820,  when  he  commenced  the  composition  at 
Ravenna,  and  carried  it  on  from  day  to  day  till  the  whole  was  completed 
in  the  middle  of  July.  Conspiracies  were  forming  then  in  every 
direction  for  the  liberation  of  Italy,  and  he  himself  was  one  of  the 
conspirators.  It  was  this,  we  may  be  sure,  which  revived  his  interest 
in  the  theme,  and  decided  him  to  fill  up  the  historical  outline,  while 
witnessing  and  experiencing  the  passions  which  plots  produce.  The 
s'lit  of  the  Countess  Guiccioli  for  a  separation  from  her  husband  was 
proceeding,  with  all  its  attendant  bickerings,  at  the  same  time,— so 
that  Lord  Byron  might  well  plead  that  he  had  his  hands  and  his  head 
botli  full,  and  could  never  get  through  a  single  scene  without  inter- 
ruption. In  May,  when  he  was  far  advanced  into  the  second  act,  he 
reported  that  his  poetical  feelings  were  not  encouraging,  and  that  he 
feared  he  had  mined  out  his  talent.  When,  however,  the  play  was 
completed  he  assured  Mr.  Mun-ay  that  "  he  had  put  his  soul  into  it ; "  he 
told  Moore  that  "  it  was  '  so  full  of  pastime  and  prodigality '  that  he 
thought  it  would  do,"  and  on  another  occasion  he  placed  it,  in  merit,  upon 
an  equality  with  "  Manfred."  The  public,  and  most  of  his  critics,  ranked 
it  greatlj-  lower.  They  objected  to  the  entire  frame-work  of  the  play, 
which  was,  they  alleged,  an  inferior  version  of  "  Venice  Preserved," — 
the  incidents,  though  authentic,  improbable,  and  the  resentment  of  the 
Doge  too  unreasonable  for  sympathy.  Lord  Byron  had  asserted 
directly  the  reverse,  aflii-ming  that  the  story  was  different  from  Otway's, 
and  vastly  finer,  aiid  that  nothing  could  be  more  dramatic  than  a  head 
of  the  state  conspiring  against  the  members  for  their  inadequate  redress 
of  a  galling  insult.  In  the  execution,  the  critics  confessed  that  there 
were  numerous  traces  of  the  master's  hand,  yet  not  sufficient  to  prevent 
the  play  from  dragging  heavily  on.  Admitting  the  justice  of  some  of 
their  remarks,  we  cannot  agree  that  the  faults  so  predominate  over  the 
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excellence  as  to  destroy  the  po-wer  of  the  piece.  No  overwhelming 
emotion  is  awakened,  but  it  takes  that  tenacious,  if  less  convulsive,  hold 
of  the  mind  which  grows  from  the  intellectual  interest  of  the  sentiments. 
A  quicker  movement  should  have  been  imparted  to  the  protracted 
dialogue;  nor  can  we  discover  any  force  in  Lord  Byron's  defence  of 
the  Doge's  repetitions — that,  seeing  new  people,  he  must  necessarily 
recur  to  his  all-engrossing  passion — for  the  audience,  who  alone  are 
really  addressed,  remain  the  same.  Ugo  Foscolo  warmly  commended 
the  drama,  both  for  its  severity  of  structure,  and  its  fidelity  to  Venetian 
history  and  manners ;  Mr.  Ginbi-d  delighted  the  poet  by  pronouncing  the 
unadorned  language  to  be  '•  English — ijennine  English,"  and  a  third 
authority  declared  that  no  such  Tragedy  had  appeared  since  the  day 
when  another  Venetian  conspiracy  Inspired  Otway  with  his  master- 
piece. The  worst  defect  is  the  incessant  disregard  of  hannony  in  the 
verse.  Jeffrey  printed  an  entire  speech  in  prose,  and  it  is  not  a  whit 
more  metrical  than  prose  in  general.  To  preserve  the  slightest  approach 
to  melody  many  lines  must  be  read  with  an  emphasis  which  mars  the 
sense,  and  many  more  can  be  rendered  melodious  by  no  emphasis  what- 
soever. The  poet  had  shown  in  "  Manfred"  that  he  wanted  neither  ear 
nor  skiU  for  blank  verse ;  but,  wishing  to  relax  the  sustained  dignity  of 
his  former  march  to  a  more  natural  movement,  he  often  passed  to  the 
opposite  extreme.  Much  of  the  harshness  proceeds  from  his  ending 
lines  with  such  subsidiary  monosyllables  as  the  "to"  of  an  infinitive 
and  the  "  of"  of  a  genitive  case  ;  and  thus  throwing  an  accent  upon 
insignificant  words,  and  separating  them  by  a  pause  from  the  verb  and 
noun  with  which  they  should  be  blended.  The  arrangement  is  too  fre- 
quent, and  too  easily  corrected,  to  have  resulted  from  haste,  and,  however 
disagreeable  to  otlier  ears,  it  must  have  had  a  redeeming  virtue  in  the 
estimation  of  the  poet.  Whatever  are  the  merits,  or  the  reverse,  of  "Marino 
Faliero,"  they  were  intended  solely  for  the  closet.  "It  is  too  long."  said 
Lord  Byron,  "  and  too  regular  for  the  stage,  the  persons  too  few,  and  the 
unity  too  much  observed, — nothing  rtif?o-dramatic,  no  sui-prises,  no  starts, 
nor  trap-doors, — and  no  love,  the  grand  ingredient  of  a  modem  play." 
In  those  days  a  manager  might  act  anything  an  author  published ; 
and,  to  the  disgust  of  the  poet,  his  tragedy  was  brought  out,  early 
in  1821,  at  Druiy  Lane  Theatre,  in  spite  of  his  entreaties  and  threats. 
"As,"  he  said,  "to  Mr.  Elliston's  offers  of  compensation,  what  is  this 
to  the  purpose "?  It  is  like  Louis  XIV.,  vho  insisted  upon  buying,  at  any 
price,  Algernon  Sydney's  horse ;  and,  on  his  refusal,  on  taking  it  by  force, 
Sydney  shot  his  horse.  I  could  not  shoot  my  tragedy,  but  I  would  have 
flung  it  into  the  fire  rather  than  nave  had  it  represented."  A  false 
report  reached  Italy,  that  the  play  had  been  damned,  which  agitated  him 
in  the  extreme.  Though  it  escaped  condemnation,  it  failed  of  success  ; 
and,  to  Lord  Byron's  delight,  the  piratical  manager  lost  by  his  plunder. 
Mr.  Murray  paid  one  thousand  guineas  for  the  copyright. 
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DRAMATIS   PERSON^E. 


MEN. 


1 


Mabtxo  Faliero,  Bofje  of  Venice. 
Bertuccto  Faliero,  Nephew  of  the  Doge. 
Lioxi,  a  Patrician  and  Senator. 
Benixtende,  Chief  of  the  C'onncil  of  Ten. 
Michel  Stexo,  One  of  the  three  Capi  of  the  Forty. 
Israel  Bertuccto,  Chief  of 

the  Arsenal, 
Philip  Calexdaro,  i-  Consjnraiors. 

Dagolixo,  I 

Bertram,  J 

f  "  Sii.nore    di    Notte^*    one    of    the 
Sir/nor  of  the  XightA        /^        ^  ,       •  ,     ^       ,  • 

I       Officers  belonging  to  the  Repiihhc. 
First  Citizen. 
Second  Citizen. 
Third  Citizen. 
VlNCEXZO,   \ 

PiETRO,        [  Officers  belonging  to  the  Ducal  Palace. 
Battista,   ) 

Secretary  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 
Guards,  Conspirators,  Citizens,  The  Council  of  Ten,  Th. 

Giunta,  Sj-c,  S^c. 


WOMEN. 


AxoiOLiXA,  Wife  to  the  Dog" 
jVLstiiaxxa.  her  Friend. 


Female  Attendants,  i^c. 
Scone  Yexice— in  the  year  1355 
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\CT  I. 

Sgexe  I.— An  Antechumher  in  the  Dncal  Palace. 
PiETP.o  speaks,  in  entering,  to  Battista. 

Pie.  Is  not  the  messenger  retum'd  ? 

Bat.  Not  yet ; 

I  have  sent  frequently,  as  you  commanded, 
But  still  the  Signoiy  is  deep  in  council, 
And  long  debate  on  Steno's  accusation. 

Pie.  Too  long — at  least  so  thinks  the  Doge. 

Bat.  How  bears  he 

These  moments  of  suspense  ? 

Pie.  AVith  struggling  patience. 

Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  cover'd  o'er 
"With  all  thd  apparel  of  the  state  ;  petitions, 
Despatches,  judgments,  acts,  reprieves,  reports, 
He  sits  as  rapt  in  duty  ;  but  whene'er 
He  heai-s  the  jarring  of  a  distant  door, 
Or  aught  that  intimates  a  commg  step, 
Or  murmur  of  a  voice,  his  quick  eye  wanders, 
And  he  will  start  up  from  his  chair,  then  pause, 
And  seat  himself  again,  and  fix  his  gaze 
Upon  some  edict;  but  I  have  observed 
For  the  last  hour  he  has  not  turned  a  leaf 

Bat.  'Tis  said  he  is  much  moved, — and  doubtless  'twa^ 
Foul  scorn  in  Steno  to  offend  so  grossly. 

Pie.  Ay,  if  a  poor  man  :  Steno's  a  patrician, 
Young,  galliard,  gay,  and  haughty. 
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Bat  Then  you  think 

He  will  not  be  judged  hai'dly  ? 

Pie.  'Twere  enough 

He  be  judged  justly ,  but  't  is  not  for  us 
To  anticipate  the  sentence  of  the  Forty. 

Bat.  And  here  it  comes. — What  news,  Vincenzo  ? 

Enter  Vixcen-zo. 
Vin,  'Tis 

Decided ;  but  as  yet  his  doom 's  imkuown  : 
I  saw  the  president  in  act  to  seal 
The  parchment  which  will  bear  the  Forty's  judgment 
Unto  the  Doge,  and  hasten  to  inform  him.  {^Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

The  Ducal  Chamber. 

Marixo  Faliero,  Doge  ;  and  his  Nepheio,  Bertuccio  Falieko. 

Ber.  F.  It  cannot  be  but  they  will  do  you  justice. 

Doge.  Ay,  such  as  the  Avogadori-  did, 
^Mio  sent  up  my  appeal  unto  the  Forty 
To  try  him  by  his  peers,  his  own  tribunal. 

Ber.  F.  His  peers  will  scarce  protect  him ;  such  an  act 
Would  bring  contempt  on  all  authority. 

TJo[ie.  Know  you  not  Venice  ?     Know  you  not  the  Forty 
But  w^e  shall  see  anon. 

Ber.  F.  {addressing  Vincenzo,  then  enteHng). 

How  now — what  tidings  ? 

Vin.  I  am  charged  to  tell  his  highness  that  the  court 
Has  pass'd  its  resolution,  and  that,  soon 
As  the  due  forms  of  judgment  are  gone  through. 
The  sentence  will  be  sent  up  to  the  Doge  ; 
In  the  mean  time  the  Forty  doth  salute 
The  Prince  of  the  Eepublic,  and  entreat 
His  acceptation  of  their  duty. 

Doge.  Yes — 

They  are  wond'rous  dutiful,  and  ever  liumble. 
fSentence  is  pass'd,  you  say  ? 

Vin.  It  is,  your  highness  : 

The  president  was  sealing  it,  when  I 
Was  cail'd  in,  that  no  moment  might  be  lost 
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In  forwarding  the  intimation  due 
Not  only  to  the  Chief  of  the  Republic, 
But  the  complainant,  both  in  one  united. 

Ber.  F.  Are  you  aware,  from  aught  you  have  perceived, 
Of  their  decision  ? 

Via.  No,  my  lord  ;  you  know 

The  secret  custom  of  the  courts  in  Venice. 

Ber.  F.  Tn.ie  ;  but  there  still  is  something  given  to  guess, 
^Yhich  a  shrewd  gleaner  and  quick  eye  would  catch  at ; 
A  whisper,  or  a  murmur,  or  an  au' 
More  or  less  solemn  spread  o'er  the  tribunaL 
The  Forty  ai'e  but  men — most  worthy  men, 
.ijjid  wise,  and  just,  and  cautious — this  I  grant — 
And  secret  as  the  grave  to  which  they  doom 
The  guilty  :  but  with  all  this,  in  then*  aspects — 
At  least  in  some,  the  juniors  of  the  number — 
A  searching  eye,  an  eye  like  yours,  Yincenzo, 
Would  read,  the  sentence  ere  it  was  pronoimced. 

Via.  My  lord,  I  came  away  iipon  the  moment, 
And  had  no  leisure  to  take  note  of  that 
Which  pass'd  among  the  judges,  even  in  seeming  ; 
My  station  near  the  accused  too,  Michel  Steno, 
Made  me 

Doge  {alrujjthj).    And  how  look'd  he  %  deliver  that. 

Vin.  Calm,  but  not  overcast,  he  stood  resigu'd 
To  the  decree,  whate'er  it  were  ; — but  lo  ! 
It  comes,  for  the  perusal  of  his  highness. 

Enter  the  SscRETABY  of  the  Forty. 

Sec.  The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  respect  to  the  Doge  Faliero, 
Chief  magistrate  of  Venice,  and  requests 
His  highness  to  peruse  and  to  approve 
The  sentence  pass'd  on  ^Michel  Steno,  born 
Patrician,  and  arraign'd  upon  the  charge 
Contain'd,  together  with  its  penalty, 
Within  the  rescript  which  I  now  present. 

Doge.  Retire,  and  wait  without. 

[Exeunt  Seceetakt  and  ViKCEKZa 
Take  thou  this  paper  : 
The  misty  letters  vanish  from  my  eyes  ; 
I  cannot  fix  them. 
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Ber.  F.  Patience,  my  dear  vmcle  : 

Why  do  you  tremble  thus  ? — nay,  doubt  not,  all 
Will  be  as  could  be  wish'd. 

Boge.  Say  on. 

Ber.  F.  {reading),  "  Decreed 

In  council,  without  one  dissenting  voice, 
That  Michel  Steno,  by  his  own  confession, 
Guilty  on  the  last  night  of  Carnival 
Of  having  graven  on  the  ducal  thi-one 
The  following  words "  ^ 

Doge.  Would'st  thou  repeat  them  ? 

Would'st  thou  repeat  them — thou,  a  Faliero, 
Harp  on  the  deep  dishonour  of  our  house, 
Dishonour'd  in  its  chief — that  chief  the  prince 
Of  Venice,  first  of  cities  ? — To  the  sentence. 

Ber.  F.  Forgive  me,  my  good  lord ;  I  will  obey — 
(Reads).  "  That  Michel  Steno  be  detain'd  a  month 
In  close  arrest." 

Boge.  Proceed. 

Ber.  F.  My  lord,  'tis  finish'd. 

JDoge.  How    say    you  ? — finish'd  !      Do     I     dream  ? — 't  is 
false — 
Give  me  the  paper — {SnafcJies  the  'jiuper  and  reads)  — "  'T  is 

decreed  in  council 
That  Michel  Steno  " Xephew,  thine  arm  ! 

Ber.  F.  Nay, 

Cheer  up,  be  calm  ;  this  transport  is  imcall'd  for — 
Let  me  seek  some  assistance. 

Boge.  Stop,  sii* — Stir  not— 

'T  is  past. 

Ber.  F.  I  cannot  but  agree  with  you 
The  sentence  is  too  slight  for  the  offence ; 
It  is  not  honourable  in  the  Forty 
To  affix  so  slight  a  penalty  to  that 
Which  was  a  foul  affront  to  you,  and  even 
To  them,  as  being  your  subjects  ;  but  'tis  not 
Yet  without  remedy  :  you  can  appeal 
To  them  once  more,  or  to  the  Avogadoi-i, 
"Who,  seeing  that  true  justice  is  withheld, 
Will  now  take  up  the  cause  they  once  declined. 
And  do  you  right  upon  the  bold  delinquent. 
Think  you  not  thus,  good  uncle  ?  why  do  you  stand 
So  fix'd  ?  You  heed  me  not : — I  pray  you,  hear  me  ! 
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Doge  {dasldng  down  the  ducal  bonnet,  and  offering  to  tramjyle 
upon  if,  exclaims,  as  he  is  uithkeld  by  his  nephew) 
Oil  !  that  the  Saracen  were  in  St.  Mark's  ! 
Thus  would  I  do  him  homage. 

Ber.  F.                                         For  the  sake 
Of  Heaven  and  all  its  saints,  my  lord 

Doge.  Away ! 

Oh,  that  the  Genoese  were  in  the  port ! 
Oh,  that  the  Huns  whom  I  o'ei-threw  at  Zara 
"Were  ranged  around  the  palace  ! 

Bev.  F.  'T  is  not  well 

In  Venice'  Duke  to  say  so. 

Doge.  Venice'  Duke  I 

Who  now  is  Duke  m  Venice  ?  let  me  see  him, 
That  he  may  do  me  right. 

Be  I'.  F.  If  you  forget 

Your  office,  and  its  dignity  and  duty. 
Remember  that  of  man,  and  cm-b  this  passion. 
The  Duke  of  Venice 

Doge  {interrupting  hhn).  There  is  no  such  thing — 
It  is  a  word — nay,  worse — a  worthless  by-word  : 
The  most  despised,  wrong'd,  outraged,  helpless  wretch, 
Wlio  begs  his  bread,  if  't  is  refused  by  one, 
May  win  it  fi-om  another  kinder  heai't ; 
But  he,  who  is  denied  his  right  by  those 
"Whose  place  it  is  to  do  no  wrong,  is  poorer 
Thau  the  rejected  beggar — he  's  a  slave — 
And  that  am  I,  and  thou,  and  all  our  house. 
Even  from  this  hour  :  the  meanest  artisan 
Will  point  the  finger,  and  the  haughty  noble 
May  spit  upon  us  : — where  is  our  redress  ? 

Ber.  F.  The  law,  my  prince 

Doge  {interrupting  him).  You  see  what  it  has  done  ; 
I  asked  no  remedy  b\it  from  the  law, 
I  sought  no  vengeance  but  redress  by  law, 
I  call'd  no  judges  but  those  named  by  law  ; 
As  sovereicn,  I  appeal'd  unto  my  subjects, 
The  veiy  subjects  who  had  made  me  sovereign, 
And  gave  me  thus  a  double  right  to  be  so. 
The  rights  of  place  and  choice,  of  birth  and  service, 
Honours  and  years,  these  scars,  these  hoaiy  hairs. 
The  travel,  toil,  the  perils,  the  fatigues. 
The  blood  and  sweat  of  almost  eighty  years, 


ti  MARINO  FALIEEO,  [Act  I. 

"Were  weigh'd  i'  the  balance,  'gainst  tlie  foulest  stain, 
The  grossest  insult,  most  contemptuous  crime 
Of  a  rank,  rash  patrician — and  found  v/antiug  ! 
And  this  is  to  be  borne  ! 

Ber.  F.  I  say  not  that : — 

In  case  yovu'  fresh  appeal  should  be  rejected, 
We  will  find  other  means  to  make  all  even. 

Doge.  Appeal  again  !  art  thou  my  brother's  son  ? 
A  scion  of  the  house  of  Faliero  ? 
The  nephew  of  a  Doge  ]  and  of  that  blood 
Yv  hich  hath  already  given  three  dukes  to  Venice  ? 
But  thou  say'st  well — we  must  be  humble  now. 

Ber.  F.  My  princely  uncle  I  you  are  too  much  moved ; — 
I  grant  it  was  a  gross  offence,  and  grossly 
Left  without  fitting  punishment :  but  still 
This  fury  doth  exceed  the  provocation, 
Or  any  provocation  :  if  we  are  wrong'd, 
We  will  ask  justice  ;  if  it  be  denied, 
We  '11  take  it ;  but  may  do  all  this  in  calmness — 
Deep  Vengeance  is  the  dauglitcr  of  deep  Silence. 
I  have  yet  scarce  a  third  part  of  your  years, 
I  love  our  house,  I  honour  you,  its  chief, 
The  guardian  of  my  youth,  and  its  instructor — 
But  though  I  understand  your  grief,  and  enter 
In  part  of  your  disdain,  it  doth  appal  me 
To  see  your  anger,  like  our  Adrian  wave?, 
O'ersweep  all  bounds,  and  foam  itself  to  air. 

Doge.  I  tell  thee — ra  usl  I  tell  thee — what  thy  father 
Would  have  reqiui-ed  no  words  to  comprehend  ? 
Hast  thou  no  feeling  save  the  external  sense 
Of  torture  from  the  touch  ]  hast  thou  no  soul  — 
Xo  pride — no  passion — no  deep  sense  of  honour  ? 

Ber.  F.  'T  is  the  first  time  that  honoiu-  has  been  doubted, 
And  were  the  last,  from  any  other  sceptic. 

Doge.  You  know  the  full  offence  of  this  born  villain. 
This  creepiug,  coward,  rank,  acquitted  felon, 
Who  threw  his  sting  into  a  poisonous  libel, 
And  on  the  honour  of— Oh  God  !  my  wife. 
The  neai'est,  dearest  part  of  all  men's  honour. 
Left  a  base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth 
Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  foul  comments, 
And  villainous  jests,  and  blasphemies  obscene  ; 
While  sneering  nobles,  in  more  polish'd  guise, 
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Whiapei-'d  the  tale,  and  smiled  upon  the  lie 

Which  made  me  look  like  them — a  courteous  wittol. 

Patient — ay,  proud,  it  may  be,  of  dishonour. 

Ber.  F.  But  stUl  it  was  a  lie — you  knew  it  false, 
And  so  did  all  men. 

Doge.  Nephew,  the  high  Eoman 

Said,  "  Caesar's  wife  must  not  even  be  suspected," 
And  put  her  from  him. 

Ber.  F.  True — but  in  those  days 

Doge.  What  is  it  that  a  Roman  would  not  suffer, 
That  a  Venetian  prince  must  bear  ?  old  Dandolo 
Refused  the  diadem  of  all  the  CEesai-s, 
And  wore  the  ducal  cap  I  trample  on. 
Because  't  is  now  degraded. 

Ber.  F.  'T  is  even  so. 

Doge.  It  is — it  Ls ; — I  did  not  visit  on 
The  innocent  creatui*e  thus  most  ^^.lely  slander'd 
Because  she  took  an  old  man  for  her  lord, 
For  that  he  had  been  long  her  father's  fi'iend 
And  patron  of  her  house,  as  if  thei'e  were 
iSTo  love  in  woman's  heart  but  lust  of  youth 
And  beardless  faces  ; — I  did  not  for  this 
Visit  the  villain's  infamy  on  her. 
But  craved  my  country's  justice  on  his  head. 
The  justice  due  unto  the  humblest  being 
Who  hath  a  wife  whose  faith  is  sweet  to  him, 
Who  hath  a  home  whose  hearth  is  dear  to  him, 
Who  hath  a  name  whose  honour 's  all  to  him, 
"When  these  are  tainted  by  the  accursiag  breath 
Of  calumny  and  scorn. 

Ber.  F.  And  what  redress 

Did  you  expect  as  lus  fit  x:)uuishment  ? 

Doge.  Death  !  Was  I  not  the  sovereign  of  the  state — 
Insulted  on  his  very  thi'one,  and  made 
A  mockery  to  the  men  who  should  obey  me  ? 
Was  I  not  injured  as  a  husband  ?  scorn'd 
As  man  ]  reddled,  degi'aded,  as  a  prince  ? 
Was  not  offence  like  his  a  complication 
Of  insult  and  of  treason  ?-— and  he  lives  ! 
Had  he  instead  of  on  the  Doge's  throne 
Stamp'd  the  same  br;-ud  upon  a  peasant's  stool. 
His  blood  had  gilt  the  threshold  ;  for  the  carle 
Had  stabb'd  him  on  the  instant. 
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Ba:  F.  Do  not  doubt  it, 

He  sball  uot  live  till  suuset — leave  to  me 
The  means,  and  calm  yourself. 

Dofie.  Hold,  nephew  :  this 

Would  have  sufficed  but  yesterday ;  at  present 
I  have  no  further  wrath  against  this  man. 

Ber.  F.  What  mean  you ']  is  uot  the  offence  redoubled 
By  this  most  rank — I  will  not  say — acquittal ; 
For  it  is  worse,  being  full  acknowledgment 
Of  the  offence,  and  leaving  it  unpunish'd  ? 

Doge.  It  is  redoubled,  but  uot  now  by  him  : 
The  Forty  hath  decreed  a  month's  arrest — 
We  must  obey  the  Forty. 

Bev.  F.  Obey  tliem  ! 

"Wlio  have  forgot  their  dul^y  to  the  sovereign  1 

Doge.  Why  yes ; — boy,  you  perceive  it  then  at  last : 
Whether  as  fellow  citizen  who  sues 
For  justice,  or  as  sovereign  who  commands  it, 
They  have  defrauded  me  of  both  my  rights 
(For  here  the  sovereign  is  a  citizen) ; 
But,  notwithstanding,  harm  not  thou  a  hair 
Of  Steno's  head — he  shall  not  wear  it  long. 

Bcr.  F.  Not  twelve  hours  longer,  had  you  left  to  me 
The  mode  and  means  :  if  you  had  calmly  heard  me, 
I  never  meant  this  miscreant  should  escape. 
But  Avish'd  you  to  suppress  such  gusts  of  passion, 
That  we  more  surely  might  devise  together 
His  taking  off. 

Doge.  Xo,  nephew,  he  must  live  ; 

At  least,  just  now — a  life  so  vile  as  his 
Were  nothing  at  this  hour;  in  th'  olden  time 
Some  sacrifices  ask'd  a  single  victim. 
Great  expiations  had  a  hecatomb. 

Ber.  F.  Your  wishes  are  my  law  :  and  yet  I  fain 
Would  prove  to  you.  how  near  unto  my  heart 
The  honour  of  our  house  must  ever  be. 

Doge.  Fear  not ;  you  shall  have  time  and  place  of  proof; 
But  be  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I  have  been. 
I  am  ashamed  of  my  own  anger  now  ; 
I  pray  you,  pardon  me, 

Ber.  F.  Why,  that 's  my  uncle  ! 

The  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  commonwealths,  and  sovereign  of  himself  ! 
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I  wondei-'d  to  perceive  you  so  forget 
All  prudence  in  yovir  fury  at  these  years, 
Althougli  the  cause 

Do(je.  Ay,  think  upon  the  cause — 

Forget  it  not : — When  you  lie  down  to  rest, 
Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams  ;  and  -when 
The  morn  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
The  Sim  and  you,  as  an  ill-omen'd  cloud 
Upon  a  summer  day  of  festival  : 
So  will  it  stand  to  me  ; — but  speak  not,  stir  not,- 
Leave  all  to  me  ;  we  shall  have  much  to  do. 
And  you  shall  have  a  part. — But  now  retire, 
'T  is  fit  I  were  alone. 

Ber.  F.  {toJ:lng  I'p  and  placinrj  the  ducal  bonnet  on  the  table). 
Ere  I  depart, 
I  pray  you  to  resume  Avhat  you  have  spurn'd, 
Till  you  can  change  it  haply  for  a  crown. 
And  nov/  I  take  my  leave,  imploring  you 
In  all  things  to  rely  upon  my  duty 
As  doth  become  your  near  and  faithful  kinsman, 
And  not  less  loyal  citizen  and  subject. 

\_Ej:lt  Bertcccio  Faliero. 

Doge  (solus).  Adieu,  my  worthy  nephew. — Hollow  bauble  ! 

[Takinj  vp  the  ducal  cap. 
Beset  with  all  the  thorns  that  line  a  crown, 
Without  investing  the  insulted  brow 
With  the  all-swaying  majesty  of  kings  ; 
Thou  idle,  gilded,  and  degi-aded  toy. 
Let  me  resume  thee  as  I  would  a  vizor.  {^ih-is  it  on. 

How  my  brain  aches  beneath  thee  !  and  my  temples 
Throb  feverish  under  thy  dishonest  weight. 
Could  I  not  turn  thee  to  a  diadem  ? 
Could  I  not  shatter  the  Briarean  sceptre 
Which  in  this  hundred-handed  senate  i*iiles. 
Making  the  people  nothing,  and  the  prince 
A  pageant  ?     In  my  life  I  have  achieved 
Tasks  not  less  difi&cult — achieved  for  them. 
Who  thus  repay  me  !     Can  I  not  requite  them  ? 
Oh  for  one  yeai'  !     Oh  !  but  for  even  a  day 
Of  my  full  youth,  while  yet  my  body  served 
My  soul  as  serves  the  generous  steed  his  lord, 
I  would  have  dash'd  amongst  them,  asking  few 
In  aid  to  overthrow  these  swoln  patricians ; 
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But  now  I  must  look  round  for  other  hands 
To  serve  this  hoary  head ; — but  it  shall  plan 
In  such  a  sort  as  -vvill  not  leave  the  task 
Herculean,  though  as  yet 't  is  but  a  chaos 
Of  darkly  brooding  thoughts  :  my  fancy  is 
In  her  first  work,  more  nearly  to  the  liglit 
Holding  the  sleeping  images  of  things 
For  the  selection  of  the  pausing  judgment. — 
The  troops  are  few  in 

Enter  Vincexzo. 

Vin.  There  is  one  without 

Craves  audience  of  your  highness. 

Doge.  I'm  unvrell — 

I  can  see  no  one,  not  even  a  patrician — 
Let  him  refer  his  business  to  the  council. 

Vin.  My  lord,  I  will  deliver  your  reply  ; 
It  cannot  much  import — he  's  a  plebeian, 
The  master  of  a  galley,  I  believe. 

Doge.  How  !  did  you  say  the  patron  of  a  galley  ? 
That  is — I  mean — a  servant  of  the  state  : 
Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  public  service. 

\_Exit  YiN-CEXZO. 

Doge  {solas).  This  patron  may  be  sounded ;  I  will  try  him. 
I  know  the  people  to  be  discontented  : 
Tiiey  have  cause,  since  Sapienza's  adverse  day, 
"When  Genoa  conquei"'d  :  they  have  further  cause, 
(Since  they  are  notliing  in  the  state,  and  in 
The  city  worse  than  nothing — mere  machines. 
To  serve  the  nobles'  most  patrician  pleasure. 
The  troops  have  long  arrears  of  pay,  oft  promised, 
And  murmur  deeply — any  hope  of  change 
Will  draw  them  forward  :  they  shall  pay  themselves 
"With  plunder  : — but  the  priests — I  doubt  the  priesthood 
Will  not  be  with  us ;  they  have  hated  me 
Since  that  rash  hour,  when,  madden'd  with  the  drone, 
I  smote  the  tardy  bishop  at  Treviso,^ 
Quickening  his  holy  march  ;  yet,  ne'ertheless. 
They  may  be  won,  at  least  their  chief  at  Rome, 
By  some  well-timed  concessions ;  but,  above 
All  things,  I  must  be  speedy  :  at  my  hour 
Of  twilight  little  light  of  life  remains. 
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Could  I  free  Venice,  and  avenge  my  wrongs, 

I  had  lived  too  long,  and  \s'illingly  -would  sleep 

Xext  moment  with  my  sires  ;  and,  wanting  this, 

Better  that  sixty  of  my  fom-score  years 

Had  been  already  where — how  soon,  1  care  not — 

The  whole  must  be  extinguish'd ;  better  that 

They  ne'er  had  been,  than  drag  me  on  to  be 

The  thing  these  arch-oppressors  fain  would  make  me. 

Let  me  consider — of  efi&cient  troops 

There  are  three  thousand  posted  at 

Enter  VI^XENZ0  and  Israel  Beetuocio. 

Viti.  May  it  please 

Your  highness,  the  same  patron  whom  I  spake  of 
Is  here  to  crave  your  patience. 

Boge.  Leave  the  chamber, 

Vincenzo. —  [Exit  Vincexzo. 

Sir,  you  may  advance — what  would  you  ? 

/.  Ber.  Redress. 

Doqe.  Of  whom  ? 

/.  Ber.  Of  God  and  of  the  Doge. 

Borje.  Alas  !  my  friend,  you  seek  it  of  the  twain 
Of  least  respect  and  interest  in  Venice. 
You  must  address  the  council. 

/.  Ber.  'T  were  in  vain ; 

For  he  who  injured  me  is  one  of  them. 

Boge.  There  's  blood  upon  thy  face — how  came  it  there  ? 

/.  Bei:  'T  is  mine,  and  not  the  fii'st  I  've  shed  for  Venice, 
Tut  the  first  shed  by  a  Venetian  hand  : 
A  noble  smote  me 

Boge.  Doth  he  live  ] 

J.  Bev.  Xot  long — 

But  for  the  hope  I  had  and  have,  that  you, 
My  prince,  yourself  a  soldier,  will  redress 
Him,  whom  the  laws  of  discipline  and  Venice 
Permit  not  to  protect  himself : — if  not — 
I  say  no  more. 

Doge.  But  something  you  would  de- 

ls it  not  so  ? 

/.  Ber.  I  am  a  man,  my  lord. 

Boge.  Why  so  is  he  who  smote  you. 

/.  Ber.  He  Is  call'd  so ; 
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Naj'',  more,  a  noble  one — at  least,  in  Venice  : 
But  since  he  hath  forgotten  that  I  am  one, 
And  treats  me  like  a  brute,  the  brute  may  turn — 
'T  is  said  the  worm  will. 

Doge.  Say — his  name  and  lineage  ? 

/.  Ber.  Barbaro, 

Doge.  What  v>'as  the  cause]  or  the  pretext  ? 

/.  Ber.  I  am  the  chief  of  the  arsenal,^  employ'd 
At  present  in  repaii'ing  certain  galleys 
But  roughly  used  by  the  Genoese  last  year. 
This  morning  comes  the  noble  Barbaro 
Full  of  reproof,  because  our  artisans 
Had  left  some  frivolous  order  of  his  house. 
To  execute  the  state's  decree  :  I  dared 
To  justify  the  men — he  raised  his  hand; — 
Behold  my  blood  !  the  first  time  it  e'er  flow'd 
Dishonourably. 

Doge.  Have  you  long  time  served  ? 

/.  Bev.  So  long  as  to  remember  Zara's  siege, 
And  fight  beneath  the  chief  who  beat  the  Huns  there, 
Sometime  my  general,  nov/  the  Doge  Faliero. — 

Doge.  How  !  are  we  comrades  ? — the  state's  ducal  robes 
Sit  newly  on  me,  and  you  were  appointed 
Chief  of  the  arsenal  ere  I  came  from  Rome  ; 
So  that  I  recognised  you  not.     Who  placed  you  ? 

/.  Bcv.  The  late  Doge  ;  keeping  still  my  old  command 
As  patron  of  a  galley  :  my  new  office 
Was  given  as  the  reward  of  certain  scars 
(So  was  your  predecessor  pleased  to  say) : 
I  little  thought  his  bounty  would  conduct  me 
To  his  successor  as  a  helpless  plaintiff; 
At  least,  in  such  a  cause. 

Doge.  Are  you  much  hurt  ? 

/.  Ber.  Irreparably  in  my  self  esteem. 

Doge.  Speak  out;  fear  nothing  :  being  stung  at  heart, 
Wiiat  would  3'ou  do  to  be  revenged  on  this  man  ? 

/.  Ber.  That  which  I  dare  not  name,  and  yet  will  do. 

Doge.  Then  wherefore  came  you  here  ? 

7,  Ber.  I  come  for  justice, 

Because  my  general  is  Doge,  and  will  not 
See  his  old  soldier  trampled  on.     Had  any, 
Save  Faliero,  fill'd  the  ducal  throne, 
This  blood  had  been  Avash'd  out  in  other  blood. 
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Doge.  You  come  to  me  for  justice — uuto  rael 
The  Doge  of  Venice,  and  I  cannot  give  it ; 
I  cannot  even  obtain  it — 't  was  denied 
To  me  most  solemnl}'  an  hour  ago  ! 

/.  Ber.  How  says  your  highness  ? 

Doge.  "  Steuo  is  condemn'd 

To  a  month's  confinement. 

/.  Ber.  "What !  the  same  who  dared 

To  stain  the  ducal  throne  with  those  foul  words, 
That  have  cried  shame  to  eveiy  ear  in  Venice  ] 

Doge.  Ay,  doubtless  they  have  echo'd  o'er  the  arsenal, 
Keeping  due  time  with  every  hammer's  clink 
As  a  good  jest  to  jolly  artisans; 
Or  making  chorus  to  the  creaking  oar, 
In  the  vile  tune  of  every  galley-slave, 
"Who,  as  he  sung  the  meny  stave,  exulted 
He  was  not  a  shamed  dotard  like  the  Doge. 

/.  Ber.  Is  't  possible  ?  a  month's  imprisonment ! 
No  more  for  Steno  ? 

Doge.  You  have  heard  the  offence, 

And  now  you  know  his  punishment ;  and  then 
You  ask  redress  of  me  !     Go  to  the  Forty, 
Who  pass'd  the  sentence  upon  Michel  Steno ; 
They  '11  do  as  much  by  Barbaro,  no  doubt. 

/,  Ber.  Ah  !  dared  I  speak  my  feelings  ! 

Doge.  Give  them  breath. 

Mine  have  no  further  outrage  to  endure. 

/.  Ber.  Then  in  a  word,  it  rests  but  on  your  word 
To  punish  and  avenge — I  'tvill  not  say 
My  petty  wrong,  for  what  is  a  mere  blow, 
However  vile,  to  such  a  thing  as  I  am  ? — 
But  the  ba^e  insult  done  your  state  and  person. 

Doge.  You  overrate  my  power,  wliich  is  a  pageant. 
This  cap  is  not  the  monarch's  crown ;  these  robes 
Might  move  compassion,  like  a  beggar's  rags ; 
Kay,  more,  a  beggar's  ai'e  his  own,  and  these 
But  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  play 
Its  part  with  all  its  empire  in  this  ermine. 
7.  Ber.  Wouldst  thou  be  king  ? 

Doge,  Yes — of  a  happy  people. 

/.  Ber.  Wouldst  thou  be  sovereign  lord  of  Venice  ? 
Doge.  Ay, 

If  that  the  people  shared  that  sovereignty, 

VOL.  I.  o 
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So  that  nor  they  nor  I  were  further  slaves 
To  this  o'ergrown  aristocratic  Hydra, 
The  poisonous  heads  of  whose  euveuom'd  body 
Have  breathed  a  pestilence  upon  us  all. 

/.  Ber.  Yet,  thou  wast  born,  and  still  hast  lived,  patrician. 

Dorje.  In  evil  hour  was  I  so  born  ;  my  birth 
Hath  made  me  Doge  to  be  insulted  :  but 
I  lived  and  toil'd  a  soldier  and  a  servant 
Of  Venice  and  her  people,  not  the  senate ; 
Their  good  and  my  own  honour  were  my  guerdon. 
I  have  fought  and  bled  ;  commanded,  ay,  and  conquered ; 
Have  made  and  marr'd  peace  oft  in  embassies, 
As  it  might  chance  to  be  our  country's  'vantage  ; 
Have  traversed  land  and  sea  in  constant  duty, 
Through  almost  sixty  years,  and  still  for  Venice, 
My  fathers'  and  my  birthplace,  whose  dear  spu-es, 
Rising  at  distance  o'er  the  blue  Lagoon, 
It  was  reward  enough  for  me  to  view 
Once  more ;  but  not  for  any  knot  of  men, 
Nor  sect,  nor  faction,  did  I  bleed  or  sweat  ! 
But  would  you  know  why  I  have  done  all  this  ? 
Ask  of  the  bleeding  pelican  why  she 
Hath  ripp'd  her  bosom  ?     Had  the  bird  a  voice. 
She  'd  tell  thee  't  was  for  all  her  little  ones. 

/.  Ber.  And  yet  they  made  thee  duke. 

Doge.  They  made  me  so  ; 

I  sought  it  not,  the  flattering  fetters  niet  me 
Returning  from  my  Roman  embassy, 
And  never  having  hitherto  refused 
Toil,  charge,  or  duty  for  the  state,  I  did  not, 
At  these  late  years,  decline  what  was  the  highest 
Of  all  in  seeming,  but  of  all  most  base 
In  what  we  have  to  do  and  to  endure  : 
Bear  witness  for  me  thou,  my  injui-ed  subject, 
"When  I  can  neither  right  myself  nor  thee, 

/.  Ber.  You  shall  do  both,  if  j^ou  possess  the  wail; 
And  many  thousands  more  not  less  oppress'd, 
Who  wait  but  for  a  signal — will  you  give  it  ? 

Doge.  You  speak  in  riddles. 

/,  Ber.  Which  shall  soon  be  read 

At  peril  of  my  life,  if  you  disdain  not 
To  lend  a  patient  ear. 

Doge.  Say  on. 
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/.  Br,:  '         Not  thou, 

Xor  I  alone,  are  injured  and  abused, 
Contemn'd  and  trampled  on  ;  but  tlie  whole  people 
Groan  with  the  strong  conception  of  their  Avrongs ; 
The  foreign  soldiers  in  the  senate's  pay 
Are  discontented  for  their  long  arrears ; 
The  native  mariners,  and  civic  troops, 
Feel  with  their  friends ;  for  who  is  he  amongst  them 
"Whose  brethren,  parents,  children,  wives,  or  sisters, 
Have  not  partook  oppression,  or  pollution, 
From  the  patricians  ?     And  the  hopeless  war 
Against  the  Genoese,  which  is  still  maintain'd 
Witli  the  plebeian  blood,  and  treasure  wrimg 
From  their  hard  earnings,  has  inflamed  them  further  : 
Even  now — but,  I  forget  that  speaking  tlius. 
Perhaps  I  pass  the  sentence  of  my  death  ! 

Dofje.  And  suffering  what  thou  hast  done — fear'st   thou 
death? 
Be  silent  then,  and  live  on,  to  be  beaten 
By  those  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

/,  Ber.  Xo,  I  will  speak 

At  every  hazard  ;  and  if  Venice'  Doge 
Should  turn  delator,  be  the  shame  on  him, 
And  sorrow  too;  for  he  will  lose  far  more 
Than  I. 

Doge.  From  me  fear  nothing ;  out  with  it  ! 

/.  Ber.  Know  then,  that  there  are  met  and  sworn  in  secret 
A  band  of  brethren,  valiant  hearts  and  true  ; 
Men  who  have  proved  all  fortunes,  and  have  long 
G)-ieved  over  that  of  Venice,  and  have  right 
To  do  so  ;  having  seiwed  her  in  all  climes. 
And  having  rescued  her  fi'om  foreign  foes, 
"Would  do  the  same  from  those  \rithiu  her  walls. 
They  are  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few 
For  their  great  purpose  ;  they  liave  arms,  and  means, 
And  hearts,  and  hopes,  and  faith,  and  patient  coui-age. 

Dor/e.  For  what  then  do  they  pause  ? 

I.  Ber.  An  hour  to  strike. 

Doge  (aside).  Saint  Mark's  shall  strike  that  hour  !  ^ 

/.  Ber.  I  now  have  placed 

My  life,  my  honour,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
"Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  firm  belief 
That  injuries  like  ours,  sprung  from  one  cause, 
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Will  generate  one  vengeance  :  should  it  be  so, 
Be  our  chief  now — our  sovereign  hereafter. 

Doge.  How  many  are  ye  ? 

/.  Ber.  I  '11  not  answer  that 

Till  I  am  answer'd. 

Doge.  How,  su' !  do  you  menace  ? 

/.  Ber.  Xo ;  I  affirm.     I  have  betray'd  myself; 
But  there  's  no  torture  in  the  mystic  wells 
Which  undermine  your  palace,  nor  in  those 
Not  less  appalling  cells,  the  "  leaden  roofs," 
To  force  a  single  name  from  me  of  others, 
The  Pozzi  '  and  the  Piombi  Avere  in  vain  ; 
They  might  wring  b]ood  from  me,  but  treachery  never. 
And  I  would  pass  the  fearful  "  Bridge  of  Sighs," 
Joyous  that  mine  must  be  the  last  that  e'er 
Would  echo  o'er  the  Stygian  wave  which  flows 
Between  the  murderers  and  the  murder'd,  washing 
The  pi'ison  and  the  palace  walls  :  there  are 
Those  who  would  live  to  think  on 't,  and  avenge  me. 

Doge.   If  such  your    power   and   purpose,   why   come 
here 
To  sue  for  justice,  being  in  the  course 
To  do  yourself  due  right  ? 

/.  Bei'.  Because  the  man. 

Who  claims  protection  from  authority. 
Showing  his  confidence  and  his  submission 
To  that  authority,  can  hardly  be 
►Suspected  of  combining  to  destroy  it. 
Had  I  sate  down  too  humbly  with  this  blow, 
A  moody  brow  and  mutter'd  threats  had  made  me 
A  mark'd  man  to  the  Forty's  inquisition ; 
But  loud  complaint,  however  angrily 
It  shapes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  fear'd, 
And  less  distrusted.     Bvit,  besides  all  this, 
I  had  another  reason. 

Doge.  '\;\Tiat  was  that  ? 

/.  Ber.  Some  rumours  that  the  Doge  was  gi'eatly  moved 
By  the  reference  of  the  Avogadori 
Of  Michel  Steno's  sentence  to  the  Forty 
Had  reach'd  me.     I  had  served  you,  honour'd  you, 
And  felt  that  you  were  dangerously  insulted, 
Being  of  an  order  of  such  spirits,  as 
Requite  tenfold  both  good  and  evil :  't  was 
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My  wish  to  prove  aud  urge  yon  to  redress. 
Xow  you  know  all ;  aud  that  I  speak  the  truth, 
My  peril  be  the  proof. 

Doye.  You  have  deeply  ventured  ; 

But  all  must  do  so  -who  would  greatly  win  : 
Thus  far  I  '11  answer  you — your  secret 's  safe. 

/.  Be,:  And  is  this  all  ] 

Doge.  Unless  with  all  intinisted, 

What  would  you  have  me  answer  ] 

J.  Ber.  I  would  have  you 

Trust  him  who  leaves  his  life  in  trust  with  you. 

Dorje.  But   I   must  know  your  plan,  yoiu'  names,  and 
numbers ; 
The  last  may  then  be  doubled,  and  the  former 
Matured  and  strength  en"d. 

/.  Ber.  "We  're  enough  already  ; 

You  are  the  sole  ally  we  covet  now. 

Doge.  But  bring  me  to  the  knowledge  of  your  chiefs. 

/.  Ber.  That  shall  bo  done  upon  your  formal  pledge 
To  keep  the  faith  that  we  will  pledge  to  you. 

Diyjc.  When  \  where  ? 

/.  Ber.  This  night  I  '11  bring  to  your  apartment 

Two  of  the  principals  :  a  greater  number 
Were  hazardous. 

Doge.  Stay,  I  must  think  of  this. — 

What  if  I  were  to  trust  myself  amongst  you. 
And  leave  t'he  palace  ? 

/.  Bev.  You  must  come  alone. 

Doge,  With  but  my  nephev/. 

/.  Ber.  Xot  were  he  your  son. 

Doge   Wretch  !    darest  thou  name  my  son  ?     He  died  in 
arms 
At  Sapienza  for  this  faithless  state. 
Oh  !  that  he  were  alive,  and  I  in  ashes  ! 
Or  that  he  were  alive  ere  I  be  ashes  ! 
I  should  not  need  the  dubious  aid  of  strangers. 

/.  Ber.  Xot  one  of  all  those  strangers  whom  thou  doubtest, 
But  will  regard  thee  with  a  filial  feeling, 
So  that  thou  keep'st  a  father's  faith  Avith  them. 

Doge.  The  die  is  cast.     Where  is  the  place  of  meeting  ? 

I.  Ber.  At  midnight  I  will  be  alone  and  mask'd 
"Where'er  your  highness  pleases  to  clirect  me, 
To  wait  your  coming,  and  conduct  you  where 
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You  sball  receive  our  homage,  and  prououuce 
U^Don  owY  project. 

Doge.  At  \vhat  hour  ari.ses 

The  moon? 

/.  £er.  Late,  but  the  atmosphere  is  thick  and  dusky, 
"T  is  a  sirocco. 

Bor/c.  At  the  midnight  hour,  then, 

Xear  to  the  church  where  sleep  my  sires ;  ^  the  same, 
Tv.'in-named  from  the  apostles  John  and  Paul ; 
A  gondola,''  with  one  oar  only,  will 
Lurk  in  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 
Be  there. 

7.  £er.  I  will  not  fail. 

Dor/e,  And  now  retire 

I.  Be)'.  In  the  full  hope  your  highness  will  not  falter 
In  your  great  purpose.    Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Israel  Bertuccio. 

Doge  (solus).  At  midnight,  by  the  church  Saints  John  and 
Paul, 
Where  sleep  my  noble  fathers,  I  repair — 
To  what  ?  to  hold  a  council  in  the  dark 
With  common  ruflians  leagued  to  ruin  states  ! 
And  will  not  my  great  sires  leap  from  the  vault. 
Where  lie  two  doges  who  preceded  me. 
And  pluck  me  down  amongst  them  ?     Would  they  could  ! 
For  I  should  rest  in  honour  with  the  honour'd. 
Alas  !  I  must  not  think  of  them,  but  those 
AMio  have  made  me  thus  unworthy  of  a  name 
Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 
On  Roman  marbles  ;  but  I  will  redeem  it 
Back  to  its  antique  lustre  in  our  annals, 
By  sweet  revenge  on  all  that 's  base  in  Venice, 
And  freedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  black 
To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time, 
Which  never  spare  the  fame  of  him  who  fails. 
But  try  the  Csesar,  or  the  Catiline, 
By  the  true  touchstone  of  desert — success. 
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ACT    II. 

SCE>:£  I.  —  An  Apartment  in  tiie  Ducal  Palace. 

AxGiOLiSA  (iiv/e  of  the  Doge)  and  MAELA^TfA. 

Ang.  What  was  the  Doge's  answer? 

Mar.  That  he  was 

That  momeut  summou'd  to  a  coufereuce ; 
But  "t  is  by  this  time  ended.     I  perceived 
Xot  long  ago  the  senators  embarking ; 
And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
Gliding  into  the  throng  of  barks  which  stud 
The  glittering  waters. 

A  ng.  "Would  he  were  retmni'd  ! 

He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late  ; 
And  Time,  which  has  not  tamed  his  fiery  spint, 
Xor  yet  enfeebled  even  his  mortal  frame, 
Which  seems  to  be  more  nouinsh'd  b}'  a  soul 
So  quick  and  restless  that  it  would  consume 
Less  hardy  clay — Time  has  but  httle  power 
On  his  resentments  or  his  griefs.     Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  his  order,  who, 
In  the  first  burst  of  passion,  pour  away 
Their  wi-ath  or  sorrow,  all  things  wear  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity  :  his  thoughts. 
His  feelings,  passions,  good  or  evil,  all 
Have  nothing  of  old  age ;  and  his  bold  brow 
Bears  but  the  scars  of  mind,  the  thoiights  of  years, 
Not  their  decrepitude  :  and  he  of  late 
Has  been  more  agitated  than  his  wont. 
Would  he  were  come  !  for  I  alone  have  power 
Upon  his  troubled  spu'it. 

Mar.  It  is  true, 

His  highness  has  of  late  been  greatly  moved 
By  the  affront  of  Steno,  and  with  cause  : 
But  the  oifender  doubtless  even  now 
Is  doom'd  to  expiate  his  rash  insult  with 
Such  cha-tisement  as  will  enforce  respect 
To  female  virtue,  and  to  noble  blood. 

Ang.  'Twas  a  gross  insult;  but  I  heed  it  not 
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For  the  rash  scorner's  falsehood  in  itself, 
But  for  the  effect,  the  deadly  deep  impression 
Which  it  has  made  upon  Faliero's  soul, 
The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere — austere 
To  all  save  me  :  I  tremble  when  I  think 
To  what  it  may  conduct. 

Mar.  Assuredly 

The  Doge  can  not  suspect  you  ? 

Ang.  Suspect  met 

"Why  Steno  dared  not :  when  he  scrawl'd  his  lie, 
Grovelling  by  stealth  in  the  moon's  glimmering  light, 
JHis  own  still  conscience  smote  him  for  the  act, 
And  every  shadow  on  the  walls  frown' d  shame 
Upon  his  coward  calumny. 

Mar.  "    'T  were  fit 

He  should  be  punish'd  grievously. 

Ang.  He  is  so. 

Mar.  What  !  is  the  sentence  passed  ?  is  he  condemn'd  ? 

Ang.  I  know  not  that,  but  he  has  been  detected. 

Mar.  And  deem  you  this  enough  for  such  foul  scorn  ? 

Ang.  I  would  not  be  a  judge  in  my  own  cause, 
Nor  do  I  know  what  sense  of  punishment 
May  reach  the  soxil  of  ribalds  such  as  Steno ; 
But  if  his  insults  sink  no  deeper  in 
The  minds  of  the  inquisitors  than  they 
Have  ruiSed  mine,  he  will,  for  all  acquittance, 
Be  left  to  his  own  shamelessness  or  shame. 

Mar.  Some  sacrifice  is  due  to  slander'd  virtue. 

Ang.  Why,  what  is  virtue  if  it  needs  a  victim? 
Or  if  it  mvist  depend  upon  men's  words  ? 
The  dying  Roman  said,  "  't  was  but  a  name  :" 
It  were  indeed  no  more,  if  human  breath 
Could  make  or  mar  it. 

Mar.  Yet  full  many  a  dame, 

Stainless  and  faithful,  would  feel  all  the  Avrong 
Of  such  a  slander ;  and  less  rigid  ladies. 
Such  as  abound  in  Venice,  would  be  loud 
And  all-inexorable  in  their  cry 
For  justice. 

Ang.  This  but  proves  it  is  the  name 

And  not  the  quality  they  prize  :  the  first 
Have  found  it  a  hard  task  to  hold  their  honour, 
If  they  requu^e  it  to  be  blazou'd  forth ; 
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And  those  who  hare  not  kept  it,  seek  its  seeming 
As  they  wonld  look  out  for  an  ornament 
Of  which  they  feel  the  want,  but  not  because 
They  think  it  so ;  they  live  in  others'  thoughts, 
And  would  seem  honest  as  they  must  seem  fah\ 

Mar.  You  have  strange  thoughts  for  a  patrician  dame. 

Ang.  And  yet  they  were  my  father's  ;  with  his  name, 
The  sole  inheritance  he  left. 

Mar.  You  want  none ; 

Wife  to  a  prince,  the  chief  of  the  Republic, 

Aug.  I  should  have  sought  none  though  a  peasant's  bride. 
But  feel  not  less  the  love  and  gratitude 
Due  to  my  father,  who  bestow'd  my  hand 
Upon  his  early,  tried,  and  trusted  fiiend, 
The  Count  Yal  di  Marino,  now  om'  Doge. 

Mar.  And  with  that  hand  did  he  bestow  yoiu'  heart  ? 

A  ng.  He  did  so,  or  it  had  not  been  bestow'd. 

Blar.  Yet  this  strange  disproportion  in  yom*  years. 
And,  let  me  add,  disparity  of  tempers. 
Might  make  the  world  doubt  whether  such  an  union 
Could  make  you  wisely,  permanently  happy. 

Ang.  The  world  will  think  with  worldlings;  but  my  heart 
Has  still  been  in  my  duties,  which  ai"e  many, 
But  never  difi&cult. 

Mar.  And  do  you  love  him  ? 

Ang.  I  love  all  noble  qualities  Vv'hich  merit 
Love,  and  I  loved  my  father,  who  first  taught  me 
To  single  out  what  we  should  love  in  others, 
And  to  subdue  all  tendency  to  lend 
The  best  and  purest  feelings  of  our  natvire 
To  baser  passions.     He  bestow'd  my  hand 
Upon  Faliero  :  he  had  kno%vn  Idm  noble. 
Brave,  generous ;  rich  in  all  the  qualities 
Of  soldier,  citizen,  and  friend ;  in  all 
Such  have  I  found  him  as  my  father  said. 
His  faults  are  those  that  dwell  in  the  high  bosoms 
Of  men  who  have  commanded  ;  too  much  pride, 
And  the  deep  passions  fiercely  foster'd  by 
The  uses  of  patricians,  and  a  life 
Spent  in  the  storms  of  state  and  war  ;  and  also 
From  the  quick  sense  of  honour,  which  becomes 
A  duty  to  a  certain  sign,  a  vice 
When  overstrain' d,  and  this  I  fear  in  him. 
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And  then  lie  lias  been  rash  from  his  youth  up\vard.s, 

Yet  temper'd  by  redeeming  nobleness 

In  such  sox't,  that  the  Avariest  of  republics 

Has  lavish'd  all  its  chief  employs  upon  him, 

From  his  first  fight  to  his  last  embassj^ 

From  which  on  his  return  the  dukedom  met  him. 

Mar.  But  previous  to  this  marriage,  had  your  heart 
jSTe'er  beat  for  any  of  the  noble  youth. 
Such  as  in  years  had  been  more  meet  to  match 
Beauty  like  yours  ?-  or  since  have  you  ne'er  seen 
One,  who,  if  your  fair  hand  were  still  to  give. 
Might  now  pretend  to  Loredano's  daughter  ? 

An<j.  I  answer  d  your  first  question  when  I  said 
I  married. 

Mar.        And  the  second  ? 

Ang.  Needs  no  answer. 

Mar.  I  pray  you  pardon,  if  I  have  offended. 

Ang.  I  feel  no  Avrath,  but  some  surprise  :  I  knew  not 
That  wedded  bosoms  could  permit  themselves 
To  ponder  upon  what  they  noio  might  choose, 
Or  aught  save  their  past  choice. 

Mar.  'T  is  their  past  choice 

That  far  too  often  makes  them  deem  they  would 
Now  choose  more  wisely,  could  they  cancel  it. 

Ang.  It  may  be  so.     I  knew  not  of  such  thoughts. 

Mar.  Here  comes  the  Doge — shall  I  retire  ? 

Ang.  It  may 

Be  better  you  should  quit  me  ;  he  seems  rapt 
In  thought. — How  pensively  he  takes  his  way  ! 

[^Exit  Mariaxxa. 

£/j^cr  ^/ic  Doge  a;i(^  PiETRO. 

Doge  (nncsing).  There  is  a  certain  Philip  Calendaro 
Now  in  the  Arsenal,  w^ho  holds  command 
Of  eighty  men,  and  has  great  influence 
Besides  on  all  the  spirits  of  his  comrades  : 
This  man,  I  hear,  is  bold  and  popular. 
Sudden  and  dax'ing,  and  yet  secret ;  't  would 
Be  well  that  he  were  won  :  I  needs  must  hope 
That  Israel  Bertuccio  has  secured  him, 
But  fain  would  be 

Pie.  My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 

For  breaking  in  upon  your  meditatio)i ; 
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The  Seuator  Bertuccio,  your  kinsman, 

Charged  me  to  follow  and  enquire  your  pleasure 

To  fix  an  hour  when  he  may  speak  with  you. 

Doge.  At  simset. — Stay  a  moment — let  me  see — 
Say  in  the  second  houi*  of  night.  {Exit  Pif.tko 

Airg.  My  lord  ! 

Doge.  My  dearest  child,  forgive  me — why  delay 
So  long  approaching  me  ? — I  saw  you  not. 

A  ng.  You  were  absorb'd  in  thought,  and  he  who  now 
Has  parted  from  you  might  have  words  of  weight 
To  bear  you  from  the  senate. 

Doge.  From  the  senate  ?  ^^ 

A  ng.  I  would  not  inteiTupt  him  in  his  duty 
And  theirs. 

Doge.        The  senate's  duty  !  you  mistake ; 
'T  is  we  who  owe  all  service  to  the  senate, 

A  ng.  I  thought  the  Duke  had  held  command  in  Venice. 

Doge.  He  shall. — Bat  let  that  pass. — "We  will  be  jocund. 
How  fares  it  with  you  ?  have  you  been  abroad  ] 
The  day  is  ovei-cast,  but  the  calm  wave 
Favours  the  gondolier's  light  skimming  oar  ; 
Or  have  you  held  a  levee  of  yotu"  frieuds  ? 
Or  has  your  music  made  you  solitary  ? 
S  ly — is  there  aught  that  you  would  will  within 
The  little  sway  now  left  the  Duke  ?  or  aught 
Of  fitting  splendour,  or  of  honest  pleasure. 
Social  or  lonely,  that  would  glad  your  heart. 
To  compensate  for  many  a  dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  old  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares  ? 
Speak,  and  't  is  done. 

Ang.  You 're  ever  kind  to  me. 

I  have  nothing  to  desire,  or  to  request. 
Except  to  see  you  oftener  and  calmer. 

Doge.  Calmer? 

Ang.  Ay,  calmer,  my  good  lord. — Ah,  why 

Do  you  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  alone. 
And  let  such  strong  emotions  stamp  your  brow. 
As  not  betraying  their  full  import,  yet 
Disclose  too  much  ? 

Doge.  Disclose  too  much  ! — of  what  ? 

\yhat  is  there  to  disclose  ? 

Ang.  A  heart  so  ill 

At  ease. 
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Doge.  'T  is  nothing,  cMld. — Eut  in  the  state 

You  know  what  daily  caves  oppress  all  those 
Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwealth  ; 
Now  suffering  from  the  Genoese  without, 
And  malcontents  within — 't  is  this  which  makes  me 
More  pensive  and  less  tranquil  than  my  wont. 

Ang.  Yet  this  existed  long  before,  and  never 
Till  in  these  late  days  did  I  sec  you  thus. 
Forgive  me  ;  there  is  something  at  your  heart 
More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public  duties, 
Which  long  use  and  a  talent  like  to  yours 
Have  render'd  light,  nay,  a  necessity, 
To  keep  your  mind  from  stagnathig.     'T  is  not 
In  hostile  states,  nor  perils,  thus  to  shake  you, — 
You,  who  have  stood  all  stoi'ms  and  never  sunk. 
And  climb'd  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power 
And  never  fainted  by  the  way,  and  stand 
Upon  it,  and  can  look  down  steadily 
Along  the  depth  beneath,  and  ne'er  feel  dizzy. 
Were  Genoa's  galleys  riding  in  the  port, 
Were  civil  fury  raging  in  Saint  Mark's, 
You  are  not  to  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall, 
As  you  have  risen,  Avith  an  unalter'd  brow  : 
Your  feelings  now  ai-e  of  a  different  kind ; 
Something  has  stung  your  pride,  not  patriotism. 

Doge.  Pride  !  Angiolina  ]     Alas  !  none  is  left  mo. 

Ang.  Yes — the  same  sin  that  overthrew  the  angels, 
And  of  all  sins  most  easily  besets 
Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature  : 
The  vile  are  only  vain ;  the  gi'eat  are  proud. 

Doge.  I  had  the  pride  of  honour,  of  your  honour, 
Deep  at  my  heai't But  let  us  change  the  theme. 

Ang.  Ah  no  ! — As  I  have  ever  shared  your  kindness 
In  all  things  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
From  your  distress  :  were  it  of  public  import, 
You  know  I  never  sought,  would  never  seek 
To  win  a  word  from  you  ;  but  feeling  now 
Your  grief  is  private,  it  belongs  to  me 
To  lighten  or  divide  it.     Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Steno's  ribaldry  detected 
Unfix'd  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changed. 
And  I  would  soothe  you  back  to  what  you  were. 

Doge.  To  w^hat  I  was  ! — ^have  you  heard  Steno's  sentence  ? 
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Ang.  Xo. 

Doge.  A  month's  an-est. 

A  ng.  Is  it  not  enough  ? 

Doge,  Enough  ! — yes.  for  a  drunken  galley  slave. 
Who,  stung  by  stripes,  may  murmur  at  his  master; 
But  not  for  a  deliberate,  false,  cool  villain, 
"Who  stains  a  lady's  and  a  prince's  honour 
Even  on  the  throne  of  his  authority. 

Ang.  There  seems  to  be  enough  in  the  conviction 
Of  a  patiician  guilty  of  a  falsehood  : 
All  other  punishment  were  light  imto 
Hi3  loss  of  honour. 

Doge.  Such  men  have  no  honour ; 

They  have  but  then*  vile  lives — and  these  are  spared. 

Ang.  You  would  not  have  him  die  for  this  offence  ? 

Doge.  Xot  note  : — being  stUl  alive,  I  'd  have  him  live 
Long  as  7ie  can  ;  he  has  ceased  to  merit  death  ; 
The  guilty  saved  hath  damu'd  his  hundred  judges, 
And  he  is  pure,  for  now  his  crime  is  theirs. 

Ang.  Oh  !  had  this  false  and  flippant  libeller 
Shed  his  young  blood  for  his  absurd  lampoon, 
Ne'er  from  that  moment  could  this  breast  have  known 
A  joyous  hour,  or  dreamless  slumber  more. 

Doge.  Does  not  the  law  of  Heaven  say  blood  for  blood  ? 
And  he  who  tainfs  kills  more  than  he  who  sheds  it. 
Is  it  the  jycd'^  of  blows,  or  shame  of  blows, 
That  makes  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man  ? 
Do  not  the  laws  of  man  say  blood  for  honour, — 
And,  less  than  honour",  for  a  little  gold  ? 
Say  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  for  treason  ? 
Is 't  nothing  to  have  fill'd  these  veins  with  poison 
For  their  once  healthful  current  ?  is  it  nothing 
To  have  stain'd  your  name  and  mine — the  noblest  names  ? 
Is  't  nothing  to  have  brought  into  contempt 
A  prince  before  his  people  ?  to  have  fail'd 
In  the  respect  accorded  by  mankind 
To  youth  in  woman,  and  old  age  in  man  ? 
To  virtue  in  your  sex,  and  dignity 
In  OTU'S  ? — But  let  them  look  to  it  who  have  sa^'ed  him. 

Ang.  Heaven  bids  us  to  forgive  our  enemies. 

Doge.  Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  own  ?     Is  Satan  saved 
From  Avi-ath  eternal  ?  ^^ 

Aiig.  Do  not  speak  thus  wildly — 

Heaven  will  alike  forgive  you  and  yom*  foes. 
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Dofji:  Aineu  !     May  Heaven  forgive  them  ! 

Ang.  Aud  will  you? 

Doge.  Yes,  when  they  are  in  heaven  ! 

Ang.  And  not  till  then  ? 

Doge.  What  matters  my  forgiveness  ?  an  old  man's, 
Worn  out,  scorn'd,  spurn'd,  abused ;  what  matters  then 
My  pardon  more  than  my  resentment,  both 
Being  weak  and  worthless  ?     I  have  lived  too  long ; 
But  let  ns  change  the  argument. — My  child  ! 
My  injured  wife,  the  child  of  Loredano, 
The  brave,  the  chivalrous,  how  little  deem'd 
Thy  father,  wedding  thee  unto  his  friend, 
That  he  was  linking  thee  to  shame  ! — Alas  ! 
Shame  without  sin,  for  thou  art  faultless.     Hadst  thou 
But  had  a  different  husband,  «??//  husband 
In  Venice  save  the  Doge,  this  blight,  this  brand, 
This  blasphemy  had  never  fallen  upon  thee. 
So  young,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  so  pure, 
To  suffer  this,  and  yet  be  vmavenged  ! 

Ang.  I  am  too  well  avenged,  for  you  still  love  me, 
And  trust,  and  honour  me ;  and  all  men  know 
That  you  are  just,  and  I  am  tixie  :  what  more 
Could  I  require,  or  you  command  ? 

Doge.  'T  is  well, 

And  may  be  better ;  but  whate'er  betide, 
Be  thoii  at  least  kind  to  my  memory. 

Ang.  Why  speak  you  thus  ? 

Doge.  It  is  no  matter  why  ; 

But  I  Avould  still,  whatever  others  think. 
Have  your  respect  both  now  and  in  my  grave. 

Ang.  Why  shovild  you  doubt  it  ?    has  it  ever  fuil'd  ? 

Doge.  Come  hither,  child  ;  I  would  a  word  with  you. 
Your  father  Avas  my  friend ;  unequal  fortune 
Made  him  my  debtor  for  some  courtesies 
Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly  :  when,  oppress'd 
With  his  last  malady,  he  will'd  our  union. 
It  was  not  to  repay  me,  long  repaid 
Before  by  his  great  loyalty  in  friendshii) ; 
His  object  was  to  place  your  orphan  beauty 
In  honourable  safety  from  the  perils, 
Which,  in  tliis  scorpion  nest  of  vice,  assail 
A  lonely  and  undower'd  maid.     I  did  not 
Think  with  him,  but  would  not  oppose  the  thought 
Which  soothed  his  death-bed. 
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Av/j.  I  have  not  forgotteu 

The  nobleness  with  which  you  hade  me  speak 
If  my  young  heart  held  any  preference 
"Which  would  have  made  me  happier  ;  nor  your  offer 
To  make  my  dowry  equal  to  the  rank 
Of  aught  in  Venice,  and  forego  all  claim 
My  father's  last  injunction  gave  you. 

Boge.  Thus, 

'T  was  not  a  foolish  dotai'd's  \ale  caprice, 
Xor  the  false  edge  of  aged  appetite, 
Which  made  me  covetous  of  girlish  beauty, 
And  a  young  bride :  for  in  my  fieriest  youth 
I  sway'd  such  passions :  nor  -was  this  my  age 
Infected  with  that  leprosy  of  lust 
"Which  taints  the  hoaiiest  yeai's  of  vicious  men, 
Making  them  ransack  to  the  very  last 
The  dregs  of  pleasui-e  for  their  vanished  joys; 
Or  buy  in  selfish  marriage  some  young  victim, 
Too  helpless  to  refuse  a  state  that 's  honest, 
Too  feeling  not  to  know  herself  a  -rn-etch. 
Our  wedlock  was  not  of  this  sort  ;  you  had 
Freedom  from  me  to  choose,  and  \irged  in  answer 
Yoiu-  father's  choice. 

Ang.  I  did  so  ;  I  would  do  so 

In  face  of  earth  and  heaven ;  for  I  have  never 
Eepented  for  my  sake ;  sometimes  for  yours, 
In  pondering  o'er  your  late  disquietudes. 

Doge.  I  knew  my  heart  would  never  treat  you  harshly ; 
I  knew  my  days  could  not  disturb  you  long  ; 
And  then  the  daughter  of  my  earliest  friend, 
His  worthy  daughter,  free  to  choose  again, 
"Wealthier  and  A^iser,  in  the  ripest  bloom 
Of  womanhood,  more  skilful  to  select 
By  passing  these  probationary  years 
Inheriting  a  prince's  name  and  riches, 
Secured,  by  the  short  penance  of  enduring 
An  old  man  for  some  summers,  against  all 
That  law's  chicane  or  envious  kinsmen  might 
Have  urged  against  her  right ;  my  best  friend's  child. 
Would  choose  more  fitly  in  respect  of  years, 
And  not  less  truly  in  a  faithful  heart. 

A  ng.  ]\Iy  lord,  I  look'd  but  to  my  father's  wishes, 
Hallow'd  by  his  last  words,  and  to  my  heart 
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For  doing  all  its  duties,  and  replying 
AYith  faith  to  him  with  whom  I  was  affianced 
Ambitious  hopes  ne'er  cross'd  my  dreams  ;  and  should 
The  hour  you  speak  of  come,  it  will  be  seen  so. 

Doge.  I  do  believe  you ;  and  I  know  you  true  : 
For  love,  romantic  love,  which  in  my  youth 
I  knew  to  be  illusion,  and  ne'er  saw 
Lasting,  but  often  fatal,  it  had  been 
No  lure  for  me,  in  my  most  passionate  days, 
And  could  not  be  so  now,  did  such  exist. 
But  such  respect,  and  mildly  paid  regard 
As  a  true  feeling  for  your  welfare,  and 
A  free  compliance  with  all  honest  wishes, — 
A  kindness  to  your  virtues,  watchfulness 
Not  shown,  but  shadowing  o'er  such  little  failings 
As  youth  is  apt  in,  so  as  not  to  check 
Rashly,  but  win  you  from  them  ere  you  knew 
You  had  been  vron,  but  thought  the  change  your  choice ; 
A  pride  not  in  your  beauty,  but  your  conduct; 
A  trust  in  you ;  a  patriarchal  love, 
And  not  a  doting  homage  ;  friendship,  faith, — 
Such  estimation  in  your  eyes  as  these 
Might  claim,  I  hoped  for. 

Ang.  And  have  ever  had. 

Doge.  I  think  so.     For  the  difference  in  our  years 

You  knew  it,  choosing  me,  and  chose  :  I  trusted 

Not  to  my  qualities,  nor  would  have  faith 

In  such,  nor  outward  ornaments  of  natvire, 

Were  I  still  in  my  five  and  twentieth  spring  ; 

I  trusted  to  the  blood  of  Loredano 

Pure  in  your  veins  :  I  trusted  to  the  soul 

God  gave  you— to  the  truths  your  father  taught  you — 

To  your  belief  in  Heaven — to  your  mild  virtues — 

To  your  own  faith  and  honour,  for  my  own. 

Ang.  You  have  done  well. — I  thank  you  for  that  trust, 

Which  I  have  never  for  one  moment  ceased 

To  honour  you  the  more  for. 

Doge.  Where  is  honom-, 

Innate  and  precept-strengthen' d,  'tis  the  rock 

Of  faith  connubial :  where  it  is  not — where 

Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  vanities 

Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 

Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I  know 


Scene  I.]  DOGE  OF  VENICE.  9f 

'T  were  hopeless  for  humanity  to  dream 

Of  honesty  in  such  infected  blood, 

Although  't  were  wed  to  him  it  covets  most : 

An  incarnation  of  the  poet's  god 

In  all  his  marble-chiseird  beauty,  or 

The  demi-deity,  Alcides,  in 

His  majesty  of  superhuman  manhood, 

Would  not  suffice  to  bind  where  ^^l•tue  is  not ; 

It  is  consistency  which  forms  and  proves  it : 

Vice  cannot  fix,  and  vii-tue  cannot  change. 

The  once  fall'n  woman  must  for  ever  fall ; 

For  vice  must   have  variety,  while  virtue 

Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  around 

Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her  aspect. 

Aiirj.  And  seeing,  feeling  thus  this  truth  in  others, 
(I  pray  you  pardon  me  ;)  but  wherefore  yield  you 
To  the  most  fierce  of  fatal  pa.ssions,  and 
Disquiet  your  great  thoughts  with  restless  hate 
Of  such  a  thing  as  Steno  ? 

Doge.                                    You  mistake  me. 
It  is  not  Steno  who  could  move  me  thus  ; 
Had  it  been  so,  he  should but  let  that  pass. 

Ang.  What  is't  you  feel  so  deeply,  then,  even  now? 

Doge.  The  violated  majesty  of  Venice, 
At  once  insulted  in  her  lord  and  laws. 

Aug.  Alas  !  why  \d\\  you  thus  consider  it  ? 

Doge.  I  have  thought  on 't  till but  let  me  lead  you  back 

To  what  I  urged ;  all  these  things  being  noted, 

I  wedded  you  :  the  world  then  did  me  justice 

Upon  the  motive,  and  my  conduct  proved 

They  did  me  right,  while  yours  was  all  to  praLse  : 

You  had  all  freedom,  all  respect,  all  trust 

From  me  and  mine ;  and,  born  of  those  who  made 

Princes  at  home,  and  swept  kings  from  their  thrones 

On  foreign  shores,  in  all  things  you  appear 'd 

AVorthy  to  be  our  first  of  native  dames. 

A  ng.  To  what  does  this  conduct  ? 

Doge.  To  thus  much — that 

A  miscreant's  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all — 
A  villain,  whom  for  his  unbridled  bearing, 
Even  in  the  midst  of  our  great  festival, 
1  caused  to  be  conducted  forth,  and  taught 
How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers  ; 
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A  wretch  like  this  may  leave  upon  the  wall 

The  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart, 

And  this  shall  spread  itself  in  general  poison  ; 

And  woman's  innocence,  man's  honour,  pass 

Into  a  by-word;  and  the  doubly  felon 

(Who  first  insulted  virgin  modesty 

By  a  gross  affront  to  your  attendant  damsels 

Amidst  the  noblest  of  om-  dames  in  public) 

Requite  himself  for  his  most  just  expulsion 

By  blackening  publicly  his  sovereign's  consort, 

And  be  absolved  by  his  upright  compeers. 

Arte/.  But  he  has  been  condemn'd  into  captivity. 
Doge.  For  such  as  him  a  dungeon  were  acquittal ; 

And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arrest  will  pass 

Within  a  palace.     But  I  've  done  with  him  ; 

The  rest  must  be  with  you. 

Ang.  With  me,  my  lord  ? 

Doge.  Yes,  Angiolina.     Do  not  marvel ;  I 

Have  let  this  prey  upon  me  till  I  feel 

My  life  cannot  be  long  ;  and  fain  would  have  you 

Regard  the  injunctions  you  will  find  within 

This  scroll  {Giving  her  a  iiaper) Fear  not ;  they  are  for 

your  advantage  : 

Read  them  hereafter  at  the  fitting  hour. 

Ang.  My  lord,  in  life,  and  after  life,  you  shall 

Be  honour'd  still  by  me  :  but  may  your  days 
Be  many  yet — and  happier  than  the  present  ! 
This  passion  will  give  way,  and  you  Avill  bo 
Serene,  and  what  you  shoiild  be — what  you  were. 

Doge.  I  will  be  what  I  should  be,  or  be  nothing  ; 
But  never  more — oh  !  never,  never  more. 
O'er  the  few  days  or  hours  which  yet  await 
The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 
Sweet  quiet  shed  her  sunset  !     Never  more 
Those  summer  shadows  rising  from  the  j)ast 
Of  a  not  ill-spent  nor  inglorious  life, 
Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  ajiproaches, 
Shall  soothe  me  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 
I  had  but  little  more  to  ask,  or  hope, 
Save  the  regards  due  to  the  blood  and  sweat, 
And  the  soul's  labour  through  which  I  had  toil'd 
To  make  my  country  honour'd.     As  her  servant — 
Her  servant,  though  her  cliief — I  Avould  have  gone 
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D  j'.vu  to  my  fathers  vrith.  a  name  serene 

And  pure  as  theirs  ;  but  this  has  been  denied  mo. 

Woiikl  I  had  died  at  Zara  ! 

Anr/.  There  you  saved 

The  state  ;  then  live  to  save  her  stilL     A  day. 
Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  best 
Keproof  to  them,  and  sole  revenge  for  you. 

I)oi;/e.  But  one  such  day  occurs  within  an  age ; 
My  life  is  little  less  than  one,  and  't  is 
Er,ough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  once, 
Tlat  -which  scarce  one  more  favourd  citizen 
Jlay  win  in  many  states  and  years.     But  why 
Thus  speak  I  ?     Venice  has  forgot  that  day — 
1  hen  why  should  I  remember  it  ? — Farewell, 
Tweet  Angiolina  !  I  must  to  my  cabinet  ; 
1  here  's  much  for  me  to  do — and  the  hour  hastens. 

Anff.  Remember  what  you  were. 

Dor/e.  It  were  in  vain  ! 

Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy, 
While  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  still. 

Ap[/.  At  least,  whate'er  may  urge,  let  me  implore 
That  you  will  take  some  little  pause  of  rest  : 
Your  sleep  for  many  nights  has  been  so  turbid, 
That  it  had  been  relief  to  have  awaked  you. 
Had  I  not  hoped  that  Xature  would  o'erpower 
At  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your  slumbers  thus. 
An  hour  of  rest  will  give  you  to  your  toils 
AVith  fitter  thoughts  and  freshen' d  strength. 

Doge.  I  cannot — 

I  must  not,  if  I  could  ;  for  never  was 
Such  reason  to  be  watchful  :  yet  a  few — 
Yet  a  few  days  and  dream-i3erturbed  nights, 
And  I  shall  slumber  well — but  where  ? — no  matter. 
Adieu,  my  Angiolina. 

A  ng.  Let  me  be 

An  instant — yet  an  instant  your  companion  I 
I  cannot  bear  to  leave  you  thus. 

Doge.  Come  then, 

My  gentle  child — forgive  me  ;  thou  wert  made 
For  better  fortunes  than  to  share  in  mine, 
Kow  darkling  in  their  close  toward  the  deep  vale 
Whei'e  Death  sits  robed  in  his  all-sweeping  shadov/. 
"When  I  am  gone — it  may  be  sooner  than 

II  2 
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Even  tliese  years  warrant,  for  there  is  that  stilling 

^Vithin,  above,  around,  that  in  this  city 

Will  make  the  cemeteries  populous 

As  e'er  they  ^yere  bj^  pestilence  or  war, — 

"When  I  am  nothing,  let  that  which  I  vxis 

Be  still  sometimes  a  name  on  thy  sweet  lips, 

A  shadow  in  thj^  fancy,  of  a  thing 

Which  wovxld  not  have  thee  mourn  it,  but  remember. 

Let  us  begone,  my  child — the  time  is  pressing. 

iExcuni. 

SCENE  II. 

A  retired  ttpot  near  the  Arsenal. 
Israel  Ckktuccio  and  Philip  Calexdaco. 

Cid.  How  sped  you,  Israel,  in  your  late  complaint  ? 

I.  Ber.  Why,  well. 

Cal.  Is 't  possible !  v/ill  he  be  punish'd  ? 

/.  Ber.  Yes. 

Cal.  With  what  ?  a  mulct  or  an  arrest  ? 

I.  Ber.  With  death  ! 

Cal.  ISTow  you  rave,  or  must  intend  revenge. 
Such  as  I  counsell'd  you,  with  your  o^vn  hand. 

/.  Ber.  Yes  ;  and  for  one  sole  draught  of  hate,  forego 
The  great  redress  we  meditate  for  Venice, 
And  change  a  life  of  hope  for  one  of  exile  ; 
Leaving  one  scorpion  crush'd,  and  thousands  stinging 
My  friends,  my  family,  my  countrymen  ! 
No,  Calendaro  ;  these  same  drops  of  blood, 
Shed  shamefully,  shall  have  the  whole  of  his 

For  their  requital but  not  only  his ; 

We  will  not  strike  for  jDiivate  wrongs  alone  : 
Such  are  for  selfish  passions  and  rash  men. 
But  are  unworthy  a  tyrannicide. 

Cal.  You  have  more  patience  than  I  care  to  boast. 
Had  I  been  present  when  you.  bore  this  insult, 
I  must  have  slain  him,  or  expired  myself 
In  the  vain  effort  to  repress  my  wrath. 

/.  Ber.  Thank  Heaven  you  were  not — all  had  else  been 
marr'd  : 
As  't  is,  our  cause  looks  prosperous  still. 

Cal.  You  saw 

The  Doge — what  answer  gave  he  ? 
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/.  Ber.  That  there  ^va3 

Xo  pnnishment  for  such  as  Barbaro. 

Cal.  I  told  you  so  before,  aud  that 't  was  idle 
To  think  of  justice  from  such  hands. 

/.  Bcr.  At  least. 

It  lull'd  suspicion,  shov.iog  confidence. 
Had  I  been  silent,  not  a  sbirro  but 
Ka  1  1  ept  me  in  his  eve,  as  meditating 
A  silent,  solitary,  deep  revenge. 

Cal.  But  wherefore  not  address  you  to  the  Council  ? 
The  Doge  is  a  mere  puppet,  who  can  scarce 
Obtain  right  for  himself.     Why  speak  to  him  ? 

/.  Bcr.  You  shall  know  that  hereafter. 

Cal.  Wliy  not  now  ? 

/.  Ber.  Be  patient  but  till  midnight.     Get  your  muster.s, 
And  bid  oui'  friends  prepare  then*  companies  : 
Set  all  in  readiness  to  strike  the  blow, 
Perhaps  in  a  few  hours ;  we  have  long  waited 
For  a  fit  time — that  hour  is  on  the  dial, 
It  may  be,  of  to-morrow's  .sun  :  delay 
Beyond  may  breed  us  double  danger.     See 
That  all  be  punctual  at  our  place  of  meeting. 
And  arm'd,  excepting  those  of  the  Sixteen, 
"Who  will  remain  among  the  troops  to  wait 
The  signal. 

Cal.  These  brave  words  have  breathed  new  life 

Into  my  veins  :  I  am  sick  of  these  protracted 
And  hesitating  councils  :  day  on  day 
Crawl'd  on,  aud  added  but  another  link 
To  our  long  fetters,  and  some  fresher  wrong 
Inflicted  on  our  brethren  or  oui^elves, 
Helping  to  swell  our  tyi-ants'  bloated  strength. 
Let  us  but  deal  upon  them,  and  I  care  not 
For  the  result,  which  must  be  death  or  freedom  ! 
I  'm  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neither. 

/.  Bcr.  We  will  be  free  in  life  or  death  !  the  grave 
Is  chainless.     Have  you  all  the  musters  ready  ? 
And  are  the  sixteen  companies  completed 
To  sixty  ? 

Cal.  All  save  two,  in  which  there  are 

Twenty-five  wanting  to  make  up  the  number. 

/.  Bcr.  Xo  matter ;   we  can  do  without.      Whose  are 
they? 
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Cal.  Bertram's  and  old  Soranzo's,  both  of  whom 
Appear  less  forward  iu  the  cause  than  we  are. 

/.  Ber.  Your  fiery  nature  makes  you  deem  all  tho.^iO 
"Who  are  not  restless  cold  :  but  there  exists 
Oft  in  concentred  spirits  not  less  daring 
Tlian  in  more  loud  avengers.     Do  not  doubt  tliem. 

Cal.  I  do  not  doubt  the  elder ;  but  in  Bertram 
There  is  a  hesitating  softness,  fatal 
To  enterprise  like  ours  :  I  've  seen  that  man 
Vveep  like  an  infant  o'er  the  misery 
Of  others,  heedless  of  his  own,  though  greater; 
And  in  a  recent  quarrel  I  beheld  him 
Turn  sick  at  sight  of  blood,  although  a  villain's. 

/.  Ber.  The  truly  brave  are  soft  of  heart  and  eyes, 
And  feel  for  what  their  dvity  bids  them  do. 
I  have  known  Berti-am  long ;  there  doth  not  breathe 
A  soul  more  full  of  honour. 

Cal.  It  may  be  so  : 

I  apprehend  less  treachery  than  weakness ; 
Yet  as  he  has  no  mistress,  and  no  wife 
To  work  upon  his  milkiness  of  spirit. 
He  may  go  through  the  ordeal ;  it  is  well 
He  is  an  orphan,  friendless  save  in  us : 
A  woman  or  a  child  had  made  him  less 
Than  either  in  resolve. 

/.  Ber.  Such  ties  are  not 

For  those  who  are  call'd  to  the  high  destinies 
"Which  purify  corrupted  common\'.-ealths ; 
We  must  forget  all  feelings  save  the  one, 
AVe  must  resign  all  passions  save  our  purpose. 
We  must  behold  no  object  save  our  country, 
And  only  look  on  death  as  beautiful, 
So  that  the  sacrifice  ascend  to  heaven, 
And  draw  down  freedom  on  her  evermore. 

Cal  But  if  we  fail 

/.  Bei'.  They  never  fail  who  die 

In  a  great  cause  :  the  block  may  soak  their  gore ; 
Their  heads  may  sodden  in  the  sun  ;  their  limbs 
Be  strung  to  city  gates  and  castle  Avails — 
But  still  their  spirit  walks  abroad.     Though  years 
Elapse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 
They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping  thoughts 
Which  overpower  all  otherS;  and  coucluct 
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The  world* at  last  to  freedom.     What  were  we. 
If  Bi-utus  had  not  lived  ?     He  died  in  giving 
Eome  hberty,  but  left  a  deathless  lesson — ■ 
A  name  which  is  a  vu-tue,  and  a  soid 
"WTiich  multiplies  itself  throughout  all  time, 
When  ^\■icked  men  wax  mighty,  and  a  state 
Turns  servile.     He  and  his  high  friend  were  styled 
*•  The  last  of  Romans  ! "'     Let  us  be  the  first 
Of  true  Venetians,  sprimg  from  Roman  sires. 

Cal  Our  fathers  did  not  fly  from  Attila 
Into  these  isles,  where  palaces  have  spnmg 
On  banks  redeem'd  from  the  rude  ocean's  ooze. 
To  own  a  thousand  despots  in  his  place. 
Better  bow  6.o\ra  before  the  Hun,  and  call 
A  Tartai-  lord,  than  these  swoln  silkworms  masters ! 
The  first  at  least  was  man,  and  used  his  sword 
As  sceptre  :  these  unmanly  creeping  things 
Command  our  swords,  and  rule  us  with  a  word 
As  with  a  spell. 

/.  Ber.  It  shall  be  broken  soon. 

You  say  that  all  things  are  in  readiness ; 
To-day  I  have  not  been  the  usual  round, 
And  why  thou  knowest ;  but  thy  vigilance 
Will  better  have  supplied  my  care  :  these  orders 
In  recent  council  to  redouble  now 
Our  eftorts  to  repair  the  galleys,  have 
Lent  a  fair  colour  to  the  introduction       ^ 
Of  many  of  our  cause  into  the  arsenal, 
As  new  artificers  for  their  equipment, 
Or  fresh  recruits  obtain'd  in  haste  to  man 
The  hoped-for  fleet. — Are  all  supplied  with  ivrms  ? 

Cal.  All  who  v>'ere  deem'd  trust-worthy  :  there  are  some 
Whom  it  were  well  to  keep  in  ignorance 
Till  it  be  time  to  strike,  and  then  supply  them ; 
^Yhen  in  the  heat  and  hurry  of  the  hoiu' 
They  have  no  opportunity  to  pause, 
But  needs  must  on  with  those  who  will  surround  them. 

/.  Ber.  You  have  said  well.      Have  you  remai'k'd   aU 
such] 

Cal.  I  've  noted  most ;  and  caiLsed  the  other  chiefs 
To  use  like  caution  in  their  companies. 
As  fai'  as  I  have  seen,  we  are  enough 
To  make  the  enterprise  seciu'e,  if  't  is 
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Commenced  to-morrow  ;  but,  till 't  is  begun, 
Each  hour  is  pregnant  vAth.  a  thousand  perils. 

/.  £er.  Let  the  Sixteen  meet  at  the  wonted  hour, 
Except  Soranzo,  Nicoletto  Blondo, 
And  ivIai"co  Giuda,  who  will  keep  their  watch 
Within  the  arsenal,  and  hold  all  ready, 
Expectant  of  the  signal  we  will  fix  on. 

CaL  We  will  not  fail. 

/.  Ber.  Let  all  the  rest  be  there  ; 

I  have  a  stranger  to  present  to  them. 

Cut.  A  sti-anger  !  doth  he  know  the  secret "? 

/.  Bcr.  Yes. 

Cal  And  have  you  dared  to  peril  your  friends'  lives 
On  a  rash  confidence  in  one  we  know  not  ? 

/.  Bc)'.  I  have  risk'd  no  man's  life  except  my  own — 
Of  that  be  certain  :  he  is  one  who  may 
Make  our  assurance  doubly  sure,  according 
His  aid ;  and  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 
Is  in  our  power  :  he  comes  alone  ■s^dth  me, 
And  cannot  'scape  us ;  but  he  will  not  swerve. 

Cal  I  cannot  judge  of  this  until  I  know  him  : 
Is  he  one  of  our  order  1 

I.  Ber.  Ay,  in  spirit. 

Although  a  child  of  greatness ;  he  is  one 
Who  would  become  a  throne,  or  overthrow  one — 
One  who  has  done  great  deeds,  and  seen  great  changes  ; 
No  tyrant,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny ; 
Valiant  in  war,  and  sage  in  council ;  noble 
In  nature,  although  haughty  ;  quick,  yet  wary  : 
Yet  for  all  this,  so  full  of  certain  passions, 
That  if  once  stirr'd  and  bafHed,  as  he  has  been 
Upon  the  tenderest  points,  there  is  no  Fury 
In  Grecian  story  like  to  that  which  wrings 
His  vitals  with  her  biirning  hands,  till  lie  - 
Grows  capable  of  all  things  for  revenge  ; 
And  add  too,  that  his  mind  is  liberal. 
He  sees  and  feels  the  people  are  oppress'd, 
And  shares  their  sufferings.     Take  him  all  in  all, 
We  have  need  of  such,  and  such  have  need  of  us. 

Cal.  And  what  part  would  jon  have  him  take  with  us  ? 

/.  Bei'.  It  may  be,  that  of  chief. 

CaZ.  What !  and  resign 

Your  own  command  as  leader  ? 
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/.  Be,'.  Even  so. 

!My  object  is  to  make  yoiii'  cause  end  well, 
And  not  to  pnsli  myself  to  power.     Experience, 
Some  skill,  and  your  own  choice,  bad  mark'd  me  out 
To  act  in  trust  as  your  commander,  till 
Some  worthier  should  appear  :  if  I  have  found  such 
As  you  yourselves  shall  own  more  v.-orthy,  think  you 
That  I  would  hesitate  from  selfishness. 
And,  covetous  of  brief  authority, 
Stake  our  deep  interest  on  my  single  thoughts, 
Itather  than  yield  to  one  above  me  in 
All  leading  qualities'?     No,  Calendaro, 
Know  your  fx'iend  better  ;  but  you  all  shall  judge. 
Away  !  and  let  us  meet  at  the  fix'd  hour. 
Be  vigilant,  and  all  will  yet  go  well. 

Cal.  "Worthy  Bertuccio,  I  have  known  you  ever 
Trusty  and  brave,  with  head  and  heart  to  plan 
What  I  have  still  been  prompt  to  execute. 
For  my  o^\n  p^irt.,  I  seek  no  other  chief ; 
What  the  rest  will  decide  I  know  not,  but 
I  am  with  you,  as  I  have  ever  been. 
In  all  our  undertakings.     Xow  farewell. 
Until  the  hour  of  midnight  sees  us  meet.  iExevnt 


ACT  III. 

Soej:e  I. — Scene,  the  Space  between  the  Canal  and  the  Church  of  San 
Giovanni  e  San  Paolo.  An  equestrian  Statue  before  it. — A  Gondola 
lies  in  the  Canal  at  some  distance. 

Enter  the  Doge  alon'\  disguised. 

Ooge  (solus).  I  am  before  the  hour,  the  hour  whose  voice, 
Pealing  into  the  arch  of  night,  might  strike 
These  palaces  with  ominous  tottering, 
And  rock  their  marbles  to  the  corner-stone, 
Vraking  the  sleepers  from  some  hideous  dream 
Of  indistinct  but  awful  augury 
Of  that  v.-hich  will  befall  them.     Yes,  proud  city  ! 
Thou  must  be  cleansed  of  the  black  blood  which  makes  th^! 
A  lazar-house  of  tyranny  :  the  task 
Is  forced  upon  me,  I  have  sought  it  not ; 
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And  therefore  was  I  punisli'd,  seeing  this 

Patrician  pestilence  spread  on  and  on, 

Until  at  length  it  smote  me  in  my  slumbers, 

And  I  am  tainted,  and  must  wash  away 

The  plague  spots  in  the  healing  wave.     Tall  fane  ! 

Where  sleep  my  fathers,  whose  dim  statues  shadow 

The  floor  which  doth  divide  us  from  the  dead, 

"Where  all  the  pregnant  hearts  of  our  hold  blood, 

Moulder'd  into  a  mite  of  ashes,  hold 

In  one  shrunk  heap  what  once  made  many  heroes, 

When  what  is  now  a  liandful  shook  the  earth — 

Fane  of  the  tutelar  saints  who  guard  our  house  ! 

Vault  where  two  Doges  rest— my  sires  !  who  died 

The  one  of  toil,  the  other  in  the  field, 

With  a  long  race  of  other  lineal  cliiefs 

And  sages,  whose  great  labours,  wounds,  and  state 

I  have  inherited, — let  the  graves  gape, 

Till  all  thine  aisles  be  peopled  with  the  dead. 

And  pour  them  from  thy  portals  to  gaze  on  me  ! 

I  call  them  up,  and  them  and  thee  to  witness 

What  it  hath  been  which  put  me  to  this  task — 

Their  pure  high  blood,  their  blazon-roll  of  glories. 

Their  mighty  name  dishonour'd  all  in  me, 

Not  hij  me,  but  by  the  ungrateful  nobles 

We  fought  to  make  our  equals,  not  our  lords  : 

And  chiefly  thou,  Ordelafo  the  brave, 

Who  perish'd  in  tlie  field,  where  I  since  conqiier'd, 

Battling  at  Zara,  did  the  hecatombs 

Of  thine  and  Venice'  foes,  there  offer'd  up 

By  thy  descendant,  merit  such  acquittance  ? 

Spirits  !  smile  down  upon  me  ;  for  my  cause 

Is  yours,  in  all  life  now  can  be  of  yours, — 

Your  fame,  your  name,  all  mingled  up  in  mine, 

And  in  the  future  fortunes  of  our  race  ! 

Let  me  but  prosper,  and  I  make  this  city 

Free  and  immortal,  and  our  house's  name 

AVorthier  of  what  you  were,  now  and  hereafter  ! 

Elite)-  Israel  Bektuccio. 

/.  Ber.  Who  goes  there  1 
Doge.  A  friend  to  Venice. 

I.  Ber.  'Tis  he. 

Welcome;  my  lord, — you  are  before  the  time. 
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Doge,  I  am  ready  to  proceed  to  3'our  assembly. 

/.  Ber.  Have  with  you. — I  am  proud  and  pleased  to  sco 
Such  confident  alacrity.     Your  doubts 
Since  our  last  meeting,  then,  are  all  dispell'd  ? 

Doge.  Xot  so — but  I  have  set  my  little  left 
OF  life  upon  this  cast :  the  die  Avas  thro%\-n 
"When  I  first  listen'd  to  your  treason. — Start  not  ! 
That  is  the  word  ;  I  cannot  shape  my  tongue 
To  syllable  black  deeds  into  smooth  names, 
Though  I  be  wrought  on  to  commit  them.     "When 
I  heard  you  tempt  your  sovereign,  and  forbore 
To  have  you  dragg'd  to  prison,  I  became 
Your  guiltiest  accomplice  :  now  you  may, 
If  it  so  please  you,  do  as  much  by  me. 

/.  Ber.  Strange  words,  my  lord,  and  most  unmerited ; 

am  no  spy,  and  neither  are  we  traitors. 

Doge.    We —  We  ! — no  matter — you  have  earu'd  the  right 
To  talk  of  vs. — But  to  the  point. — If  this 
Attempt  succeeds,  and  Venice,  render'd  free 
And  flourishing,  when  we  are  in  our  graves, 
Conducts  her  generations  to  our  tombs. 
And  makes  her  children  with  their  little  hands 
Strew  flowers  o'er  her  deliverers'  ashes,  then 
The  consequence  will  sanctify  the  deed, 
And  we  shall  be  like  the  two  Brati  in 
The  annals  of  hereafter ;  but  if  not, 
If  we  should  fail,  emploj'ing  bloody  means 
And  secret  plot,  although  to  a  good  end, 
Still  we  are  traitors,  honest  Israel;— thou 
Xo  less  than  he  who  was  thy  sovereign 
Six  hours  ago,  and  now  thy  brotlier  rebel. 

/.  Btr.  'Tis  not  tlie  moment  to  consider  thus. 
Else  I  could  answer. — Let  its  to  the  meeting, 
Or  vre  m  >y  be  observed  in  lingering  here. 

Doqe.  Y\"e  are  observed,  and  have  been. 

/.  Btr.  We  observed  ! 

Let  me  discover — and  this  steel 

Doge.  Put  up ; 

Here  are  no  human  witnesses  :  look  there — 
What  see  you  ? 

/.  Ber.  Only  a  tall  warrior's  statue 

Bestriding  a  proud  steed,  in  the  dim  light 
Of  the  dull  moon. 
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Doge.  That  warrior  was  the  sire 

Of  my  sire's  fathers,  and  that  statue  was 
Decreed  to  him  by  the  twice  rescued  city : — 
Think  you  that  he  looks  down  on  us  or  no  ? 

/,  Bcr.  My  lord,  these  are  mere  fantasies ;  there  are 
No  eyes  in  marble. 

Do(je.  But  there  are  in  Death. 

I  tell  thee,  man,  there  is  a  spirit  in 
Such  things  that  acts  and  sees,  unseen,  though  felt; 
And,  if  there  be  a  spell  to  stir  the  dead, 
'T  is  in  such  deeds  as  we  are  now  upon. 
Deem'st  thou  the  souls  of  such  a  race  as  mine 
Can  rest,  when  he,  their  last  descendant  chief. 
Stands  plotting  on  the  brink  of  their  pure  graves 
"With  stung  plebeians  \ 

I.  Ber.  It  had  been  as  well 

To  have  ponder'd  this  before, — ere  you  embark'd 
In  our  great  enterprise. — Do  you  repent  ? 

Doge.  No — but  I  fed,  and  shall  do  to  the  last. 
I  cannot  quench  a  glorious  life  at  once, 
Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  I  now  must  be,^- 
And  take  men's  lives  by  stealth,  without  some  pause  : 
Yet  doubt  me  not;  it  is  this  very  feeling, 
And  knowing  tcluit  has  wrung  me  to  be  thus, 
Which  is  your  best  security.     There  's  not 
A  roused  mechanic  in  your  busy  plot 
So  wrong'd  as  I,  so  lall'n,  so  loudly  call'd 
To  his  redress :  the  very  means  I  am  forced 
By  these  fell  tj'rauts  to  adopt  is  such, 
That  I  abhor  them  doubly  for  the  deeds 
"\niich  I  must  do  to  pay  them  back  for  theirs, 
/.  Bcr.  Let  us  away — hark — the  hour  strikes. 
Doge.  On — on — 

It  is  our  knell,  or  that  of  Venice — On. 

/.  Ber.  Say  rather,  'tis  her  freedom's  rising  peal 
Of  triumph.     This  way — we  are  near  the  place. 

{ExcunU 
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SCENE   II. 

The  House  where  the  Conspirators  meet. 

Dagolixo,  Doeo,  Bkrtraii,  Fedele  Tkevisaxo,  Calexdaro, 
AxToxio  delle  Bende,  &c.  &c. 

Cal.  {cnteriiifj).  Are  all  here? 

Dag.  All  vnih.  you ;  except  the  tliree 

On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 
Who  is  expected  momei^tly. 

Cal.  Where 's  Bertram  ? 

Ber.  Here! 

Cal.  Have  you  not  been  able  to  complete 

The  nmnber  wanting  in  your  company  ? 

Ber.  I  had  mark'd  out  some  :  but  I  have  not  dared 
To  trust  them  with  the  secret,  till  assured 
That  they  were  worthy  faith. 

Cal.  There  is  no  need 

Of  trusting  to  theh  faith ;  v:lio,  save  ourselves 
And  our  more  chosen  comrades,  is  awai-e 
Fully  of  our  intent  ?  they  thiak  themselves 
Engaged  in  secret  to  the  Signoiy,'-* 
To  punish  some  more  dissolute  yomig  nobles 
"SMio  have  defied  the  law  in  their  excesses  ; 
But  once  drawn  up,  and  their  new  swords  well  flesh'd 
In  the  rank  hearts  of  the  more  odious  senators, 
They  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  up 
Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  they  sec 
The  example  of  their  chiefs,  and  I  for  one 
Will  set  them  such,  that  they  for  very  shame 
And  safety  will  not  pause  till  all  have  psrish'd. 

Ber.  How  say  you  ?  o.ll ! 

Cal.  Whom  wouldst  thou  spare  ? 

Ber.  I  si'arc  ? 

I  have  no  power  to  spare.     I  only  questional, 
Thinking  that  even  amongst  these  wicked  men 
Thei'e  might  be  some,  whose  age  and  quahties 
Might  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

Cal.  "    Yes,  such  pity 

As  when  the  viper  hath  been  cut  to  pieces, 
The  separate  fragments  quivering  in  the  sun. 
In  the  last  energy  of  venomous  Ufe, 
Deseiwe  and  have.     AVhv,  I  should  think  as  soon 
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Of  pitying  some  particular  fang  which  made 

One  in  the  jaw  of  the  swolu  serpent,  as 

Of  saving  one  of  these  :  they  form  but  links 

Of  one  long  chain ;  one  mass,  one  breath,  one  body; 

They  eat,  and  drink,  and  live,  and  breed  together, 

Revel,  and  lie,  oppress,  and  kill  iu  concert, — 

So  let  them  die  as  one  ! 

Bag.  Should  one  survive, 

He  would  be  dangerous  as  the  whole ;  it  is  not 
Their  numbex',  be  it  tens  or  thousands,  but 
The  spirit  of  this  aristocracy 
Which  must  be  rooted  out ;  and  if  there  were 
A  single  shoot  of  the  old  tree  in  life, 
'T  would  fasten  in  the  soil,  and  spring  again 
To  gloomy  verdure  and  to  bitter  fruit. 
Bei'tram,  we  must  be  firm  ! 

Col.  Look  to  it  well, 

Bertram  ;  I  have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

Ber.  AVho 

Distrusts  me  ? 

Cat.  Not  I ;  for  if  I  did  so, 

Thou  wouldst  not  now  be  there  to  talk  of  trust  : 
It  is  thy  softness,  not  thy  want  of  faith, 
AVhich  makes  thee  to  be  doubted, 

Bcv.  You  should  know 

Who  hear  me,  who  and  what  I  am  ;  a  man 
Housed  like  yourselves  to  overthrow  oppression  ; 
A  kind  man,  I  am  apt  to  think,  as  some 
Of  you  have  found  me  ;  and  if  brave  or  no. 
You,  Calendaro,  can  pronounce,  who  have  seen  me 
Put  to  the  proof ;  or,  if  you  should  have  doubts, 
I  '11  clear  them  on  your  person  ! 

Cal.  You  are  welcome. 

When  once  our  enterprise  is  o'er,  which  must  not 
Be  interrupted  by  a  private  brawl. 

Ber.  I  am  no  brawler  ;  but  can  bear  myself 
As  far  among  the  foe  as  any  he 
Who  hears  me ;  else  why  have  I  been  selected 
To  be  of  3'our  chief  comrades  ?  but  no  less 
I  own  my  natural  weakness ;  I  have  not 
Yet  learn'd  to  think  of  indiscriminate  murder 
Without  some  sense  of  shuddering;  and  the  sight 
Of  blood  which  spouts  through  hoary  scalps  is  not 
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To  uie  a  thing  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 
Of  man  surpi-ised  a  glory,     "Well — too  -well 
I  know  that  we  must  do  such  thing.?  on  those 
"NMiose  acts  have  raised  up  such  avengers  ;  but 
If  there  were  some  of  these  who  could  be  saved 
From  out  this  sweeping  fate,  for  our  own  sakes 
And  for  our  honour,  to  take  off  some  stain 
Of  massacre,  which  else  pollutes  it  wholly, 
I  had  been  glad  ;  and  see  no  cause  in  this 
For  sneer,  nor  for  suspicion  ! 

Bar/.  Calm  thee,  Bei-tram, 

For  we  suspect  thee  not,  and  take  good  heart. 
It  is  the  cause,  and  not  our  will,  which  asks 
Such  actions  from  otu'  hands  :  we  11  wash  away 
All  stains  in  Freedom's  fountain  ! 

Er.tcr  Israel  Bertcccio,  and  the  Doge,  disguised. 

Do.'j.  AYelcome,  Israel. 

Coiisp.  Most  welcome. — Brave  Bei-tuccio,  thou  art  late — 
Who  is  this  stranger  ? 

Cal.  It  is  time  to  name  him. 

Our  comrades  are  even  now  prepai-ed  to  greet  liim 
In  brotherhood,  as  I  have  made  it  known 
That  thou  wouldst  add  a  brother  to  our  cause. 
Approved  by  thee,  and  thus  approved  by  all, 
Such  is  our  trust  in  all  thine  actions.     Now 
Let  him  imfold  himself. 

/.  Bcr.  Strangei-,  step  forth  ! 

ITIie  Doge  discovers  /i!;:'>.il/. 

Consp.  To  arms  ! — we  are  betray 'd — it  is  the  Doge  i 
Down  with  them  both  !  our  traitorous  captain,  and 
The  tyrant  he  hath  sold  us  to. 

Cal.  {dratdng  Ids  sivord).  Hold  !  hold  ! 

"Who  moves  a  step  against  them  dies.     Hold  !  hear 
Bertuccio — What  !  are  you  appall'd  to  see 
A  lone,  unguarded,  weaponless  old  man 
Amongst  yo\i  ? — Israel,  speak  :  what  means  this  mystery  ? 

/.  Bcr.  Let  them  advance  and  strike  at  their  own  bosoms, 
L^ngrateful  suicides  !  for  on  our  lives 
Depend  their  own,  their  fortunes,  and  their  hopes. 

Boge.  Strike  I — If  I  dreaded  death,  a  death  more  fearful 
Thau  any  your  rash  weapons  can  inflict. 
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I  should  not  now  be  here  :  Oh,  noble  Courage  ! 

The  eldest  bora  of  Fear,  which  makes  you  brave 

Agaiust  this  solitary  hoary  head  ! 

See  the  bold  chiefs,  who  wovild  reform  a  state 

And  shake  down  senates,  mad  with  wrath  and  dread 

At  sight  of  one  patrician  !     Butcher  me  ! 

You  can,  I  care  not. — Israel,  are  these  men 

The  mighty  hearts  you  spoke  of?  look  upon  them  ! 

Cah  Faith  !  he  hath  shamed  us,  and  deservedly. 
AVas  this  j'our  trust  in  your  true  chief  Bertuccio, 
To  turn  yoxiv  swords  against  him  and  his  guest  ? 
iSheathe  them,  and  hear  him. 

/.  Bev.  I  disdain  to  speak. 

They  might  and  must  have  known  a  heart  like  mine 
Incapable  of  treachery;  and  the  power 
Thej^  gave  me  to  adopt  all  fitting  means 
To  further  their  design  was  ne'er  abused. 
They  might  be  certain  that  whoe'er  was  brought 
J'>_y  me  into  this  council  had  been  led 
To  take  his  choice — as  brother,  or  as  victim, 

Dorjc.  And  which  am  I  to  be  ?  your  actions  leave 
Some  cause  to  doubt  the  freedom  of  the  choice. 

/,  Ber.  My  lord,  we  would  have  perish'd  here  together, 
Had  these  rash  men  proceeded  ;  but,  behold, 
They  are  ashamed  of  that  mad  moment's  impulse, 
And  droop  theii-  heads ;  believe  me,  they  are  such 
As  I  described  them. — Speak  to  them. 

Old.  Ay,  speak ; 

We  are  all  listening  in  wonder. 

/.  Ber.  {addvessing  the  conspirators.)  You  are  safe, 
Nay,  more,  almost  triumphant — listen  then. 
And  know  my  words  for  truth. 

Doge.  You  see  mc  here. 

As  one  of  you  hath  said,  an  old,  unarm'd. 
Defenceless  man  ;  and  yesterday  you  saw  mc 
Presiding  in  the  hall  of  ducal  state, 
Apparent  sovereign  of  our  hundred  isles, 
llobed  in  official  purple,  dealing  out 
The  edicts  of  a  power  which  is  not  uiine, 
Xor  yours,  but  of  our  masters — the  patricians. 
^Yhy  I  was  there  you  know,  or  think  you  know ; 
^V'hy  I  am  hej-e,  he  who  hath  been  most  wrong'd, 
He  Avho  among  you  hath  been  most  insulted. 
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Outraged  and  trodden  on,  until  he  doubt 

If  he  be  Avorm  or  no,  may  answer  for  me, 

Asking  of  his  own  heart  wliat  brought  him  here  ? 

You  know  my  recent  story,  all  men  know  it. 

And  judge  of  it  far  differently  from  those 

Who  .sate  in  judgment  to  heap  scorn  on  scora. 

But  spare  me  the  recital — it  is  here, 

Here  at  my  heart  the  outrage — but  my  woi"d.g, 

Already  spent  in  unavailing  plaints. 

Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more. 

And  I  come  here  to  strengthen  even  the  strong. 

And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  war 

With  woman's  weapons  ;  but  I  need  not  urge  you. 

Our  private  -wrongs  have  sprimg  from  public  vices, 

In  this —  I  cannot  call  it  commonwealth, 

Nor  kingdom,  which  hath  neither  prince  nor  people, 

But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state  ^^ 

Without  its  vii-tues — temperance  and  valour. 

The  Lords  of  Lacedaemon  were  true  soldiers, 

But  oiu's  are  Sybarites,  while  we  are  Helots, 

Of  whom  I  am  the  lowest,  most  enslaved  ; 

Although  dress'd  out  to  head  a  pageant,  as 

The  Greeks  of  yore  made  drimk  their  slaves  to  form 

A  pastime  for  then'  children.     You  are  met 

To  overthrow  this  monster  of  a  state. 

This  mockery  of  a  government,  this  spectre. 

Which  must  be  exorcised  with  blood, — and  then 

We  will  renew  the  times  of  truth  and  j  ustice, 

Condensing  in  a  fair  free  commonwealth 

Not  rash  equality  but  equal  rights, 

Proportion'd  like  the  columns  to  the  temple. 

Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal. 

And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and  beauty, 

So  that  no  part  could  be  removed  without 

Infringement  of  the  general  symmetry. 

In  operating  this  great  change,  I  claim 

To  be  one  of  you — if  you  tru-st  in  me  ; 

If  not,  strike  home, — my  life  is  compromised. 

And  I  would  rather  fall  by  freemen's  hands 

Than  live  another  day  to  act  the  tyrant 

As  delegate  of  tyrants  :  such  I  am  not. 

And  never  have  been — read  it  in  our  annals  ; 

I  can  appeal  to  my  past  government 

VOL.  I.  I 
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In  many  lands  and  cities  ;  they  can  tell  yon 

If  I  were  an  oppressor,  or  a  man 

Feeling  and  thinking  for  my  fellow  men. 

Haply  had  I  been  what  the  senate  sought, 

A  thing  of  robes  and  trinkets,  dizeu'd  out 

To  sit  in  state  as  for  a  sovereign's  picture ; 

A  popular  scourge,  a  ready  sentence-signer, 

A  stickler  for  the  Senate  and  "  the  Fort}',"' 

A  sceptic  of  all  measures  which  had  not 

The  sanction  of  "  the  Ten,"  a  couucil-fa\\Tier, 

A  tool,  a  fool,  a  puppet, — they  had  ne'er 

Foster'd  the  wretch  who  stung  nie.     What  I  suffer 

Has  reach'd  me  through  my  pity  for  tlie  people ; 

That  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 

Will  one  day  learn  :  meantime  I  do  devote, 

Whate'er  the  issue,  my  last  days  of  life — 

My  present  power  such  as  it  is,  not  that 

Of  Doge,  but  of  a  man  who  has  been  great 

Before  he  was  degraded  to  a  Doge, 

And  still  has  individual  means  and  mind; 

I  stake  my  fame  (and  I  had  fame) — my  breath — 

(The  least  of  all,  for  its  last  hours  are  nigh) 

My  heart,  my  hope,  my  soul,  upon  this  cast ! 

Such  as  I  am,  I  offer  me  to  you 

And  to  your  chief;s ;  accept  me  or  reject  me, — 

A  Prince  who  fain  would  be  a  citizen 

Or  nothing,  and  who  has  left  his  throne  to  be  so. 

Cal.  Long  live  Faliero  ! — Venice  shall  be  free  ! 

Cons}).  Long  live  Faliero  ! 

/.  Bcr.  Comrades  !  did  I  well  ? 

Is  not  this  man  a  host  in  such  a  cause  ? 

Dor/c.  This  is  no  time  for  eulogies,  nor  place 
For  exultation.     Am  I  one  of  you  ? 

Cal.  Ay,  and  the  first  among  us,  as  thou  hast  been 
Of  Venice — be  our  general  and  chief, 

Dof/e.  Chief  ! — general  ! — I  was  general  at  Zara, 
And  chief  in  Ehodes  and  Cyprus,  prince  in  Venice  : 

I  cannot  stoop that  is,  I  am  not  fit 

To  lead  a  band  of patriots  :  when  I  lay 

Aside  the  dignities  which  I  have  borne, 
'T  is  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
Mate  to  my  fellows — but  now  to  the  point : 
Israel  has  stated  to  me  your  whole  plan — 
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T  is  bold,  bat  feasible  if  I  assist  it, 
Aud  must  be  set  in  motion  instantly. 

CaJ.  E'en  when  thou  wilt.     Is  it  not  so,  my  friends  "I 
I  have  disposed  all  for  a  sudden  blow  ; 
Vrhou  shall  it  be  then  ? 

Dor/e.  At  suniise. 

Bey.  So  soon  1 

Doge.  So  soon  ? — so  late — each  hour  accumulates 
Peril  on  peril,  aud  the  mors  so  nov.' 
Since  I  have  mingled  with  you  ; — know  you  not 
The  Council,  and  "  the  Ten  ? "  the  spies,  the  eyes 
Of  the  patricians  dubious  of  their  slaves, 
And  now  more  dubious  of  the  prince  they  have  made  one  ? 
I  tell  you,  you  must  strike,  and  suddenly, 
Full  to  the  Hydra's  heart — its  heads  will  follow. 

Cal.  Y\'ith  all  my  soul  and  svrord,  I  yield  assent  ; 
Our  companies  are  ready,  sixty  each, 
And  all  now  under  arms  by  Israel's  order ; 
Each  at  their  different  place  of  rendezvous, 
And  vigilant,  expectant  of  some  blow  ; 
Let  each  repair  fur  action  to  his  post ! 
And  now,  my  lord,  the  signal  ? 

Doge.  "WTien  you  hear 

The  great  bell  of  Saint  Mark's,  which  may  not  be 
Struck  A\-ithout  special  order  of  the  Doge 
(The  last  poor  privilege  they  leave  then-  prince), 
March  on  Saint  Mark's  ! 

/.  Ber.  And  there  1— 

Doge.  By  different  routes 

Let  your  march  be  directed,  every  sixty 
Entering  a  separate  avenue,  and  still 
Upon  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  the  Genoese  fleet,  by  the  first  dawn 
Discem'd  befox'e  the  port ;  form  round  the  palace, 
Within  whose  court  will  be  drawn  out  in  arms 
My  nephew  and  the  clients  of  our  house. 
Many  and  martial   ;  while  the  bell  tolls  on, 
Shout  ye,  "  Saint  Mark  ! — the  foe  is  on  our  waters  !  " 

Cal.  I  see  it  now — but  on,  my  noble  lord. 

Doge.  All  the  patricians  flocking  to  the  Council, 
("Wliich  they  dare  not  refuse,  at  the  dread  signal 
Pealing  from  out  their  patron  saint's  proud  tower.) 
Will  then  be  gather' d  in  imto  the  harvest, 

I  2 
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And  we  will  reap  them  with  the  sword  for  sickle. 
If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  absent  them, 
'T  will  be  but  to  be  taken  faint  and  single, 
V\'hen  the  majority  are  put  to  rest. 

Cal.  Would  that  the  hour  were  come  !  we  will  not  scotch, 
But  kill. 

Bcr.         Once  more,  sir,  with  your  pardon,  I 
Would  now  repeat  the  question  which  I  ask'd 
Before  Bcrtuccio  added  to  our  cause 
This  great  ally  who  renders  it  more  sui'e, 
And  therefore  sa,fer,  and  as  such  admits 
Some  dawn  of  mercy  to  a  portion  of 
Our  victims — must  all  perish  in  this  slaughter  ? 

Cal.  All  who  encounter  me  and  mine,  be  sure, 
The  mercy  they  have  shown,  I  show. 

Chnsp.  All !  all  ! 

Is  this  a  time  to  talk  of  pity  1  when 
Have  they  e'er  shown,  or  felt,  or  feign'd  it  ? 

/.  Ber.  Bertram, 

This  false  compassion  is  a  folly,  and 
Injustice  to  thy  comrades  and  thy  cause  ! 
Dost  thou  not  see,  that  if  we  single  out 
Some  for  escape,  they  live  but  to  avenge 
The  fallen  ?  and  how  distinguish  now  the  innocent 
From  out  the  guilty  ?  all  their  acts  are  one — 
A  single  emanation  from  one  body, 
Together  knit  for  our  oppression  !     'T  is 
Much  that  we  let  their  children  live;  I  doubt 
If  all  of  these  even  should  be  set  apart : 
The  hunter  may  reserve  some  single  cub 
From  out  the  tiger's  litter,  but  who  e'er 
Would  seek  to  save  the  spotted  sire  or  dam, 
Cnless  to  perisli  by  their  fangs  ?  however, 
I  will  abide  by  Doge  Faliero's  coimsel : 
Let  him  decide  if  any  should  be  saved. 

Boge.  Ask  me  not — tempt  me  not  with  such  a  question- 
Decide  yourselves. 

/.  Be)'.  You  know  their  private  virtues 

Far  better  than  we  can,  to  whom  alone 
Their  public  vices,  and  most  foul  oppression, 
Have  made  them  deadly  ;  if  there  be  amongst  them 
One  who  deserves  to  be  repeal'd,  pronounce. 

Doge.  Dolfino's  father  was  my  friend,  and  Lando 
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Fought  by  my  side,  and  Marc  Cornaro  shared  ^^ 
My  Genoese  embassy  :  I  saved  the  life  ^^ 
Of  Yeniero — shall  I  save  it  twice  ? 
Would  that  I  could  save  them  and  Venice  also  ! 
All  these  men,  or  their  fathers,  "were  my  friends 
Till  they  became  my  subjects  :  then  fell  from  me 
As  faithless  leaves  drop  from  the  o'erblown  flower, 
And  left  me  a  lone  blighted  thorny  stalk, 
"Which,  in  its  solitude,  can  shelter  nothing  ; 
So,  as  they  let  me  wither,  let  them  perish. 

Cal.  They  cannot  co-exist  with  Venice'  freedom  ! 
Doge.  Ye,  though  you  know  and  feel  our  mutual  mass 
Of  many  wrongs,  even  ye  are  ignorant  ^' 
What  fatal  poison  to  the  springs  of  life, 
To  human  ties,  and  all  that 's  good  and  dear, 
Lurks  in  the  present  institutes  of  Venice  : 
All  these  men  were  my  friends ;  I  loved  them,  they 
Retpiited  honourably  inj  regards ; 

We  served  and  fought ;  we  smiled  and  wept  in  concert 
We  revell'd  or  we  sorrow'd  side  by  side ; 
We  made  alliances  of  blood  and  marriage  ; 
We  grew  in  years  and  honours  fairly, — till 
Their  own  desire,  not  my  ambition,  made 
Them  choose  me  for  their  prince,  and  then  farewell ! 
Farewell  all  social  memory  !  all  thoughts 
In  common  !  and  sweet  bonds  which  link  old  £i-iendships, 
AVhen  the  survivors  of  long  years  and  actions. 
Which  now  belong  to  history,  soothe  the  days 
"Which  yet  remain  by  treasvu*iug  each  other, 
And  never  meet,  but  each  beholds  the  mirror 
Of  half  a  century  on  his  brother's  brow, 
And  sees  a  hundred  beings,  now  in  earth, 
Flit  round  them  whispering  of  the  days  gone  by. 
And  seeming  not  all  dead,  as  long  as  tvro 
Of  the  brave,  joyous,  reckless,  glorious  baud, 
Wliich  once  were  one  and  many,  still  retain 
A  breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a  tongue  to  speak 

Of  deeds  that  else  were  silent,  save  on  marble ■ 

Oime  !  Oime  ! — and  must  I  do  this  deed  ?- 

/.  Ber.  My  lord,  you  are  much  moved  :  it  is  not  now 
That  such  things  must  be  dwelt  upon. 

Do[/e.  Your  patience 

A  moment — I  recede  not :  mark  with  me 
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The  gloomy  vices  of  this  government. 

From  the  hour  they  ma  le  me  Doo-p,  the  D^qe  thet  viade  me — 

Farewell  the  past  !  I  died  to  all  that  had  been, 

Or  rather  they  to  me  :  bo  friends,  no  kindness, 

Iso  privacy  of  life — all  were  cut  off: 

They  came  not  near  me,  such  approach  gave  umbrage ; 

They  could  not  love  me,  such  was  not  the  law ; 

They  thwarted  me,  't  was  the  state's  policy ; 

They  baffled  me,  't  v/as  a  patrician's  duty  ; 

They  wrong'd  me,  for  such  was  to  right  the  state ; 

Tb^ey  could  not  right  me,  that  would  give  suspicion ; 

So  tliat  I  was  a  slave  to  my  own  subjects  ; 

So  that  I  w^as  a  foe  to  my  own  friends ; 

Begirt  with  spies  for  guards,  Avith  robes  for  power, 

AVith  pomp  for  freedom,  gaolers  for  a  council, 

Inquisitors  fur  friends,  and  hell  for  life  ! 

I  had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  left, 

And  that  they  poison'd  !     My  pure  household  gods 

"Were  shiver'd  on  my  hearth,  and  o'er  then-  shrine 

Sate  grinning  Eibaldry  and  sneering  Scorn. 

I.  Ber.  You  have  been  deeply  wrong'd,  and  now  shiM  be 
Nobly  avenged  before  another  night. 

Doge.  I  had  borne  all — it  hurt  me,  but  I  bore  it — 
Till  this  last  running  over  of  the  cup 
Of  bitterness — until  this  last  lo\id  insult, 
Not  only  imredress'd,  but  sanction'd  ;  then. 
And  thus,  I  cast  all  further  feelings  from  me — 
The  feelings  which  they  crush'd  for  me,  long,  long 
Before,  even  in  their  oath  of  false  allegiance  ! 
Even  in  that  veiy  hour  and  vow,  they  abjured 
Their  friend  and  made  a  sovereign,  as  boys  make 
Playthings,  to  do  their  pleasure — and  be  broken  ! 
I  from  that  hour  have  seen  but  senators 
In  dark  suspicious  conflict  with  the  Doge, 
Brooding  with  him  in  mutual  hate  and  fear ; 
They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tyranny 
From  out  their  grasp,  and  he  abhorring  tyrants. 
To  me,  then,  these  men  have  no  2->nvatc  life. 
Nor  claim  to  ties  they  have  cut  off  from  others; 
As  senators  for  ai'bitrary  acts 
Amenable,  I  look  on  them — as  such 
Let  them  be  dealt  upon, 

Cal.  And  now  to  action  ! 
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Hence,  brethren,  to  our  posts,  and  may  this  be 
The  last  night  of  mere  Avords  :  I  'd  fain  be  doing  ! 
Sauit  Mark's  great  bell  at  dawn  shall  find  me  wakeful  ! 

/.  Ber.  Disperse  then  to  your  posts :  be  firm  and  vigilant  ; 
Think  on  the  wrongs  we  bear,  the  rights  we  claim. 
This  day  and  night  shall  be  the  last  of  peril  ! 
Watch  for  the  signal,  and  then  march.     I  go 
To  join  my  band  ;  let  each  be  prompt  to  marshal 
His  separate  charge  :  the  Doge  will  now  retm-u 
To  the  palace  to  prepare  all  for  the  blow. 
"We  part  to  meet  in  freedom  and  in  glory  ! 

Cal.  Doge,  when  I  greet  you  next,  my  homage  to  you 
fShall  be  the  head  of  Steno  on  this  sword  ! 

Doge,  i^o ;  let  him  be  reserved  unto  the  last, 
Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a  prey,^^ 
Till  nobler  game  is  quarried  :  his  ofience 
Was  a  mere  ebullition  of  the  vice. 
The  general  corruption  generated 
By  the  foul  aiistocracy  :  he  could  not — 
He  dared  not  in  more  honourable  days 
Have  risk'd  it.     I  have  merged  all  private  wi'ath 
Against  him  in  the  thought  of  our  great  purpose. 
A  slave  insults  me — I  require  his  punishment 
From  his  proud  master's  hands  ;  if  he  refuse  it. 
The  oflfeuce  grows  his,  and  let  him  answer  it. 

Cal.  Yet,  as  the  immediate  cause  of  the  alliance 
Which  consecrates  our  undertaking  more, 
I  owe  him  such  deep  gratitude,  that  fain 
I  would  repay  him  as  he  merits  ;  may  I  ? 

Doge.  You  would  but  lop  the  hand,  and  I  the  head ; 
You  would  but  smite  the  scholar,  I  the  master; 
You  Avould  but  punish  Steno,  I  the  senate. 
I  cannot  pause  on  individual  hate. 
In  the  absorbing,  sweeping,  whole  revenge. 
Which,  like  the  sheeted  fire  from  heaven,  must  blast 
Without  distinction,  as  it  fell  of  j'ore. 
Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  quench'd  two  cities'  ashes, 

/.  Bcr.  Away,  then,  to  your  posts  I     I  but  remain 
A  moment  to  accompany  the  Doge 
To  our  late  place  of  tiyst,  to  see  no  spies 
Have  been  upon  the  scout,  and  thence  I  hasten 
To  where  my  allotted  band  is  under  arms. 

Cal.  Farewell,  then, — until  dawn  ! 
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/.  Ber.  Success  go  with  yoii  ! 

Consp.  We  will  not  fail — Away  !  My  lord,  farewell ! 

[r/)e  Conspirators  salute  the  Doge  and  Israel  Bertuccio, 

and  retire,  headed  Inj  Philip  Calendako.     The  DoGE  and 

Israel  Bertuccio  remain. 

I.  Ber.  We  have  them  in  the  toil — it  cannot  fiiil ! 
Now  thou  'rt  indeed  a  sovereign,  and  wilt  make 
A  name  immortal  greater  than  the  greatest : 
Fi-ee  citizens  have  struck  at  kings  ere  now ; 
Ca3sars  have  fallen,  and  even  patrician  hands 
Have  crush'd  dictators,  as  the  popular  steel 
Has  reach'd  joatricians  :  but,  until  this  hour, 
What  prince  has  i)lotted  for  his  people's  freedom  ? 
Or  risk'd  a  life  to  liberate  his  subjects'? 
For  ever,  and  for  cvei*,  they  conspire 
Against  the  people,  to  abuse  their  hands 
To  chains,  but  laid  aside  to  carry  weapons 
Against  the  fellow  nations,  so  that  yoke 
On  yoke,  and  slavery  and  death  may  whet, 
Not  f/hit,  the  never-gorged  Leviathan  ! 
Now,  my  lord,  to  our  enterprise  ; — 't  is  great. 
And  greater  the  r.eward ;  why  stand  you  rapt  ? 
A  moment  back,  and  you  were  all  impatience  ! 

Doge.  And  is  it  then  decided  !  must  they  die  ? 

I.  Ber.  Who  ? 

Doge.  My  own  friends  by  blood  and  courtesy. 

And  many  deeds  and  days — the  senators  ? 

1.  Ber.  You  pass'd  their  sentence,  and  it  is  a  ust  one. 

Doge.  Ay,  so  it  seems,  and  so  it  is  to  yo^t,  ; 
You  arc  a  patriot,  plebeian  Graccluis — 
The  rebel's  oracle,  the  people's  tribune — 
I  blame  you  not — you  act  in  your  vocation  ; 
They  smote  you,  and  oppress'd  you,  and  desjiised  you  ; 
So  they  have  me  :  but  you  ne'er  spake  with  them  ; 
You  never  broke  their  bread,  nor  shared  their  salt  ; 
You  never  had  their  wine-cup  at  your  lips; 
You  grew  not  up  with  them,  nor  laugli'd,  nor  wept, 
Nor  held  a  revel  in  their  company ; 
Ne'er  smiled  to  see  them  smile,  nor  claim'd  their  smile 
In  social  interchange  for  yoiu'S,  nor  trusted 
Nor  wore  them  in  your  heart  of  hearts,  as  T  have  : 
These  hairs  of  mine  are  gvej,  and  so  are  theirs, 
The  elders  of  the  council :  I  remember 
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As  we  went  forth  to  take  our  prey  around 
The  isles  wruug  from  the  false  Mahometan  ; 
Aud  can  I  see  them  dabbled  o'er  with  blood  ? 
Each  stab  to  them  ^\•ill  seem  my  suicide. ^^ 

/.  Ber.  Doge  !  Doge  !  this  Yacillation  is  imwoi'thy 
A  child ;  if  you  ai'e  not  in  second  childhood, 
Call  back  your  nerves  to  your  own  purpose,  nor 
Thus  shame  yourself  and  me.     By  heavens  !  I'd  rather 
Forego  even  now,  or  fail  in  ovir  intent, 
Than  see  the  man  I  venerate  subside 
From  high  resolves  into  such  shallow  weakness  ! 
You  have  seen  blood  in  battle,  shed  it,  both 
Your  own  and  that  of  others  ;  can  you  shrink  then 
From  a  few  drops  from  veins  of  hoary  vampires, 
Who  but  give  back  what  they  have  drain'd  from  millions  1 

Doge.  Bear  with,  me  !     tStep  by  step,  and  blow  on  blow, 
I  will  divide  with  you  ;  think  not  I  waver  : 
Ah  !  no;  it  is  the  ccrUdntu  of  all 
"\Miich  I  must  do  doth  make  me  tremble  thus. 
But  let  these  last  and  lingering  thoughts  have  way, 
To  which  yoii  only  and  the  night  are  conscious, 
And  both  regardless ;  when  the  hour  arrives, 
'T  is  mine  to  soiind  the  knell,  and  strike  the  blow, 
Which  shall  unpeople  many  palaces. 
And  hew  the  highest  genealogic  trees 
Down  to  the  earth,  strew'd  with  their  bleeding  fruit, 
And  crush  their  blossoms  into  baiTenness  : 
This  toill  I — must  I — have  I  sworn  to  do, 
ISTor  aught  can  turn  me  from  my  destiny  ; 
But  still  I  quiver  to  behold  what  I 
Must  be,  and  think  what  I  have  been  !     Bear  with  me. 

/.  Ber.  Re-rnan  your  breast ;  I  feel  no  such  remorse, 
I  understand  it  not :  why  should  you  change  ? 
You  acted,  and  you  act,  on  yoiu'  free  will. 

Dor/e.  Ay,  thei-e  it  is — you  feel  not,  nor  do  I, 
Else  I  should  stab  thee  on  the  spot,  to  save 
A  thousand  lives,  and  killing,  do  no  murder  ; 
Y on  feel  not — you  go  to  this  butcher-work 
As  if  these  high-born  men  were  steers  for  shambles  : 
When  all  is  over,  you  '11  be  free  and  merry, 
And  calmly  wash  those  hands  incarnadine  ; 
But  I,  outgoing  thee  and  all  thy  fellows 
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In  this  surpassing  massacre,  sliall  be, 

Shall  see  and  feel — oh  God  !  oh  God  !  't  is  true, 

And  thou  dost  well  to  answer  that  it  was 

"  My  own  free  will  and  act,"  and  yet  you  err, 

For  I  will  do  this  !     Doubt  not — fear  not ;  I 

"Will  be  your  most  unmerciful  accomplice  ! 

And  yet  I  act  no  more  on  my  free  will, 

Xor  my  own  feelings — both  compel  me  back ; 

But  there  is  hell  within  me  and  around, 

And  like  the  demon  who  believes  and  trembles 

Must  I  abhor  and  do.     Away  !  away  ! 

Get  thee  unto  thy  fellows,  I  will  hie  me 

To  gather  the  retainers  of  our  house. 

Doubt  not,  Saint  Mark's  great  bell  shall  wake  all  Venice, 

Except  her  slaughter'd  senate  :  ere  the  smi 

lie  broad  upon  the  Adriatic  there 

Shall  be  a  voice  of  weeping,  which  shall  drown 

The  roar  of  waters  in  the  cry  of  blood  ! 

I  am  resolved — come  on. 

/.  Ber.  With  all  my  soul  ! 

Keep  a  firm  rein  upon  these  bursts  of  pas.sion ; 
llemember  what  these  men  have  dealt  to  thee, 
And  that  this  sacrifice  will  be  succeeded 
By  ages  of  prosperity  and  freedom 
To  this  unshackled  city  :  a  true  tyrant 
Would  have  depopulated  cmpu'es,  nor 
Have  felt  the  strange  compunction  which  hath  wrung  you 
To  punish  a  few  tx'aitors  to  the  people. 
Trust  me,  such  were  a  pity  more  misplaced 
Than  the  late  mei-c}^  of  the  state  to  Steno. 

Bor/e.  Man,  thou  hast  strack  upon  the  chord  which  jars 
All  nature  from  my  heart.     Hence  to  our  task  ! 

lExjtmt. 
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ACT  IV 


Scene  l?'^— Palazzo  of  the  Patrician  Liosi.  Lioisilai/mg  aside  the 
iiiask  and  cloak  u-hich  the  Venetian  Nobles  wore  in  public, 
attended  by  a  Domestic. 

Lioni.  I  -will  to  rest,  right  Aveavy  of  this  revel, 
The  gayest  vre  have  held  for  many  moons, 
And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  it  cheer'd  me  not; 
There  came  a  heaviness  across  my  heart, 
AS'hich,  in  the  lightest  movement  of  the  dance. 
Though  eye  to  eye,  and  hand  in  hand  united 
Even  with  the  lady  of  my  love,  oppress'd  me, 
And  through  my  spuit  chill'd  my  blood,  until 
A  damp  like  death  rose  o'er  my  brow ;  I  strove 
To  laugh  the  thought  av,-ay,  but  't  Avould  not  be ; 
Through  all  the  music  ringing  in  my  ears 
A  knell  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  clear, 
Though  low  and  far,  as  e'er  the  Adrian  wave 
Rose  o'er  the  city's  mui'mur  in  the  night. 
Dashing  against  the  outward  Lido's  bulwark  : 
So  that  I  left  the  festival  before 
It  reach'd  its  zenith,  and  will  woo  my  pillow 
For  thoughts  more  tranquil,  or  forgetfulucss. 
Antonio,  take  my  mask  and  cloak,  and  light 
The  lamp  within  my  chambei-. 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord  ; 

Command  you  no  refreshment  ? 

Lioni.  Xought,  save  sleep, 

"Which  will  not  be  commanded.     Let  me  hope  it, 

\_ExU  AxToxio. 
Though  my  breast  feels  too  anxious ;  I  will  ti*y 
Whether  the  air  will  calm  my  spirits  :  't  is 
A  goodly  night ;  the  cloudy  -vAiud  which  blew 
From  the  Levant  hath  crept  into  its  cave, 
And  the  broad  moon  has  brighten'd.     What  a  stillness  ! 

[Goes  to  an  open  lattice. 
And  what  a  contrast  with  the  scene  I  left, 
Where  the  tall  torch e.^'  glare,  and  silver  lamps' 
3Iore  pallid  gleam  along  the  tapestried  wall^, 
Spread  over  the  reluctant  gloom  which  haunts 
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Those  vnst  and  dimly-latticed  galleries 

A  dazzling  mass  of  artificial  light, 

"Which  show'd  all  things,  but  nothing  as  they  were. 

There  Age  essaj^ing  to  recall  the  past, 

After  long  striving  for  the  hues  of  youth 

At  the  sad  labour  of  the  toilet,  and 

Full  many  a  glance  at  the  too  faithful  miri'or, 

Prank'd  forth  in  all  the  pride  of  ornament. 

Forgot  itself,  and  trusting  to  the  falsehood 

Of  the  indulgent  beams,  which  sliow,  yet  hide. 

Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fool'd. 

There  Youth,  which  needed  not,  nor  thought  of  such 

Vain  adjuncts,  lavish'd  its  true  bloom,  and  health, 

And  bridal  beauty,  in  the  unwholesome  press 

Of  flush'd  and  crowded  wassailers,  and  wasted 

Its  hours  of  rest  in  dreaming  this  was  pleasure, 

And  so  shall  waste  them  till  the  sunrise  streams 

On  shallow  cheeks  and  sunken  eyes,  which  should  not 

Have  worn  this  aspect  yet  for  many  a  year. 

The  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wiuo, 

The  garlands,  the  rose  odours,  and  the  flowers, 

The  sparkling  eyes,  and  flashing  ornaments, 

The  white  arms  and  the  raven  hair,  the  braids 

And  bracelets  ;  swanlike  bosoms,  and  the  necklace. 

An  India  in  itself,  yet  dazzling  not 

The  eye  like  what  it  circled ;  the  thin  robes. 

Floating  like  light  clouds  'twixt  our  gaze  and  heaven  ; 

The  many-twinkling  feet  so  small  and  sylphlike, 

Suggesting  the  more  secret  sj'uimetry 

Of  the  fair  forms  which  terminate  so  well — 

All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scene. 

Its  false  and  true  enchantments — art  and  nature, 

Which  swam  before  ray  giddy  eyes,  that  drank 

The  sight  of  beauty  as  the  parch'd  pilgrim's 

On  Arab  sands  the  false  mirage,  which  ofltcrs 

A  lucid  lake  to  his  eluded  thirst, 

Are  gone.     Around  mc  arc  the  stars  and  waters — 

Worlds  mirror'd  in  the  ocean,  goodlier  sight 

Than  torches  glared  back  by  a  gaudy  glass ; 

And  the  great  element,  which  is  to  space 

What  ocean  is  to  earth,  spreads  its  blue  depths, 

Softcn'd  with  the  first  breathings  of  the  spring; 

The  high  moon  sails  upon  her  beauteous  way, 
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Seveuely  smootbing  o'er  the  lofty  walls 

Of  those  tall  piles  and  sea-gh-t  palaces, 

AVhose  porphyry  pillars,  and  whose  costly  fronts, 

Fraught  with  the  orient  spoil  of  many  marbles, 

Like  altars  ranged  along  the  broad  canal, 

Seem  each  a  trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 

Eear'd  up  from  out  the  waters,  scarce  less  strangely 

Than  those  more  massy  and  mysterious  giants 

Of  architecture,  those  Titanian  fabrics, 

Which  point  m  Egypt's  plains  to  times  that  hare 

Xo  other  record.     All  is  gentle  :  nought 

Stirs  rudely  ;  but,  congenial  with  the  night, 

"Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spu'it. 

The  tinklings  of  some  \-igilant  guitars 

Of  sleepless  lovers  to  a  wakeful  mistress, 

And  cautious  opening  of  the  casement,  showing 

That  he  is  not  unheard  ;  while  her  young  hand, 

Fair  as  the  moonlight  of  which  it  seems  pai-t. 

So  delicately  white,  it  trembles  in 

The  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice, 

To  let  in  love  through  music,  makes  his  heart 

Thrill  like  his  lyre-strings  at  the  sight ;  the  dash 

Phosphoric  of  the  oar,  or  rapid  twinkle 

Of  the  far  lights  of  skimming  gondolas, 

And  the  responsive  voices  of  the  choir 

Of  boatmen  answering  back  with  verse  for  verse  ; 

Some  dusky  shadow  checkering  the  Rialto  ; 

Some  glimmering  palace  roof,  or  tapering  spire, 

Are  all  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here  pervade 

The  ocean-bom  and  earth-commanding  city — 

How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm  ! 

I  thank  thee,  Xight !  for  thou  hast  chased  away 

Those  horrid  bodements  which,  amidst  the  throng, 

I  could  not  dissipate  :  and  with  the  blessing 

Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence, 

Xow  vnll  I  to  my  couch,  although  to  rest 

Is  almost  wi'onging  such  a  night  as  this.-— 

lA  knockintj  is  heard  from  icithout. 

Hark  !  what  is  that  ?  or  who  at  such  a  moment  ? 

Untcr  AxTO.vio. 
Anf.  My  lord,  a  man  without,  on  urgent  business, 
Implores  to  be  admitted. 
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Lioni.  Is  be  a  stranger  ? 

Ant.  His  face  is  muffled  in  his  cloak,  but  both 
His  voice  and  gestures  seem  familiar  to  me  ; 
I  craved  his  name,  but  this  he  seem'd  reluctant 
To  trust,  save  to  yourself;  most  cai-uestly 
He  sues  to  be  permitted  to  approach  you. 

Lioni.  'TLs  a  strange  hour,  and  a  suspicious  bearing  ! 
And  yet  there  is  slight  peril :  't  is  not  in 
Their  houses  noble  men  are  struck  at ;  still, 
Although  I  know  not  that  I  have  a  foe 
In  Venice,  't  will  be  wise  to  use  some  caution. 
Admit  him,  and  retire ;  but  call  up  quickly 
Some  of  thy  fellows,  who  may  wait  without. — 
Wlio  can  this  man  be  ? — 

[^Exit  Antonio,  foal  irlurns  icilh  Bertram  niufflcd. 

Bcv.  My  good  lord  Lioni, 

I  have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thou, — dismiss 
This  menial  hence ;  I  would  be  private  with  you. 

Lioni.  It  seems  the  voice  of  Bertram — Go,  Antonio. 

\_Exit  ANroxio. 
iN'ow,  stranger,  what  would  j'ou  at  such  an  hour  ? 

Bev.  {discoverinrj  himself).    A  boon,  my  noble  patron ;  you 
have  granted 
]\rany  to  your  poor  client,  Beitram ;  add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 

Lioni.  Thou  hast  known  me 

From  boyhood,  ever  ready  to  assist  thee 
In  all  l\iir  objects  of  advancement,  which 
Beseem  one  of  thy  station ;  I  would  promise 
Ere  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour, 
Thy  bearing,  and  this  strange  and  hurried  mode 
Of  suing,  gives  me  to  suspect  this  visit 
Hath  some  mysterious  import — but  say  on  — 
What  has  occurred,  some  ra.-h  and  sudden  broil  ? — 
A  cup  too  much,  a  scuffle,  and  a  stab? — 
Mere  things  of  every  day ;  so  that  thou  hast  not 
Spilt  noble  blood,  I  guarantee  thy  safety  ; 
But  then  thou  must  withdraw,  for  angry  friends 
And  relatives,  in  the  first  burst  of  vengeance. 
Are  things  in  Venice  deadlier  than  the  laws. 

Bcr.  My  lord,  I  thank  you ;  but 

Lioni.  But  what  ?     You  have  not 

Raised  a  rash  hand  against  one  of  our  order  ] 
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If  SO,  withdraw  and  fly,  and  owu  it  not ; 

I  would  not  slay — but  then  I  must  not  save  thee  ! 

He  who  has  shed  patrician  blood 

Ber.  I  come 

To  save  patrician  blood,  and  not  to  shed  it  ! 
And  thereunto  I  must  be  speedy,  for 
Each  minute  lost  may  lose  a  life ;  since  Time 
Has  changed  his  slow  scythe  for  the  two-edged  sword, 
And  is  about  to  take,  instead  of  sand, 
The  dust  from  sepulchres  to  fill  his  hour-glass  1 — 
Go  not  thou  forth  to-morrow  ! 

Lloni.  Wherefore  not  ? — 

"What  means  this  menace  ? 

Ber.  Do  not  seek  its  meaning, 

But  do  as  I  implore  thee ; — stir  not  forth, 
AVhate'er  be  stirring  ;  though  the  roar  of  crowds — 
The  cry  of  women,  and  the  shrieks  of  babes — 
The  groans  of  men — the  clash  of  arms — the  sound 
Of  rolling  drum,  shrill  trump,  and  hollow  bell, 
Peal  in  one  wide  alarum  ! — Go  not  forth, 
Until  the  tocsin 's  silent,  nor  even  then 
Till  I  return  ! 

Lioni.  Again,  what  does  this  mean  ? 

Ber.  Again,  I  tell  thee,  ask  not ;  but  by  all 
Thou  boldest  dear  on  earth  or  heaven — by  all 
The  souls  of  thy  gi-eat  fathers,  and  thy  hope 
To  emulate  them,  and  to  leave  behind 
Descendants  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee — 
By  all  thou  hast  of  bless'd  in  hope  or  memory — 
By  all  thou  hast  to  fear  here  or  hereafter — 
By  all  the  good  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  me, 
Good  I  would  now  repay  with  greater  good, 
Remain  v.ithin — trust  to  thy  household  gods. 
And  to  my  word  for  safety,  if  thou  dost 
As  I  now  counsel — but  if  not,  thou  art  lost  ! 

Lioni.  I  am  indeed  already  lost  in  wonder ; 
Surely  thou  ravest  !  what  have  /  to  dread  ? 
Who  are  my  foes  ?  or  if  there  be  such,  %c1iy 
Ai-t  thou  leagued  with  them  l—thoit^!  or  if  so  leagued, 
Why  comest  thou  to  tell  me  at  this  hour. 
And  not  before  ? 

Ber.  I  cannot  answer  this. 

Wilt  thou  go  forth  despite  of  this  true  warning  ? 
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Lion  I.  I  wa,g  not  born  to  slirliik  from  idle  tlireais, 
The  cause  of  which  I  know  not :  at  the  hour 
Of  coxmcil,  be  it  soon  or  late,  I  shall  not 
Be  found  among  the  absent. 

JBer.  Say  not  so  ! 

Once  more,  art  thou  determined  to  go  forth  ? 

Lioni.  I  am.     Xor  is  there  aught  which  shall  impede  me  ! 

Ber.  Then,  Heaven  have  mercy  on  thy  soul ! — Farewell  ! 

Lioni.  Stay — there  is  more  in  this  than  my  oAvn  safety 
Which  makes  me  call  thee  back  ;  we  must  not  part  thus  : 
Bertram,  I  have  known  thee  long. 

Ber.  From  childhood,  siguor, 

You  have  been  my  protector  :  in  the  days 
Of  reckless  infancj'^,  when  rank  forgets, 
Or,  I'ather,  is  not  yet  taught  to  remember 
Its  cold  prerogative,  Ave  play'd  together ; 
Our  sports,  our  smiles,  our  tcai-s,  were  mingled  oft ; 
My  father  was  your  father's  client,  I 
His  son's  scarce  less  than  foster-brother;  years 
Saw  us  together — happy,  heart-full  hours  ! 
Oh  God  !  the  difference  'twixt  those  hours  and  this  ! 

Lioni.  Bertram,  'tis  thou  who  hast  forgotten  them. 

Ber.  Nor  now,  nor  ever ;  whatso'er  betide, 
I  would  have  saved  you  :  when  to  manhood's  growth 
AVe  sprung,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  state. 
As  suits  your  station,  the  more  humble  Bertram 
Was  left  unto  the  laboui-s  of  the  humble. 
Still  you  forsook  me  not ;  and  if  my  fortunes 
Have  not  been  towering,  't  was  no  ftiult  of  him 
Who  ofttimes  rescued  and  supported  me. 
When  struggling  with  the  tides  of  circumstance, 
Which  bear  away  the  weaker  :  noble  blood 
Ne'er  mantled  in  a  nobler  heart  than  thine 
Has  proved  to  me,  the  poor  plebeian  Bertram. 
Would  that  thy  fellow  senators  were  like  thee  ! 

Lioni.  Why,  what  hast  thou  to  say  against  the  senate  ? 

Ber.  Nothing. 

Lioni.  I  know  that  there  are  angry  spirits 

And  tui-bulent  mutterers  of  stifled  treason, 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  discontented  xiiffians, 
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And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  tavenis  ; 
Thou  hei'dest  not  v.-ith  such  :  't  is  true,  of  late 
I  have  lost  sight  of  thee,  but  thon  wert  wont 
To  lead  a  temperate  life,  and  break  thy  bread 
AVith  honest  mates,  and  bear  a  cheerful  aspect. 
"What  hath  come  to  thee  ?  in  thy  hollow  eye 
And  hueless  cheek,  and  thine  imquiet  motions, 
Sorrow  and  shame  and  conscience  seem  at  war 
To  waste  thee. 

Ber.  Eather  shame  and  sorrow  light 

On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  rides  -^ 
The  very  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  houre  of  the  plague 
Which  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  life  f 

lAoni.    Some   villains  have   been  tampering  with  thee, 
Bertram  ; 
This  is  not  thy  old  language,  nor  own  thoughts  ; 
Some  wretch  has  made  thee  drunk  with  disaffection  : 
But  thou  must  not  be  lost  so  ;  thou  v:ert  good 
And  kind,  and  art  not  fit  for  such  base  acts 
As  vice  and  villany  would  put  thee  to  : 
Confess — confide  in  me — thou  know'st  my  nature. 
What  is  it  thou  and  thine  are  bound  to  do. 
Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only  son 
Of  him  who  was  a  friend  unto  thy  father, 
So  that  om-  good-will  is  a  heritage 
We  should  bequeath  to  our  posterity 
Such  as  ourselves  received  it,  or  augmented; 
I  say,  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 
Should  deem  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the  house 
Like  a  sick  girl  1 

Ber.                    Nay,  question  me  no  further  : 
I  must  be  gone. 

Lioni.  And  I  be  murder'd  ! — say, 

Was  it  not  thus  thou  said'st,  my  gentle  Bertram  ? 

Ber.  "WTio  talks  of  murder  ?  what  said  I  of  murder  ] 
'T  is  false  !  I  did  not  utter  such  a  word. 

Liryai.   Thou   didst  not;    but    from    out    thy   wolfish 
eye. 
So  changed  from  what  I  knew  it,  there  glares  forth 
The  gladiator.     If  my  life's  thine  object. 
Take  it — I  am  unai-med, — and  then  away  ! 
I  would  not  hold  my  breath  on  such  a  tenure 

VOL.    I.  K 
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As  fclie  capricious  mercy  of  such  things 

As  thou  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy  task-work. 

Ber.  Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood,  I  peril  mhie ; 
.Sooner  than  harm  a  hair  of  thine,  I  place 
In  jeopardy  a  thousand  heads,  and  some 
As  noble,  nay,  even  nobler  than  thine  own. 

Lioni.  Ay,  is  it  even  so  ?     Excuse  me,  Bertram  j 
I  am  not  worthy  to  be  singled  out 
From  such  esalted  hecatombs — who  are  they 
That  are  in  danger,  and  that  make  the  clanger  ? 

Ber.  Venice,  and  all  that  she  inherit?,  are 
Divided  like  a  house  against  itself, 
And  so  \\\\\  perish  ere  to-morrow's  twilight  ! 

Lioni.  More  mysteries,  and  awful  ones  !     But  now, 
Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  ai'e 
Upon  the  verge  of  ruin  ;  speak  once  out, 
And  thou  art  safe  and  glorious ;  for  't  is  more 
Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  slay  i'  the  dark  too — 
Fie,  Bertram  !  that  was  not  a  craft  for  thee  ! 
How  would  it  look  to  sec  \\\}on  a  spear 
The  head  of  him  whose  heart  was  open  to  thee, 
Borne  by  tliy  hand  before  the  shuddering  people  ? 
And  such  may  be  my  doom  ;  for  here  I  sweai', 
Whatc'er  the  peril  or  the  penalty 
Of  thy  denunciation,  I  go  forth. 
Unless  thou  dost  detail  the  cause,  and  show 
The  consequence  of  all  which  led  thee  here  ! 

Ber.  Is  there  no  way  to  save  thee  ?  minutes  fly, 
And  thou  art  lost  ! — thou  !  my  sole  benefactor, 
The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 
Through  every  change.     Yet,  make  me  not  a  traitor  ! 
Let  me  save  thee — but  spare  my  honour  ! 

Lioni.  Where 

Can  lie  the  honour  in  a  league  of  murder  ? 
And  who  are  traitors  save  unto  the  state  ? 

Ber.  A  league  is  still  a  compact,  and  more  binding 
In  honest  heai-ts  when  words  must  stand  for  law ; 
And  in  my  mind,  there  is  no  traitor  like 
He  whose  domestic  treason  plants  the  poniai'd 
Within  the  breast  which  trusted  to  his  truth. 

Lioni.  And  who  will  strike  the  steel  to  mine  ? 

Ber.  Xot  I; 

I  could  have  wound  my  soul  up  to  all  things 
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Save  this,     Tliou  must  not  die  !  and  think  liov,-  dear 

Tliy  life  is,  when  I  risk  so  many  lives, 

Xay,  more,  the  life  of  lives,  the  liberty 

Of  future  generations,  not  to  be 

The  assassin  thou  miscall'st  me  : — once,  once  more 

I  do  adj  lire  thee,  pass  not  o'er  thy  threshold  ! 

Lioni.  It  is  in  vain — this  moment  I  go  forth. 

Ber.  Then  perish  Venice  rather  than  my  friend  ! 
I  will  disclose — ensnare — betray — destroy — 
Oh,  what  a  villain  I  become  for  thee  ! 

Lioni.  Say,  rather  thy  friend's  saviour  and  the  state's  ! — 
Speak — paiise  not — all  rewards,  all  pledges  for 
Thy  safety  and  thy  welfare  ;  wealth  such  as 
The  state  accords  her  worthiest  servants ;  nay, 
xs'obility  itself  I  guarantee  thee, 
So  that  thou  art  sincere  and  penitent. 

Ber.  I  have  thought  again  :  it  must  not  be — I  love  thee— > 
Thou  knowest  it — that  I  stand  here  is  the  proof, 
Not  least  though  last ;  but  having  done  my  duty 
By  thee,  I  now  must  do  it  by  xaj  coimtry  ! 
Fai'ewell — we  meet  no  more  iu  life  I — fai'ewell  ! 

Lioni.  What,  ho  ! — Antonio — Pedro — to  the  door  ! 
See  that  none  pass — arrest  this  man  ! 

Enter  Antosio  ami  oilier  armed  Domestics,  uho  sefze Beetr^vm, 

Lioni  (continues).  Take  care 

He  hath  no  harm ;  biiag  me  my  sword  and  cloak, 
And  man  the  gondola  with  four  oars — quick — 

\_Exit  Aktoxio. 
We  will  unto  Giovanni  Gradenigo's, 
And  send  for  Marc  Cornaro  : — few  not,  Bertram  ; 
This  needful  violence  is  for  thy  saftty, 
Xo  less  than  for  the  general  vreal. 

Ber.  AVhere  would "st  thou 

Bear  me  a  prisoner  ? 

Lioni.  Fu'stly  to  "  the  Ten ;  " 

Next  to  the  Doge. 

Ber.  To  the  Doge  ? 

Lioni.  Assuredly : 

Is  he  not  chief  of  the  state  ? 

Ber.  Perhaps  at  sunrise — 

Lioni.  What  mean  you  ? — but  we  11  know  anon. 

K  2 
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Bei\  Art  siu-e  ? 

Lioni.  Sure  as  all  gentle  means  can  make ;  and  if 
Tliej'^  fail,  you  know  "  the  Ten  "  and  their  tribunal, 
And  that  St.  Mark's  has  dungeons,  and  the  dungeons 
A  rack. 

Bcr.       Apply  it  then  before  the  dawn 
Now  hastening  into  heaven. — One  more  such  word, 
And  you  shall  perish  piecemeal,  by  the  death 
You  think  to  doom  to  me. 

Bc^nier  Axtonio. 

Ant,  The  bark  is  ready, 

My  lord,  and  all  prepared. 

Lioni.  Look  to  the  prisoner 

Bertram,  I  '11  reason  ^dth  thee  as  we  go 
To  tlie  ^Magnifico's,  sage  Gradenigo.  {Exmnt 


SCENE  II. 

The  Ducal  Palace. — The  Doge's  Apartmod. 

The  Doge  and  his  Xepheiv  Bertuccio  Faliero. 

Dor/c.  Are  all  the  people  of  our  house  in  muster  ? 

£er.  F.  They  are  array 'd,  and  eager  for  the  signal, 
"Within  our  palace  precincts  at  San  Polo.- 
I  come  for  your  last  orders. 

Doge.  It  had  been 

As  well  had  there  been  time  to  have  got  together, 
From  my  own  fief,  Yal  di  Marino,  more 
Of  om'  retainers — but  it  is  too  late. 

Bcr.  F.  Methinks,  my  lord,  't  is  better  as  it  is  : 
A  sudden  swelling  of  our  retinue 
Had  waked  suspicion  ;  and,  though  fierce  and  trusty, 
The  vassals  of  that  district  are  too  rude 
And  quick  in  quarrel  to  have  long  maintain'd 
The  secret  discipline  Ave  need  for  such 
A  service,  till  our  foes  are  dealt  upon. 

Doge.  True  ;  but  when  once  the  signal  has  been  given, 
These  ax-e  the  men  for  such  an  enterprise ; 
These  city  slaves  have  all  their  private  oia?, 
Their  i)rejudice  against  or  for  this  noble, 
■VYhich  may  induce  them  to  o'erdo  or  spare 
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A\"here  mercy  may  be  madness  ;  the  fierce  peasants, 

Serfs  of  my  county  of  Val  di  Marino, 

Would  do  the  bidding  of  their  lord  -without 

Distmguishiug  for  love  or  hate  his  foes  ; 

Alike  to  them  Marcello  or  Comaro, 

A  Gradenigo  or  a  Foscari ; 

They  are  not  used  to  start  at  those  vain  names, 

Nor  bow  the  knee  before  a  civic  senate  ; 

A  chief  in  armour  is  their  Suzerain, 

And  not  a  thing  in  robes. 

JBci\  F.  "We  are  enough ; 

And  for  the  dispositions  of  our  clients 
Against  the  senate  I  -will  answer. 

Bogc.  Well, 

The  die  is  throv.-n  ;  but  for  a  warlike  seiwice, 
Done  in  the  field,  commend  me  to  my  peasants  : 
They  made  the  sun  shine  through  the  host  of  Huns 
When  sallow  burghers  slunk  back  to  their  tents, 
And  cower'd  to  hear  their  own  victorious  trumpet. 
If  there  be  small  resistance,  you  will  find 
These  citizens  all  lions,  like  their  standard  ; 
But  if  there's  much  to  do,  you  '11  wish  with  me, 
A  band  of  iron  rustics  at  our  backs. 

Bcr.  F.  Thus  thinking,  I  must  marvel  you  resolve 
To  strike  the  blow  so  suddenly. 

Doge.  Such  blows 

Must  be  struck  suddenly  or  never.     When 
T  had  o'ermaster'd  the  weak  false  remorse 
Which  yeam'd  about  my  heart,  too  fondly  yielding 
A  moment  to  the  feelings  of  old  days, 
I  was  most  fain  to  strike  ;  and,  firstly,  that 
I  might  not  yield  again  to  such  emotions ; 
And,  secondly,  because  of  all  these  men, 
Save  Israel  and  Philip  Calendaro, 
I  know  not  well  the  courage  or  the  faith  : 
To-day  might  find  'mongst  them  a  traitor  to  us, 
As  yesterday  a  thousand  to  the  senate  ; 
But  once  in,  with  their  hilts  hot  in  their  hands. 
They  must  on  for  their  own  sakes  ;  one  stroke  struck, 
And  the  mere  instinct  of  the  first-born  Cain, 
Which  ever  lurks  somewhere  in  hmnan  liearts, 
Tliough  circumstance  may  keep  it  in  abeyance, 
"Will  m-ge  the  rest  on  like  to  wolves ;  the  sight 
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Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  tlie  tliirst  of  more, 

As  the  first  wine-cup  leads  to  the  long  revel ; 

And  yoii  will  find  a  harder  task  to  quell 

Tlian  urge  them  Avheu  they  have  commenced,  but  i'l'l 

That  moment,  a  mere  voice,  a  straw,  a  shadow, 

A  re  capable  of  turning  them  aside. — 

How  goes  the  night  ? 

Bcr.  F.  Almost  upon  the  dawn. 

Do^ie.  Then  it  is  time  to  strike  upon  the  bell. 
Are  the  men  posted  ? 

Ber.  F.  By  this  time  they  arc  ; 

But  they  have  orders  not  to  strike,  until 
They  have  command  from  you  through  me  in  person. 

Doye.  'T  is  well. — Will  the  morn  never  put  to  rest 
These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o'er  all  the  heavens  ? 
I  am  settled  an:l  bound  up,  and  being  so, 
The  very  effort  which  it  cost  me  to 
llcsolvc  to  cleanse  this  commonwealth  with  fire, 
Now  leaves  my  mind  more  steady.     I  have  wept, 
And  trembled  at  the  thought  of  this  dread  duty  • 
But  now  I  have  put  down  all  idle  passion. 
And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  the  face, 
As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admiral  galley  : 
Yet  (wouldst  thou  think  it,  kinsman  ?)  it  hath  been 
A  greater  struggle  to  me,  than  when  nations 
Beheld  their  fate  merged  in  the  approaching  fight, 
"Where  I  was  leader  of  a  phalanx,  where 
Thousands  were  sure  to  perish — Yes,  to  spill 
The  rank  polluted  current  from  the  veins 
Of  a  few  bloated  despots  needed  moi'e 
To  steel  me  to  a  purpose  such  as  made 
Timoleon  immortal,  than  to  face 
The  toils  and  dangers  of  a  l>fe  of  war. 

Ber.  F.  It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former  wisdom 
Subdue  the  fnries  which  so  wrung  you  ere 
You  were  decided. 

Dnjc.  It  was  ever  thus 

"With  me ;  the  hour  of  agitation  came 
In  the  first  glimmerings  of  a  purpose,  when 
Passion  had  too  much  room  to  sway ;  but  in 
The  hour  of  action  I  liave  stood  as  calm 
As  were  the  dead  who  lay  around  me  :  this 
They  knew  who  made  me  what*  I  am,  and  trusted 
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To  the  subduing  power  -u-hich  I  preserved 
Over  my  mood,  wheu  its  first  burst  was  spent. 
But  they  were  not  aware  that  there  are  things 
Which  make  revenge  a  virtue  by  reflection, 
And  not  an  impulse  of  mere  anger  ;  though 
The  laws  sleep,  justice  wakes,  and  injured  souls 
Oft  do  a  public  right  with  private  wrong, 
And  justify  their  deeds  unto  themselves. — 
Methinks  the  day  breaks — is  it  not  so  ?  look, 
Thine  eyes  are  clear  with  youth  ; — the  air  puts  on 
A  morning  freshness,  and,  at  least  to  me, 
The  sea  looks  gi'eyer  through  the  lattice. 

Ber.  F.  Tme, 

The  morn  is  dappling  in  the  sky .23 

Doge.  Away  then  ! 

See  that  they  stiike  without  delay,  and  with 
The  fii*st  toll  from  St.  Mark's,  march  on  the  palace 
With  all  om'  house's  strength  :  here  I  will  meet  you  ; 
The  Sixteen  and  their  companies  will  move 
In  separate  columns  at  the  self-same  moment : 
Be  sure  you  post  yourself  at  the  great  gate  : 
I  would  not  tiiist  '-'the  Ten"  except  to  us — 
The  rest,  the  rabble  of  patricians,  may 
Glut  the  more  careless  swords  of  those  leagued  with  us. 
Remember  that  the  cry  is  still  "  Saint  Mark  ! 
Tiie  Genoese  are  come — ho  !  to  the  resciie  ! 
Saint  Mark  and  Liberty  !  " — Now — now  to  action  ! 

Ber.  F.  Farewell  then,  noble  uncle  !  we  \\ill  meet 
In  freedom  and  true  sovereignty,  or  never  ! 

Doyc.  Come  hithei',  my  Bertuccio — one  embrace  ; 
Speed,  for  the  day  gi-ows  broader ;  send  me  soon 
A  messenger  to  tell  me  how  all  goes 
When  you  rejoin  our  troops,  and  then  sound — sound 
The  storm-bell  from  Saint  Mark's  ! 

lExit  BEnrcccio  Faliero. 

Dorjc  (solus).  He  is  gone, 

And  on  each  footstep  moves  a  life.     'T  is  done. 
Xow  the  destroj'ing  angel  hovers  o'er 
Venice,  and  pauses  ere  he  pours  the  vial, 
Even  as  the  eagle  overlooks  his  prey, 
And  for  a  moment,  poised  in  middle  air, 
Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mighty  wings, 
Then  swoops  with  his  unerring  beak.     Thou  day  ! 
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That  slowly  walk'st  the  watere  !  march — march  ou — 

I  would  not  smite  i'  the  dark,  but  rather  see 

That  no  stroke  errs.     And  you,  ye  blue  sea  Avaves  ! 

I  have  seen  you  dj-ed  ere  now,  and  deeply  too, 

With  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Hunnish  gore, 

While  that  of  Venice  flow'd  too,  but  -vdctorious, 

Now  thou  must  wear  an  uumix'd  crimson;  no 

Barbaric  blood  can  reconcile  us  now 

Unto  that  horrible  incai'nadiue. 

But  friend  or  foe  will  roll  in  civic  slaughter. 

And  have  I  lived  to  fourscore  years  for  this  ? 

I,  Avho  was  named  Preserver  of  the  City? 

I,  at  whose  name  the  million's  caps  were  flung 

Into  the  ah',  and  cries  from  tens  of  thousands 

Rose  up,  imploring  Heaven  to  send  me  blessings, 

And  fame,  and  length  of  daj'S — to  see  this  day  ? 

But  this  day,  black  within  the  calendar. 

Shall  be  succeeded  by  a  bright  millennium. 

Doge  Dandolo  sm-vived  to  ninety  summers 

To  vanquish  empires,  and  refuse  their  crown ; 

I  will  resign  a  crown,  and  make  the  state 

Renew  its  freedom — but  oh  !  by  what  means  ? 

The  noble  end  in\i>:t  justify  them.     "What 

Are  a  few  drops  of  human  blood  ?  't  is  false. 

The  blood  of  tyrants  is  not  human  ;  they. 

Like  to  incarnate  Molochs,  feed  ou  ours, 

Until  "t  is  time  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 

"Wliich  they  have  made  so  populous, — Oh  world  ! 

Oh  men  !  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  designs, 

That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish  crime  ? 

And  slay  as  if  Death  had  but  this  one  gate. 

When  a  few  years  woidd  make  the  sword  supei'fluous  ? 

And  I,  upon  the  verge  of  th'  unknown  realm, 

Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me  ? — 

I  must  not  ponder  this.  lA2muse. 

Hark !  was  there  not 
A  murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
The  tramp  of  feet  in  martial  unison  1 
AVhat  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes  raise  ! 
It  cannot  be — tbc  signal  hath  not  rung —  . 
Why  pauses  it  ?     My  nephew's  messenger 
Should  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  and  he 
Himself  perhaps  even  now  draws  grating  back 
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Upou  its  pouderoiis  hiuge  the  steep  tower  portal, 

Where  swmgs  the  sulleu  huge  oracular  bell,^' 

Which  never  knelk  but  for  a  piincely  death, 

Or  for  a  state  in  peril,  pealing  forth 

Tremendous  bodements  ;  let  it  do  its  office, 

And  be  this  peal  its  awfullcst  and  la.^t 

Sound  till  the  strong  tower  rock  ! — What !  silent  still  ? 

I  would  go  foilh,  but  that  my  post  Ls  here, 

To  be  the  centre  of  rc-union  to 

The  oft  discordant  elements  which  form 

Leagues  of  this  nature,  and  to  keep  compact 

The  wavering  of  the  vreak,  in  case  of  conflict ; 

For  if  they  should  do  battle,  't  will  be  here. 

Within  the  palace,  that  the  strife  will  thicken  : 

Then  here  must  be  my  station,  as  becomes 

The  master-mover. Hark  1  he  comes — he  comes, 

3Iy  nephew,  brave  Bertuccio's  messenger. — 
"WTiat  tidings  ?     Is  he  marching  ?  hath  he  sped  ? 
TJicy  here  ! — all 's  lost — yet  will  I  make  an  effort.-' 

Enter  a  SiGxOR  of  the  Night, 2g  Kith  Guards,  ^c.  Sfc. 

Sig.  Doge,  I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  ! 

Doge.  Me ! 

Thy  prince,  of  treason  ? — Who  are  they  that  dare 
Cloak  their  own  treason  under  such  an  order  ? 

Sig.  {shoicing  Ids  order.)  Behold  my  order  from  the  assem- 
bled Ten. 

Doge.  And  vsJiere  are  they,  and  v:Jiy  assembled  ?  no 
Such  council  can  be  lawful,  till  the  prince 
Preside  there,  and  that  duty  's  mine  :  on  thine 
I  charge  thee,  give  me  way,  or  marshal  me 
To  the  coxmcil  chamber. 

Sig.  Duke  !  it  may  not  be  : 

Xor  are  they  in  the  wonted  Hall  of  Coimcil, 
But  sitting  in  the  convent  of  Saint  Saviours. 

Doge.  You  dare  to  disobey  me,  then  ? 

Sig.  I  serve 

The  state,  and  needs  must  serve  it  faithfully; 
My  warrant  is  the  will  of  those  who  rule  it. 

Doge.  And  till  that  warrant  has  my  signatui'e 
It  is  illegal,  and,  as  now  appHed, 

Rebelhous.     Hast  thou  weigh'd  well  thy  life's  worth, 
That  thus  vou  dare  assume  a  lawless  function  ?-7 
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Sir/.  'T  is  not  my  office  to  reply,  but  act — 
I  aui  placed  here  as  guard  upon  thy  person. 
And  not  as  judge  to  hear  or  to  decide. 

Do[/e  {aside).   I  must  gain  time.     So  that  the  storm-bell 
sound, 
All  may  be  well  yet. — Kinsman,  speed — speed — speed  ! — 
Our  fate  is  trembling  in  the  balance,  and 
Woe  to  the  vanquish'd  !  be  they  prince  and  people, 
Or  slaves  and  senate — 

[The  great  bell  of  Saint  Ma)  k's  tolls. 
Lo  I  it  sounds — it  tolls  ! 

Doge  (aloud).  Hark,  Signer  of  the  Xight  !  and  you,  yc 
hirelings, 
Who  wield  your  merccnaiy  staves  in  fear, 
It  is  your  knell — Swell  on,  thou  lusty  peal  ! 
Kow,  knaves,  what  ransom  for  your  lives  ? 

!<lg.  Confusion  ! 

Stand  to  j^our  arms,  and  guard  the  door — all 's  lo.^t 
Unless  that  fearful  bell  be  silenced  soon. 
The  officer  hath  miss'd  his  path  or  purpose, 
Or  met  some  unforeseen  and  hideous  obstacle.-^ 
Anselmo,  with  thy  company  proceed 
Straight  to  the  tower ;  the  rest  remain  with  me. 

[Exit  part  of  the  Guard. 

Doge.  Wretch  !  if  thou  wouldst  have  thy  vile  life,  im- 
plore it  ; 
It  is  not  now  a  lease  of  sixty  seconds. 
Ay,  send  thy  miserable  ruffians  forth  ; 
They  never  shall  return. 

8lg.  So  lot  it  be  ! 

They  die  then  in  their  duty,  as  will  I. 

Doge.  Fool  !  the  high  eagle  flies  at  nobler  game 
Than  thou  and  thy  base  myrmidons, — live  on. 
So  thou  provok'st  not  peril  by  resistance. 
And  leain  (if  souls  so  much  obscured  can  bear 
To  gaze  upon  the  sunbeams)  to  be  free. 

Sig.  And  learn  thou  to  be  captive.     It  hath  ceased, 

[The  hell  ceases  to  toll. 
The  traitorous  signal,  Vvhich  was  to  have  set 
The  bloodhound  mob  on  thcu'  patrician  prey — 
The  knell  hath  rang,  but  it  is  not  the  senate's  ! 

Doge  (after  a  pa  use) .  All 's  silent,  and  all 's  lost  I 

Siq.  Xow,  DogO;  denounce  me 
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A.s  rebel  sluA-e  of  a  revolted  council  ! 
Have  I  uot  done  my  duty  ? 

Bofje.  Peace,  thou  thing  ! 

Thou  hast  done  a  -worthy  deed,  and  earu'd  the  price 
Of  blood,  and  they  -who  use  thee  will  reward  thee. 
But  thou  wert  sent  to  watch,  and  not  to  prate. 
As  thou  said  'st  even  now — then  do  thine  ofl&ce, 
But  let  it  be  in  silence,  as  behoves  thee, 
►Since,  though  thy  piisoner,  I  am  thy  piiuce. 

8irj.  I  did  not  mean  to  fail  in  the  respect 
Due  to  your  rank  :  in  this  I  shall  obey  yovi. 

DorjQ  (aside).  There  now  is  nothing  left  me  save  to  die  ; 
And  yet  how  near  success  !     I  would  have  fallen, 
And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  but 
To  miss  it  thus  ! 

JEntcr  Giher  SiGNOES  OF  the  Nigut,  v.'dh  Bestuccio  Falieeo 


2nd  Sl'j.  "We  took  him  in  the  act 

Of  issuing  from  the  tower,  where,  at  his  order, 
As  delegated  from  the  Doge,  the  signal 
Had  thus  begun  to  sotmd. 

\st  Sirj.  Are  all  the  passes 

"Which  lead  up  to  the  palace  well  secured  ? 

•lad  Sir/.  They  are — besides,  it  matters  not;  the  chiefs 
Are  all  in  chains,  and  some  even  now  on  trial — 
Their  followers  are  dispersed,  and  many  taken. 

Bcr.  F.  Uncle  ! 

IJoge.  It  is  in  vain  to  war  with  Fortune  ; 

The  glory  hath  deported  from  our  house. 

Bo\  F.  "Who  would  have  deem'd  it? — Ah  !    one  moment 
sooner ! 

Doge.  That  moment  would  have  changed  the  face  of  ages; 
Tlii-i  gives  us  to  eternity — W^e  '11  meet  it 
As  men  whose  triumph  is  not  in  success, 
Eut  who  can  make  their  own  minds  all  in  all, 
Equal  to  every  fortune.     Droop  not,  't  is 
But  a  brief  passage — I  would  go  alone. 
Yet  if  they  send  us,  as  "t  is  like,  together, 
Let  us  go  wortliy  of  our  sires  and  selves. 

Bcr.  F.  I  shall  not  shame  you,  imcle. 

1st  Sig.  "  Lords,  our  orders 
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Are  to  keep  guard  on  bofcli  in  separate  cliamLcrs, 
Until  the  council  call  ye  to  your  trial. 

Doge.  Our  trial !  will  they  keep  their  mockery  up 
Even  to  the  last  ?  but  let  them  deal  upon  us. 
As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  but  with  less  pomp. 
"Pis  but  a  game  of  mutual  homicides, 
Who  have  cast  lots  for  the  first  death,  and  they 
Have  won  with  false  dice. — Who  hath  been  our  Judas  ? 

1st  Sig.  I  am  not  warranted  to  answer  that. 

Ber.  F.  I  '11  answer  for  thee — 't  is  a  certain  Bertram, 
Even  now  deposing  to  the  secret  giunta. 

Doge.  Bertram,  the  Bergamask  !     With  what  vile  tools 
We  operate  to  slay  or  save  !     This  creature, 
Black  with  a  double  treason,  now  will  earn 
Rewards  and  honours,  and  be  stamp'd  in  story 
Witli  the  geese  in  the  Capitol,  which  gabbled 
Till  Rome  awoke,  and  had  an  annual  triumph, 
While  Manlius,  who  hurl'd  down  the  Gauls,  was  castas 
From  the  Tarpeiau. 

1st  Sig.  He  aspired  to  treason, 

And  sought  to  rule  the  state. 

Doge.  He  saved  the  state. 

And  sought  but  to  reform  what  he  revived — 
But  this  is  idle Come,  sirs,  do  your  work. 

1st  Sig.  Noble  B.n-tuccio,  we  must  now  remove  you 
Into  an  inner  chamber. 

Bcv.  F.  Farewell,  uncle  ! 

If  we  shall  meet  again  in  life  I  know  not, 
But  they  perhaps  will  let  our  ashes  mingle. 

Doge.  Yes,  and  our  spirits,  which  shall  yet  go  forth, 
And  do  what  our  frail  clay,  thus  clogg'd,  hath  fail'd  in  ! 
They  coiinot  quench  the  memory  of  those 
Who  would  have  hurl'd  them  from  their  guilty  thrones. 
And  such  examples  will  find  heii-s,  though  distant. 
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ACT  V. 

SCEKE  I.— The  Hall  of  the  Council  of  Ten  assembled  with  the  addi. 
tional  Senatoi'S,  v:ho,  on  the  Trials  of  the  Conspirators  fur  the 
2'reason  of  Mabixo  Falieeo,  composed  v:hat  ivas  called  the 
Giiinta,— Guards,  Officers,  ^e.  ^S'C- — Israel  Bebtcccio  and 
Philip  Calexdabo  as  Prisoners.  —  Beetbak,  Liokt,  and 
11'itnesscs,  S)C. 

The  Chief  of  the  Ten,  Benistexde.so 

JBen.  There  now  rests,  after  such  conviction  of 
Theii'  manifold  and  manifest  offences, 
But  to  pronounce  on  these  obdurate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  law  : — a  gi'ievous  task 
To  those  who  hear,  and  those  who  speak.     Alas  ! 
That  it  should  fall  to  me  !  and  that  my  days 
Of  office  should  be  stigmatised  through  all 
The  years  of  coming  time,  as  bearing  record 
To  this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason 
Against  a  just  and  free  state,  known  to  all 
The  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark  'gainst 
The  Saracen  and  the  schismatic  Greek, 
The  savage  Hun,  and  not  less  barbarous  Frank ; 
A  city  which  has  open'd  India's  wealth 
To  Europe ;  the  last  Eoman  refuge  from 
O'erwhelming  Attila  ;  the  ocean's  Ciueen ; 
Proud  Genoa's  prouder  rival  I     'T  is  to  sap 
The  throne  of  such  a  city,  these  lost  men 
Have  risk'd  and  forfeited  their  worthless  lives — 
So  let  them  die  the  death. 

/.  Ber.  We  are  prepared  ; 

Your  racks  have  done  that  for  us.     Let  us  die. 

Ben.  If  ye  have  that  to  say  which  would  obtain 
Abatement  of  your  punishment,  the  Giunta 
Will  hear  you  ;  if  you  have  aught  to  confess, 
Now  is  yoiu'  time,  perhaps  it  may  avail  ye. 

/.  £e'i\  "We  stand  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak. 

Ben.  Your  crimes 

Are  fully  proved  by  your  accomplices, 
And  all  which  circumstance  can  add  to  aid  thera  ; 
Yet  we  Vv'Ould  hear  from  your  own  lips  complete 
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Avowal  of  your  treason  :  on  the  verge 
Of  that  dread  gulf  which  none  repass,  the  truth 
Alone  can  profit  you  on  earth  or  lieaven — 
Say,  then,  what  was  your  motive  ? 

/.  Ber.  Justice  ! 

Ben.  What 

Youv  object ■? 

/,  Ber.  Freedom  ! 

Ben.  You  are  brief,  sir. 

/.  Ber.  So  my  life  grows  :  I 
Was  bred  a  soldier,  not  a  senator. 

Ben.  Perhaps  you  think  by  this  blunt  brevity 
To  brave  your  judges  to  postpone  the  sentence  ? 

/.  Ber.  Do  j'ou  be  brief  as  I  am,  and  believe  me, 
I  shall  prefer  that  mercy  to  your  pardon. 

Ben.  Is  this  your  sole  reply  to  the  tribunal  ? 

/.  Ber.  Go,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have  wrung  from  us. 
Or  place  us  there  again ;  wo  have  still  some  blood  left. 
And  some  slight  sense  of  pain  in  these  wrench'd  lunbs  : 
But  this  ye  dare  not  do  ;  for  if  we  die  there — 
And  you  have  left  us  little  life  to  spend 
Upon  your  engines,  gorged  with  pangs  already — 
Ye  lose  the  public  spectacle,  with  which 
You  would  appal  your  slaves  to  furtlier  slaveiy  ! 
Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assent, 
Nor  affirmation  truth,  if  nature's  sense 
Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a  lie, 
For  a  short  respite — must  we  bear  or  die  ? 

Ben.  Say,  who  were  vour  accomplices  ] 

/.  Ber.  "  The  Senate. 

Ben.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

/.  Ber.  Ask  of  the  suffering  people, 

Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven  to  crime. 

Jicn.  You  know  the  Doge  ? 

7.  Ber.  I  served  with  him  at  Zara 

In  the  field,  when  you  were  pleading  here  your  way 
To  present  office  :  wo  exposed  our  lives, 
While  you  but  hazarded  the  lives  of  others, 
Alike  by  accusation  or  defence  ; 
And  for  the  rest,  all  Venice  knows  her  Doge, 
Through  his  great  actions,  and  the  Senate's  insults. 

Ben.  You  have  held  conference  with  him  1 

J.  Ber.  I  am  weaiy — 
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Even  wearier  of  your  question.s  than  your  tortures  : 
I  pray  you  pass  to  judgmeut. 

Ben.  It  is  comiug. 

And  you,  too,  Philip  C'aleudaro,  what 
Have  you  to  say  why  you  should  not  be  doomed  ? 

Cal.  I  never  was  a  man  of  many  words, 
And  now  have  few  left  worth  the  utterance. 

Ben.  A  further  application  of  yon  engine 
May  change  your  tone. 

Cal  Most  true,  it  v:iU  do  so  ; 

A  former  application  did  so ;  but 
It  will  not  change  my  words,  or,  if  it  did — 

Ben.  What  then  ? 

Cal.  Vriil  my  avowal  on  yon  rack 

Stand  good  in  law  ] 

Ben.  Assiu'edly. 

Cal.  Whoe'er 

The  culprit  be  whom  I  accuse  of  treason  ? 

Ben.  Without  doubt,  he  will  be  brought  up  to  trial. 

Cal.  And  on  this  testimony  would  he  perish  ? 

Ben.  So  your  confession  be  detail'd  and  full, 
lie  will  stand  here  in  peril  of  his  life. 

Cal  Then  look  well  to  tby  proud  self.  President ! 
For  by  the  eternity  which  yawns  before  me, 
I  swear  that  thou,  and  only  thou,  shalt  be 
The  traitor  I  denoxuice  irp.n  that  rack. 
If  I  be  stretch'd  there  fjr  the  second  time. 

One  of  the  Giv.nta.  Lord  President,  "t  were  best  proceed  to 
judgment ; 
There  is  no  more  to  be  drawn  from  these  men. 

Ben.  Unhappy  men  !  i^repare  for  instant  death. 
The  nature  of  your  crime,  our  law,  and  peril 
The  state  now  stands  in,  leave  not  an  hours  respite. 
Guards  !  lead  them  forth,  and  upon  the  balcony 
Of  the  red  columns,  where,  on  festal  Thursday,^' 
The  Doge  stands  to  behold  the  chase  of  buUs, 
Let  them  be  justified  :  and  leave  exposed 
Then*  wavering  relics,  in  the  place  of  judgment, 
To  the  full  view  of  the  assembled  ^Dcople  ! 
And  Heaven  have  mercy  on  their  souls  ! 

The  G'iunta.  Amen  ! 

/.  Ber.  Signers,  farewell !  we  shall  not  all  again 
Meet  in  one  place. 
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Ben.  And  lest  they  should  essay 

To  stii'  up  the  distracted  multitude — 
Guards  !  let  their  mouths  be  gagg'd  3-  even  in  the  act 
Of  execution.     Lead  them  hence  ! 

Cal.  What !  must  we 

Not  even  say  farewell  to  some  fond  friend, 
Nor  leave  a  last  word  with  our  confessor  ? 

Jjcn.  A  priest  is  waiting  in  the  antechamber  ; 
But,  for  your  friends,  such  interviews  woi;ld  he 
Painful  to  them,  and  iiseloss  all  to  you. 

Cal.  I  knew  that  we  were  gagg'd  in  life  ;  at  least 
All  those  Avho  had  not  heart  to  risk  their  lives 
Upon  their  open  thoughts ;  but  still  I  deem'd 
That  in  the  last  few  moments,  the  same  idle 
Freedom  of  speech  accorded  to  the  dying, 
Would  not  now  be  denied  to  us  ;  but  since 

/.  Ber.  Even  let  them  have  their  v/ay,  brave  Calendaro  ! 
What  matter  a  few  syllables  ?  let 's  die 
Without  the  slightest  show,  of  favour  from  them ; 
So  shall  our  blood  more  readily  arise 
To  Heaven  against  them,  and  more  testify 
To  their  atrocities,  than  could  a  volume 
Spoken  or  written  of  our  dying  words  ! 
They  tremble  at  our  voices — nay,  they  dread 
Our  very  silence — let  them  live  in  fear  ! 
Leave  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let  us  now 
Address  our  own  above  ! — Lead  on ;  we  are  ready. 

Cal.  Israel,  hadst  thou  but  hearken'd  unto  me 
It  had  not  now  been  thus  ;  and  yon  pale  villain, 
Tlie  coward  Bertram,  would 

7.  Ber.  Peace,  Calendaro ! 

What  brooks  it  now  to  ponder  upon  this  1 

Bert.  Alas  !  I  fain  you  died  in  jDeaee  with  me  : 
I  did  not  seek  this  task ;  't  was  forced  upon  me  : 
Say,  you  forgive  me,  though  I  never  can 
lletrieve  my  own  forgiveness — frown  not  thus  ! 

I.  Ber.  I  die  and  pardon  thee  ! 

Cal.  {spitting  at  hiin).^  I  die  and  scorn  thee  ! 

\_Exennt    Israet,     Bertuccio     and     Tiiilip    Cai.exdako, 
Crttards,  !j-c. 

Ben.  Now  that  these  ci'iminals  have  been  disposed  of, 
'T  is  time  that  we  proceed  to  pass  our  sentence 
Upon  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record 
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111  auy  annals,  the  Doge  Faliero  !    . 
Tlie  proofs  and  process  are  complete ;  tlio  time 
And  crime  require  a  quick  procedure  :  shall 
He  now  be  call'd  in  to  receive  the  award  ? 

The  Criunta.  Ay,  ay. 

Ben.  Avogadori.  order  that  the  Doge 
Be  brouglit  before  the  council. 

One  oj  the  Giunta.  And  tlie  re.-t, 

"When  shall  tlioy  be  brought  up  ? 

JJrn.  When  all  the  chiefs 

Have  been  disposed  of.     Some  have  fled  to  Chiozza ; 
But  there  are  thousands  in  pursuit  of  them, 
And  such  precaution  ta'en  on  terra  firma, 
As  Avell  as  in  the  islands,  tho.t  we  hope 
Xone  will  escape  to  utter  in  strange  lands 
His  libellous  tale  of  treasons  'gainst  the  senate. 

Enter  the  Doge  as  rrisoncr,  uilh  Guards,  S^-c,  ,V',-. 

Ben.  Doge — for  such  still  you  are,  and  by  the  law 
Must  be  consider'd,  till  the  hour  shall  come 
"When  you  must  doflP  the  ducal  bonnet  from 
That  head,  which  could  not  wear  a  cro\vn  more  ucble 
Than  empires  can  confer,  in  quiet  honour. 
But  it  must  plot  to  overthrow  your  peers, 
"Who  made  you  wh;it  you  are,  and  quench  iu  Ijloud 
A  city's  glory — we  have  laid  already 
Before  you  in  your  chamber  at  fidl  length, 
By  the  Avogadori,  all  the  proofs 
^^'hicll  have  appear'd  against  you  ;  and  more  ampio 
Xc'er  ]'ear'd  their  sanguinary  shadows  lu 
r'uufrout  a  traitor.     "\Vhat  have  you  to  say 
In  your  defence  ; 

bo'jr.  What  shall  I  say  to  ye, 

Since  my  defence  must  be  your  condemnation  ? 
You  are  at  once  ottenders  and  accusers. 
Judges  and  executioners  ! — Proceed 
Upon  your  power. 

Ben.  Your  chief  accomplices 

Having  confess'd,  there  is  no  hope  for  you. 

Dorjr.  Aufl  who  be  they  / 

Ben.  In  number  many  ;  but 

The  iirst  now  (elands  before  you  in  the  court, 
Bertram,  of  Bei-gamo, — would  you  question  him  ? 

VOL.  1.  L 
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Doge  (looldng  at  linn  confempiuoushj).     No. 

Ben.  And  two  others,  Israel  Bertuccio, 

Aud  Philip  Ciileudaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowshii)  in  treason  with  the  Doge  ! 

Doge.  And  where  are  they  ? 

Ben.  Gone  to  their  place,  and  now 

Answering  to  Heaven  for  what  they  did  on  earth. 

Doge.  Ah  !  the  plebeian  Brutus,  is  he  gone  ? 
And  the  quick  Cassius  of  the  arsenal  ? — 
How  did  they  meet  then*  doom  ? 

Ben.  Think  of  your  own  : 

It  is  approachmg.     You  decline  to  plead,  then  ? 

Doge.  I  cannot  plead  to  my  inferiors,  nor 
Can  recognise  your  legal  power  to  try  me. 
Show  me  the  law  ! 

Ben.  On  great  emergencies, 

The  law  must  be  remodeli'd  or  amended  : 
Our  fathers  had  not  fix'd  the  punishment 
Of  such  a  crime,  as  on  the  old  Roman  tables 
The  sentence  against  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forge tfulness ;  they  covild  not  render 
That  penal,  which  had  neither  name  nor  thought 
In  their  gi-eat  bosoms  ;  who  would  have  foreseen  . 
That  nature  could  be  filed  to  such  a  crime 
As  sons  'gainst  sires,  and  princes  'gainst  their  realms  ? 
Yom*  sin  hath  made  us  make  a  law  which  will 
Become  a  precedent  'gainst  such  haught  traitors, 
As  would  with  treason  mount  to  tyranny ; 
Not  even  contented  with  a  sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  it  to  a  two-edged  sword  ! 
Was  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye  ? 
AYhat  's  nobler  than  the  signory  of  Venice  ? 

Doge.  The  signoiy  of  Venice  !  You  betray'd  me— 
You — you,  who  sit  there,  traitors  as  ye  are  ! 
From  my  equality  with  you  in  birth, 
And  my  superiority  in  action. 
You  drew  me  from  my  honourable  toils 
In  distant  lands — on  flood,  in  field,  in  cities — 
You  singled  me  out  like  a  victim  to 
Stand  crown' d,  but  bound  and  helpless,  at  the  altar 
AVhere  you  alone  could  minister.     I  knew  not, 
I  sought  not,  Avish'd  not,  dream'd  not  the  election, 
"Whioh  veach'd  me  first  at  Kome,  and  I  obey'd; 
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But  found  on  my  arrival,  that,  besides 

The  jealous  vigilance  which  ahvays  led  you 

To  mock  and  mar  your  sovereign's  best  intents, 

You  had,  even  iu  the  intei'regnum  of 

My  journey  to  the  capital,  curtail'd 

And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 

Yet  left  the  duke  :  all  this  I  bore,  and  would 

Have  borne,  iintil  my  very  hearth  was  stain'd 

By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry, 

And  he,  the  ribald,  whom  I  see  amongst  you — 

Fit  judge  in  such  tribunal  ! 

Ben.  {inlerruptinrj  hbn).  Michel  Steno 

Is  here  in  virtue  of  his  office,  as 
One  of  the  Forty ;  "  the  Ten  "  having  craved 
A  Giunta  of  i)atricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  judgment  in  a  trial  arduous 
And  novel  as  the  present :  he  was  set 
Free  from  the  penalty  pronounced  upon  him, 
Because  the  Doge,  who  should  protect  the  law, 
Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
Xo  punishment  of  others  by  the  statutes 
"Which  he  himself  denies  and  -saolates  ! 

I)o[/e.  His  PUNISHMENT  !     I  rather  see  him  there. 
Where  he  now  sits,  to  glut  him  with  my  death, 
Than  in  the  mockeiy  of  castigation, 
Vrhich  your  foul,  outward,  juggling  show  of  justice 
Decreed  as  sentence  !     Base  as  was  his  crime, 
'T  v.-as  purity  compared  with  your  protection. 

Ben.  And  can  it  be,  that  the  great  Doge  of  Venice, 
"With  three  parts  of  a  century  of  years 
And  honoui-s  on  his  head,  coiild  thus  allow 
His  fury,  like  an  angiy  boy's,  to  master 
All  feeling,  wisdom,  faith,  and  fear,  on  such 
A  provocation  as  a  young  man's  petulance  ? 

Doge.  A  spark  creates  the  flame — 't  is  the  last  drop 
Which  makes  the  cup  run  o'er,  and  mine  was  full 
Already  :  yoxi  oppress'd  the  prince  and  people  ; 
I  would  have  freed  both,  and  have  fail'd  in  both  : 
The  price  of  such  success  would  have  been  glory, 
Vengeance,  and  victory,  and  such  a  name 
As  would  have  made  Venetian  histoiy 
Rival  to  that  of  Greece  and  Syracuse 
When  they  were  freed,  and  flourLsh'd  ages  after. 
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And  mine  to  Gelou  aud  to  Thrasybiilus  : 
Failing,  I  know  the  penalty  of  failure 
Is  present  infamy  and  death. — the  future 
Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more,  or  free ; 
Till  then,  the  truth  is  in  abeyance.     Pause  not ; 
I  would  have  shown  no  mercy,  and  I  seek  none  ; 
My  life  was  staked  itpou  a  mighty  hazard. 
And  being  lost,  take  what  I  would  have  taken  ! 
I  would  have  stood  alone  amidst  your  tombs  : 
Now  you  may  flock  round  mine,  and  trample  on  it, 
As  you  have  done  t;pon  my  heart  while  living. 

Bar.  You  do  confess  then,  and  admit  the  justice 
Of  our  tribunal  ? 

Doge.  I  confess  to  have  fail'd  ; 

Fortune  is  female  :  from  my  youth  her  favours 
Were  not  withheld,  the  fault  was  mine  to  hope 
Her  former  smiles  again  at  this  late  hour. 

Ben.  You  do  not  then  in  aught  arraign  our  equity  ? 

Dorje.  ISToble  Venetians  !  stir  me  not  with  questions. 
I  am  resign'd  to  the  worst ;  but  in  me  still 
Have  something  of  the  blood  of  brighter  days, 
And  am  not  over-patient.     Pray  you,  spare  me 
Further  interrogation,  which  boots  nothing. 
Except  to  tairu  a  trial  to  debate. 
I  shall  but  answer  that  which  will  offend  you. 
And  please  your  enemies — a  host  already  ; 
'T  is  true,  these  sullen  walls  should  yield  no  echo  : 
But  walls  have  ears — nay,  more,  they  have  tongues  ;  and  if 
There  were  no  other  way  for  truth  to  o'erleap  them,  ^^ 
You  who  condemn  me,  you  who  fear  and  slay  me, 
Yet  could  not  bear  in  silence  to  your  graves 
What  you  would  hear  from  me  of  good  or  evil ; 
The  secret  were  too  mighty  for  your  souls  : 
Then  let  it  sleep  in  mine,  imless  you  court 
A  danger  which  would  double  thht  you  escape. 
Such  my  defence  would  be,  had  I  full  scope 
To  make  it  famous  ;  for  true  ivords  are  things, 
And  dying  men's  are  things  which  long  outlive. 
And  oftentimes  avenge  them  ;  bury  mine. 
If  ye  would  fain  survive  me  :  take  this  counsel, 
And  though  too  oft  yc  made  me  live  in  wrath, 
Let  me  die  calmty  ;  you  may  grant  me  this ; 
I  deny  nothing,  defend  nothing,  nothing 
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I  ask  of  you,  but  silence  for  myself, 
And  sentence  from  the  court  ! 

Ben.  This  full  admission 

Spares  us  the  harsh  necessity  of  ordering 
The  torture  to  elicit  the  Vvdiole  trutli.^ 

Borje.  The  torture  !  you  have  put  me  there  already, 
Daily  since  I  was  Doge ;  but  if  you  will 
Add  the  corporeal  rack,  you  may  :  these  limbs 
"Will  yield  with  age  to  crushing  iron ;  but 
There  's  that  within  my  heart  shall  strain  your  engines. 

Enter  an  Officee. 

Officer.  Noble  Venetians  !  Duchess  Faliero  ^^ 
Requests  admission  to  the  Giunta's  presence. 

Ben.  Say,  conscript  fathers,  ■^'^  shall  she  be  admitted  ? 

One  of  the  Giv.nta.  She  may  have  revelations  of  importance 
Unto  the  state,  to  justify  compliance 
"With  her  request. 

Ben.  Is  this  the  general  will  ? 

.4//.  It  is. 

Doge.  Oh,  admirable  laws  of  Venice  ! 

"Which  would  admit  the  wife,  in  the  full  hope 
That  she  might  testify  against  the  husband. 
"What  glory  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames  ! 
But  such  blasphemers  'gainst  all  honour,  as 
Sit  here,  do  well  to  act  in  their  vocation. 
Xow,  villain  Steno  !  if  this  Avoman  fail, 
I'll  pardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape. 
And  my  own  violent  death,  and  thy  vile  life. 

The  DcCHESS  enters, ^^ 

Ben,  Lady  !  this  just  tribunal  has  resolved, 
Though  the  request  be  strange,  to  gi-ant  it,  and 
Wliatever  be  its  purport,  to  accord 
A  patient  hearing  with  the  due  respect 
Wliich  fits  your  ancestry,  your  rank,  and  virtues  : 
But  you  turn  pale — ho  !  there,  look  to  the  lady  ! 
Place  a  chair  instantly. 

Anr/,  A  moment's  faintness — 

'T  is  past ;  I  pray  you  pardon  me, — I  sit  not 
In  presence  of  my  prince  and  of  my  hnsband, 
"Wlule  he  is  on  his  feet. 
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Ben.  Your  j^leasure,  lady  ? 

Ang.  Strange  rumovirs,  but  most  true,  if  all  I  hear 
And  see  be  sooth,  have  reach'd  me,  and  I  come 
To  know  the  worst,  even  at  the  worst ;  forgive 
The  abruptness  of  my  entrance  and  my  bearing. 

Is  it 1  cannot  speak — I  cannot  shape 

Tiie  question — but  you  answer  it  ere  spoken, 
With  eyes  averted,  and  with  gloomy  brows — 
Oh  God  !  this  is  the  silence  of  the  grave  ! 

Ben.  (after  a  jx(wse).  Spare  us,  and  spare  thyself  the 
repetition 
Of  our  most  awful,  but  inexorable 
Duty  to  Heaven  and  man  ! 

A  ng.  Yet  speak ;  I  cannot — 

I  cannot — no — even  now  believe  these  things. 
Is  he  condemned  ? 

Ben.  Alas  ! 

Ang.  And  was  he  guilty  ? 

Ben.  Lady  !  the  natural  distraction  of 
Thy  thoughts  at  such  a  moment  makes  the  question 
Merit  forgiveness  ;  else  a  doubt  like  this 
Against  a  just  and  paramount  tribunal 
Were  deep  offence.     But  question  even  the  Doge, 
And  if  he  can  deny  the  proofs,  believe  him 
Guiltless  as  thy  o\\  n  bosom. 

A  ng.  Is  it  so  ? 

My  lord,  my  sovereign,  my  poor  father's  friend, 
The  mighty  in  the  field,  the  sage  in  council, 
Unsay  the  woi'ds  of  this  man  ! — Thou  art  silent  ! 

Ben.  He  hath  already  own'd  to  his  own  guilt,  ^^ 
Xor,  as  thou  see'st,  doth  he  deny  it  now. 

Ang.  Ay,  but  he  must  not  die  !     Spare  his  few  years, 
Which  grief  and  shame  will  soon  cut  down  to  days  ! 
One  day  of  baffled  crime  must  not  efface 
Xcar  sixteen  lustres  crowded  with  brave  acts. 

Ben.  His  doom  must  be  fulfill'd  without  remission 
Of  time  or  penalty — 't  is  a  decree. 

Ang.  He  hath  been  guiltj^,  but  there  may  be  mercy. 

Jkn.  Not  in  this  case  with  justice. 

Ang.  Alas  !  signer, 

He  who  is  only  just  is  cruel ;  who 
Upon  the  earth  would  live  were  all  judged  justly? 

Ben.  His  punishment  is  safcfy  to  the  state. 
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Any.  He  was  a  subject,  and  hath  served  tlie  .state; 
He  was  your  general,  aud  hath  saved  the  state  ; 
He  is  your  sovereign,  aud  hath  ruled  the  state. 

One  of  the  Council.  He  is  a  traitor,  aud  betray 'd  the  state. 

Any.  And,  but  for  hiru,  there  now  had  been  no  state 
To  save  or  to  destroy ;  and  you,  who  sit 
There  to  pronounce  the  death  of  your  deliverer, 
Had  now  been  groaning  at  a  Moslem  oar, 
Or  digging  in  the  Hunnish  mines  in  fetters  ! 

One  of  the  Council.  No,  lady,  there  are  others  who  would 
die 
Rather  than  breathe  iu  slavery  ! 

Ang.  If  there  are  so 

Within  these  walls,  thou  art  not  of  the  number  : 
The  truly  brave  are  generous  to  the  fallen  ! — 
Is  there  no  hope  ] 

Ben.  Lady,  it  cannot  be. 

Ana.  (turning  to  the  J)oge).    Then  die,  Faliero  !  since  it 
must  be  so ; 
But  with  the  spirit  of  my  father's  friend. 
Thou  hast  been  guilty  of  a  gi'eat  oflence. 
Half  cancell'd  by  the  harshness  of  these  men. 
I  would  have  sued  to  them,  have  pray'd  to  them, 
Have  begg'd  as  famish'd  mendicants  for  bread, 
Have  wept  as  they  will  cry  unto  their  God 
For  mercy,  and  be  answer'd  as  they  answer, — 
Had  it  been  fitting  for  thy  name  or  mine, 
And  if  the  cruelty  iu  then-  cold  eyes 
Had  not  announced  the  heartless  wrath  within. 
Then,  as  a  prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom  ! 

Doye.  I  have  lived  too  long  not  to  know  how  to  die  ' 
Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 
Of  the  lamb  to  the  butcher,  or  the  cry 
Of  seamen  to  the  surge :  I  would  not  take 
A  life  eternal,  granted  at  the  hands 
Of  wretches,  from  whose  monstrous  villanies 
I  sought  to  free  the  groaning  nations  ! 

Michel  Steno.  Dog.e, 

A  word  with  thee,  and  with  this  noble  lady, 
AVhom  I  have  grievoasly  offended.     Would 
Sorrow,  or  shame,  or  penance  on  my  part, 
Coidd  cancel  the  inexorable  past ! 
But  since  that  cannot  be,  as  Chiistiaus  let  us 
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Fay  farewell,  and  in  peace  :  with  full  contrition 
I  crave,  not  pardon,  but  compassion  from  you, 
And  give,  however  weak,  my  praj-ers  for  both. 

AjV'/.  Sage  Beninteude,  now  chief  judge  of  Venice, 
I  speak  to  thee  in  answer  to  yon  signor. 
Inform  the  ribald  Steno,  that  his  words 
Xe'er  weigh'd  in  mind  with  Loredano's  daughter, 
Further  than  to  create  a  moment's  pity 
For  such  as  he  is  :  would  that  others  had 
Despised  him  as  I  pity  !     I  prefer 
My  honour  to  a  thousand  lives,  could  such 
Be  multiplied  in  mine,  but  would  not  h.ive 
A  single  life  of  others  lost  for  that 
Which  nothing  human  can  impugn — the  sense 
Of  virtue,  looking  not  to  what  is  call'd 
A  good  name  for  reward,  but  to  itself. 
To  me  the  scorner's  words  were  as  the  wind 
Unto  the  rock  :  but  as  there  are — alas  ! 
Spirits  more  sensitive,  on  which  such  things 
Light  as  the  whirlwind  on  the  waters  ;  souls 
To  whom  dishonour's  shadow  is  a  substance 
More  terrible  than  death,  here  and  hereafter ; 
Men  whose  vice  is  to  start  at  vice's  scoffing. 
And  who,  though  proof  against  all  blandishments 
Of  pleasure,  and  all  pangs  of  pain,  are  feeble 
When  the  proud  name  on  which  they  pinnacled 
Their  hopes  is  breathed  on,  jealous  as  the  eagle 
Of  her  high  aieiy  ;  let  what  we  now 
Behold,  and  feel,  and  suffer,  be  a  lesson 
To  wretches  how  they  tamper  in  their  spleen 
With  beings  of  a  higher  order.     Insects 
Have  made  the  lion  mad  ere  now ;  a  shaft 
1'  the  heel  o'erthi-ew  the  bravest  of  the  brave ; 
A  wife's  dishonour  was  the  bane  of  Troy ; 
A  \vife's  dishonour  unkiug'd  Rome  for  ever ; 
An  injured  husband  brought  the  Gauls  to  Glusium, 
And  thence  to  Rome,  which  perish'd  for  a  time  ; 
An  obscene  gesture  cost  Caligula 
His  life,  while  Eirfcli  yet  bore  his  cruelties ; 
A  virgin's  wrong  made  Spain  a  Moorish  province ; 
And  Steno's  lie,  couch'd  in  two  worthless  lines, 
Hath  decimated  Venice,  put  in  peril 
A  senate  which  hath  stood  eight  hundred  year^, 
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Discrowu'd  a  priuce,  cut  off  his  crowuless  head, 

And  fox'ged  new  fetters  for  a  groaning  people  I 

Let  the  poor  ■s^Tetch,  like  to  the  courteaau 

"\Mio  fired  PersepolLs,  be  proud  of  this, 

If  it  so  please  him — 't  were  a  pride  fit  for  him  ! 

But  let  him  not  insult  the  last  hoiu-s  of 

Him.  who,  whate'er  he  now  is,  icas  a  hero, 

By  the  intrusion  of  his  veiy  prayers  ; 

Nothing  of  good  can  come  from  such  a  source, 

Xor  would  we  aught  with  him,  nor  now,  nor  ever  : 

"We  leave  him  to  himself,  that  lowest  depth 

Of  human  baseness.     Pardon  is  for  men, 

And  not  for  reptiles — we  have  none  for  Steno, 

And  no  resentment :  things  like  him  must  sting, 

And  higher  beings  sufier ;  't  is  the  charter 

Of  life.     The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder's  fang 

?>iay  have  the  crawler  crush'd,  but  feels  no  anger : 

'T  was  the  worm's  nature  ;  and  some  men  are  worms 

In  soul,  more  than  the  living  thhigs  of  tombs.  ^^ 

Doge  {to  Ben.).  Signor  !  complete  that  which  you  deem 
yoiu'  duty. 

Ben.  Before  we  can  proceed  upon  that  duty, 
"We  would  request  the  pnncess  to  withdraw; 
'T  will  move  her  too  much  to  be  witness  to  it. 

A  ng.  I  know  it  will,  and  yet  I  must  endure  it, 
For  "t  is  a  part  of  mine — I  will  not  quit, 
Except  by  force,  my  husband's  side. — Proceed  ! 
Xay,  fear  not  either  shriek,  or  sigh,  or  tear  : 
Though  my  heart  burst,  it  shall  be  silent. — Speak  I 
I  have  that  within  which  shall  o'ermaster  all. 

Ben.  Marino  Faliero,  Doge  of  Venice, 
Count  of  Yal  di  ^larino,  Senator, 
.And  some  time  General  of  the  Fleet  and  Army, 
Xoble  Venetian,  many  times  and  oft 
Intrxisted  by  the  state  with  high  employments, 
Even  to  the  highest,  listen  to  the  sentence. 
Convict  by  many  -witnesses  and  proofs, 
And  by  thine  own  confession,  of  the  guilt 
Of  treachery  and  treason,  yet  unheard  of 
Until  this  trial — the  deci-ee  is  death. 
Thy  goods  are  confiscate  unto  the  state. 
Thy  name  is  razed  from  out  her  records,  save 
Upon  a  public  day  of  thanksgiving 
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For  this  our  most  miraculous  deliverance, 

When  thou  art  noted,  in  our  calendars 

With  earthquakes,  pestilence,  and  foreign  foes, 

And  the  great  enemy  of  man,  as  subject 

Of  grateful  masses  for  Heaven's  grace  in  snatching 

Our  lives  and  covmtry  from  thy  wickedness. 

The  place  wherein  as  Doge  thou  shouldst  be  painted, 

With  thine  illustrious  predecessors,  is 

To  be  left  vacant,  with  a  death-black  veil 

Flung  over  these  dim  Avords  engraved  beneath, — 

''  This  place  is  of  Marmo  Faliero, 

Decapitated  for  his  crimes." 

Bofje.  "  His  crimes !  " 

But  let  it  be  so  : — it  vnW  be  in  vain. 
The  veil  which  blackens  o'er  this  blighted  name, 
And  hides,  or  seems  to  hide,  these  lineaments, 
Shall  draw  more  gazers  than  the  thousand  portraits 
Which  glitter  round  it  in  their  pictured  trappings — 
Your  delegated  slaves — the  people's  tyrants  ! 
"  Decapitated  for  his  crimes  !  " — What  crimes  ? 
Were  it  not  better  to  record  the  facts, 
So  that  the  contemplator  might  approve, 
Or  at  the  least  learn  u-Jience  the  crimes  arose  ? 
When  the  beholder  knows  a  Doge  conspired. 
Let  him  be  told  the  ca\ise — it  is  your  history. 

Ben.  Time  must  reply  to  that ;  om*  sons  will  judge 
Their  fathers' judgment,  which  I  now  pronounce. 
As  Doge,  clad  in  the  ducal  robes  and  cap, 
Thou  shalt  be  led  hence  to  the  Giant's  Staircase, 
Where  thou  and  all  our  princes  are  invested  ; 
And  there,  the  ducal  crown  being  first  resumed 
Upon  the  spot  where  it  was  first  assumed. 
Thy  head  shall  be  struck  off;  and  Heaven  have  mercy 
Upon  thy  soul  ! 

Dor/e.  Is  this  the  Giunta's  sentence  1 

Ben.  It  is. 

J)or/e.  I  can  endure  it. — And  the  time  ? 

Ben.  Must  be  immediate. — Make  thy  peace  with  God  : 
Witliiu  an  hour  thou  must  be  in  His  presence. 

Doi/e.  I  am  already  ;  and  my  blood  will  rise 
To  Heaven  before  the  souls  of  those  who  shed  it. 
Are  all  my  lands  confiscated  ? 

Ben.  They  arc  ; 
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And  goods,  and  jewels,  and  all  kind  of  treasure, 
Excej^t  two  thousand  ducats — these  dispose  of. 

Dofje.  That 's  harsh. — I  would  have  fain  reserved  the  lands 
Xear  to  Treviso,  which  I  hold  by  investment 
From  Laurence  the  Count-bishop  of  Ceneda, 
In  fief  perpetual  to  myself  and  heirs,    • 
To  portion  them  (leaving  my  city  spoil, 
My  palace  and  my  treasures,  to  your  foi-feit) 
Between  my  consort  and  my  kinsmen. 

Ben.  These 

Lie  under  the  state's  ban  ;  their  chief,  thy  nephew, 
In  peril  of  his  own  life ;  but  the  council 
Postpones  his  trial  for  the  present.     If 
Thou  will'  st  a  state  unto  thy  widow'd  princess, 
Fear  not,  for  we  will  do  her  justice. 

A  ng.  Signers, 

I  share  not  in  your  spoil  !     From  henceforth,  know 
I  am  devoted  unto  God  alone, 
And  take  my  refuge  in  the  cloister. 

Doge.  Come  ! 

The  hour  may  be  a  hard  one,  but 't  will  end. 
Have  I  aught  else  to  luidergo  save  death  ? 

Ben.  You  have  nought  to  do,  except  confess  and  die. 
The  priest  is  robed,  the  scimitar  is  bare. 
And  both  await  without. — Evit,  above  all, 
Tliink  not  to  speak  unto  the  peoj^le ;  they 
Are  now  by  thousands  swarming  at  the  gates, 
But  these  are  closed  :  tlie  Ten,  the  Avogadori, 
The  Giunta,  and  the  chief  men  of  the  Forty, 
Alone  will  be  beholders  of  thy  doom. 
And  they  are  ready  to  attend  the  Doge. 

Doge.  The  Doge  ! 

Ben.  Yes,  Doge,  thou  hast  lived  and  thou  shalt  die 

A  sovereign  ;  till  the  moment  v.hich  precedes 
The  separation  of  that  head  and  trunk, 
That  ducal  crown  and  head  shall  be  united. 
Tliou  hast  forgot  thy  dignity  in  deigning 
To  plot  with  petty  traitors ;  not  so  we, 
"Who  in  the  very  piinishmeut  acknowledge 
The  prince.     Thy  vile  accomplices  have  died 
The  dog's  death,  and  the  wolf's ;  but  thou  shalt  fall 
As  falls  the  lion  by  the  hunters,  girt 
By  those  v>ho  feel  a  proud  compassion  for  thee, 
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AutVmovirn  even  the  inevitable  death 

Pi-ovoked  by  thy  wild  wrath,  and  regal  fierceness. 

jSTow  we  remit  thee  to  thy  preparation  : 

Let  it  be  brief,  and  we  ourselves  will  be 

Thy  guides  imto  the  place  where  first  we  were 

United  to  thee  as  thy  subjects,  and 

Thy  senate  ;  and  must  now  be  parted  from  thee 

As  such  for  ever,  on  the  self-same  spot. 

Guards  !  form  the  Doge's  escort  to  liis  chamber, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Doi/t's  Apnrtmrnt. 

The  DOOE  as  Prisoner,  and  the  DucilESS  attending/  htm. 

Doge.  Xow,  that  the  priest  is  gone,  't  were  iiseless  all 
To  linger  cut  the  miserable  minutes  ; 
But  one  pang  more,  the  pang  of  parting  from  thee, 
And  I  will  leave  the  few  last  grains  of  sand, 
Which  yet  remain  of  the  accorded  hour, 
Still  falling — I  have  done  with  Time. 

Ang.  Alas ! 

And  I  have  been  the  cause,  the  unconscious  cause  ; 
And  for  this  funeral  marri-ige,  tliis  black  union, 
"Which  thou,  compliant  with  my  father's  wish. 
Didst  promise  at  his  death,  thou  hast  seal'd  thine  own 

Doge.  Not  so  :  there  was  that  m  my  spirit  ever 
Which  shaped  out  for  itself  some  great  reverse  ; 
The  marvel  is,  it  came  not  until  now — 
And  yet  it  was  foretold  me. 

Ang.  How  foretold  you  ? 

Doge.  Long  years  ago — so  long,  they  are  a  doubt 
In  memory,  and  3'et  they  live  in  annals  : 
"Wheii  I  was  in  my  youth,  and  served  the  senate 
And  signory  as  podesta  and  captain 
Of  th.e  town  of  Treviso,  on  a  day 
Of  festival,  the  sluggish  bishop  who 
Convey'd  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  young  anger. 
By  strange  delay,  and  arrogant  reply 
To  my  reproof:  I  I'aised  my  hand  and  smote  him, 
Until  ho  reel'd  beneath  his  holy  burthen  ; 
And  as  he  rose  from  earth  again,  he  raised 
His  tremulous  hands  iu  pious  wrath  towards  Heaven, 
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Thence  poiutlng  to  the  Host,  which  had  fallen  from  him, 

He  tm-ii'd  to  me,  and  said,  "  The  hour  will  come 

"When  he  thou  hast  o'erthro'UTi  shall  overthrow  thee  : 

The  glory  shall  depart  from  out  thy  house, 

The  wisdom  shall  be  shaken  from  thy  soul, 

And  in  thy  best  maturity  of  mind 

A  madness  of  the  heart  shall  seize  upon  thee ;  "'^ 

Passion  shall  tear  thee  when  all  passions  cease 

In  other  men,  or  mellow  into  virtues ; 

And  majesty,  which  decks  all  other  heads. 

Shall  crown  to  leave  thee  headless ;  honours  shall 

But  prove  to  thee  the  heralds  of  destruction, 

And  hoary  hairs  of  shame,  and  both  of  death, 

But  not  such  death  as  fits  an  aged  man." 

Thus  saying,  he  pass'd  on. — That  hour  is  come. 

Ang.  And  Avith  this  warning  couldst  thou  not  haT«3  striven 
To  avert  tlie  fatal  moment,  and  atone. 
By  penitence,  for  that  which  thou  hadst  done  ?- 

Doge.  I  own  the  words  went  to  my  heart,  so  much 
That  I  remember'd  them  amid  the  maze 
Of  life,  as  if  they  form'd  a  spectral  voice, 
^Vhic•h  shook  me  in  a  supernatural  dream ; 
And  I  repented;  but 't  v»-as  not  for  me 
To  pull  in  resolution  :  what  must  be 
I  could  not  change,  and  would  not  fear. — Xay  more, 
Thou  canst  not  have  forgot,  what  all  remember, 
That  on  my  day  of  lauding  here  as  Doge, 
On  my  return  from  Rome,  a  mist  of  such 
Unwonted  density  went  on  before 
The  Bucentaur,  like  the  columnar  cloud 
"Which  usher'd  Israel  out  of  Egypt,  till 
The  pilot  was  misled,  and  disembark'd  u■^ 
Between  the  pillars  of  Saint  Mark's,  where  'tis 
The  custom  of  the  state  to  put  to  death 
Its  criminals,  instead  of  touching  at 
The  Riva  deila  Paglia,  as  the  wont  is, — 
So  that  all  Venice  shudder'd  at  the  omen, 

Ang.  Ah  !  little  boots  it  now  to  recollect 
Such  things. 

Doge.  And  yet  I  find  a  comfort  in 

The  thought,  that  these  things  are  the  work  of  Fate; 
For  I  would  rather  yield  to  gods  than  men, 
Or  cling  to  any  creed  of  destiny, 
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Ratlier  tlian  deem  these  mortals,  most  of  wliom 

I  know  to  be  as  Avorthless  as  the  dust, 

And  weak  as  Avorthless,  more  than  mstruments 

Of  an  o'er-ruhug  power  ;  they  in  themselves 

Were  all  incapable — they  could  not  be 

Victors  of  him  who  oft  had  conquer'd  for  them, 

Aiif/.  Employ  the  minutes  left  in  aspirations 
Of  a  more  healing  nature,  and  in  peace 
Even  with  these  wretches  take  thy  flight  to  heaven. 

Doge.  I  am  at  peace  :  the  peace  of  certainty 
That  a  sure  hour  will  come,  when  then-  sons'  sons, 
And  this  j^roud  city,  and  these  azure  waters, 
And  all  which  makes  them  eminent  and  bright, 
Shall  be  a  desolation  and  a  curse, 
A  hissing  and  a  scoff  unto  the  nations, 
A  Carthage,  and  a  Tyre,  an  Ocean  Babel. 

A  ng.  Speak  not  thus  now  :  the  surge  of  passion  still 
Sweeps  o'er  thee  to  the  last ;  thou  dost  deceive 
Thyself,  and  canst  not  injure  them — be  calmer. 

Do^ie.  I  stand  Avithin  eternity,  and  sec 
Into  eternity,  and  I  behold — 
Ay,  palpable  as  I  see  thy  sv;eet  face 
For  the  last  time — the  days  which  I  denounce 
Unto  all  time  against  these  Avave-girt  walls, 
And  they  who  are  iudwellers. 

Ouru'd  {coming  forirard).  Doge  of  Venice, 

The  Ten  are  in  attendance  on  your  highness. 

Doge.  Then  farewell,  Augiolina  ! — one  embrace — 

Forgive  the  old  man  who  hath  been  to  thee 

A  fond  but  fatal  husband — love  my  memory —  j 

I  would  not  ask  so  much  for  me  still  living,  | 

But  thou  canst  judge  of  me  more  kindly  now,  ^ 

Seeing  my  evil  feelings  are  at  rest.  | 

Besides,  of  all  the  fruit  of  these  long  years,  ; 

Glory,  and  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame,  and  name,  i 

Which  generally  leave  some  flowers  to  bloom 

Even  o'er  the  grave,  I  have  nothing  left,  not  even 

A  little  love,  or  friendship,  or  esteem,  : 

No,  not  enough  to  extract  an  epitaph 

From  o3te:itatious  kinsmen ;  in  one  hour 

1  have  uprooted  all  my  former  life. 

And  outlived  everything,  except  thy  heart, 

The  pure,  the  good,  the  gentle,  which  will  oft 
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"With  uuiuipair  d  but  not  a  clamorous  grief  *^ 

Still  keep Thou  turn'st  so  pale  I — Alas  !  she  faints, 

She  has  no  breath,  no  pulse  ! — Guards  !  lend  your  aid — 

I  cannot  leave  her  thus,  and  yet  't  is  better. 

Since  every  lifeless  moment  spares  a  pang. 

When  she  shakes  off  this  temporary  death, 

I  shall  be  with  the  Eternal. — Call  her  women — 

One  look  ! — how  cold  her  hand  ! — as  cold  as  mine 

Shall  be  ere  she  recovers. — Gently  tend  her, 

And  take  my  last  thanks 1  am  ready  now. 

[The  Attendants  o/Axgiolixa  enter,  and  surround  their  Mistrcsi 
icho  has  fainted. — Exeunt  the  Doge,  Guards,  ^-c.  4'C. 
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The  Court  of  the  Ducal  Palace;  the  outer  gates  are  shut  against  the 
people. —  The  Doge  enters  in  his  ducal  robes,  in  procession  with 
the  Council  of  Ten  and  other  Patricians,  attended  by  the 
Guards,  till  they  arrive  at  the  top  of  the  "  Giants'  Staircase" 
{ichere  the  Doges  took  the  oaths) ;  the  Executioner  is  stationed 
there  icith  his  sword. — On  arriving,  a  Chief  of  the  Ten  takes 
off'  the  ducal  cap  from  the  Doge's  head. 

Dorjc.  So  now  the  Doge  is  nothing,  and  at  last 
I  am  again  ^Marino  Faliero  : 
'T  IS  well  to  be  so,  though  but  for  a  moment. 
Here  was  I  crown'd,  and  here,  bear  witness,  Heaven  ! 
AVith  how  much  more  contentment  I  resign 
That  shining  mockery,  the  ducal  bauble, 
Than  I  received  the  fatal  ornament. 

One  of  the  Ten.  Thou  tremblest,  Faliero  ! 

Doge.  'Tis  ^vith  age,  then.'*^ 

Ben.  FaUero  !  hast  thou  aught  further  to  commend, 
Compatible  with  j  ustice,  to  the  senate  ] 

Doge.  I  would  commend  my  nephew  to  their  mercy, 
My  consort  to  their  justice  ;  for  methinks 
My  death,  and  such  a  death,  might  settle  all 
Between  the  state  and  me. 

Ben.  They  shall  be  cared  for; 

Even  notwithstanding  thine  unheard-of  crime. 

Doge.  Unheard  of  !  ay,  there  's  not  a  history 
But  shovrs  a  thousand  crov.m'd  conspirators 
Against  the  people ;  but  to  set  them  free. 
One  sovei-eign  only  died,  and  one  is  dying. 
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Ben.  And  wlio  were  tliey  ^vLo  fell  in  sucli  a  caiiie? 

Doye.  The  King  of  Sparta,  and  the  Doge  of  Venice — 
Agis  and  Faliero  ! 

Btii.  Hast  thou  more 

To  utter  or  to  do  ? 

Doge.  Maj^  I  speak  ? 

Ben.  Thou  may'st ; 

But  recollect  the  people  are  without, 
Beyond  the  compass  of  tlie  human  voice. 

Doge.  I  speak  to  Time  and  to  Eternity,'^ 
Of  -which  I  grow  a  portion,  not  to  man. 
Ye  elements  !  in  which  to  be  resolved 
I  hasten,  let  my  voice  be  as  a  spirit 
I'pon  you  !     Ye  blue  waves  !  which  bore  my  banner, 
Ye  winds  !  which  flutter'd  o'er  as  if  j'ou  loved  it, 
And  fill'd  my  swelling  sails  as  they  were  wafted 
To  many  a  triumjih  !     Thou,  my  native  earth, 
'\\'hich  I  have  bled  for  !  and  thou,  foreign  earth, 
"\Much  drank  this  willing  blood  from  many  a  ^\■ound  ! 
Ye  stones,  in  which  m^y  gore  will  not  sink,  but 
Reek  up  to  heaven  !     Ye  skies,  which  will  receive  it  ! 
Thou  sun  !  which  shinest  on  these  things,  and  Thou  i 
Who  kindlest  and  who  quenchest  suns  !  '•' — Attest ! 
I  am  not  innocent — but  are  these  guiltless  / 
I  perish,  but  not  unavenged  ;  far  ages 
Float  up  from  the  abyss  of  time  to  be. 
And  show  these  eyes,  before  they  close,  the  doom 
Of  this  proud  city,  and  I  leave  my  curse 

On  her  and  hers  for  ever  !  Yes,  the  hours 

Arc  silently  engendering  of  tlie  day, 

When  she,  who  built  "gainst  Attila  a  bulwark, 

Shall  yield,  and  bloodlessly  and  basely  yield, 

Unto  a  bastard  Attila,  without 

Shedding  so  much  blood  in  her  last  defence, 

As  these  old  veins,  oft  draiu'd  in  shielding  her, 

Shall  pour  in  sacrifice. — She  shall  be  bought 

And  sold,  and  be  an  appanage  to  those 

"Who  shall  despise  her  !  "^^ — She  shall  stoop  to  bo 

A  provmce  for  an  empire,  petty  town 

In  lieu  of  capital,  with  slaves  for  senates. 

Beggars  fur  nobles,  ^''  panders  for  a  people  ! 

Then  when  the  Hebrew 's  in  thy  palaces,  ^^ 

The  Hun  in  thy  high  places,  and  the  Greek 
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Walk,s  o'er  thy  mart,  and  smiles  ou  it  for  his ; 

When  thy  patricians  beg  their  bitter  bread 

In  narro^v  streets,  and  in  theu"  shameful  need 

Make  their  nobility  a  plea  for  pity ; 

Then,  when  the  few  who  still  retain  a  wreck 

Of  their  great  fathers'  heritage  shall  fawn 

Round  a  barbarian  Vice  of  Kings'  Vice-gereut, 

Even  in  the  palace  where  they  sway'd  as  sovereigns 

Even  in  the  palace  where  they  slev/  then'  sovereign. 

Proud  of  some  name  they  have  disgraced,  or  sprung 

From  an  adulteress  boastful  of  her  guilt 

With  some  large  gondolier  or  foreign  soldier, 

Shall  bear  about  their  bastardy  in  triumph 

To  the  third  spurious  generation ; — when 

Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being. 

Slaves  turn'd  o'er  to  the  vanquish'd  by  the  victors, 

Despised  by  cowards  for  greater  cowardice, 

And  scorn'd  even  by  the  vicious  for  such  vices 

As  in  the  monstrous  grasp  of  their  conception 

Defy  all  codes  to  image  or  to  name  them  ; 

Then,  when  of  Cyprus,  now  thy  subject  kingdon. 

All  thine  inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 

Entail'd  on  thy  less  virtuous  daughters,  grown 

A  wider  proverb  for  worse  prostitution  ; — 

When  all  the  ills  of  conquer'd  states  shall  cling  thee, 

Vice  without  splendom',  sin  without  relief 

Even  from  the  gloss  of  love  to  smooth  it  o'er, 

But  in  its  stead,  coarse  lusts  of  habitude,  "^^ 

Prurient  yet  passionless,  cold  studied  lewdness, 

Depraving  nature's  frailty  to  an  art ; — 

When  these  and  more  are  heavy  on  thee,  when 

Smiles  without  mirth,  and  pastimes  without  pleasure. 

Youth  without  honour,  age  without  respect. 

Meanness  and  weakness,  and  a  sense  of  woe 

'Gainst  which  thou  wilt  not  strive,  and  dar'st  not  murmur,^ 

Have  made  thee  last  and  worst  of  peopled  deserts, 

Then,  in  the  last  gasp  of  thiue  agony, 

Amidst  thy  many  murders,  think  of  mine  ! 

Thou  den  of  di-unkards  with  the  blood  of  princes  !  ^^ 

Gehenna  of  the  waters  !  thou  sea  Sodom  !  ^^ 

Thus  I  devote  thee  to  the  infernal  gods  ! 

Thee  and  thy  serpent  seed  ! 

{JELerc  the  DOGE  turns  and  addresses  the  Executioner, 
VOL,  I.  u 
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Slave,  do  thine  office 
Strike  as  I  struck  the  foe  !     Strike  as  I  would 
Have  sti'uck  those  tyrants  !     Strike  deep  as  my  curse  ! 
Strike — and  but  once  ! 

[TAeDoGE  throics  himself  upon  his  knees,  and  as  the  Executioner 
raises  his  sword  the  scene  closes. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Piazza  and  Piazzetta  of  St.  Mark's. —  The  people  in  crowds 
gathered  7'Oiind  the  grated  gates  of  the  Pucal  Palace,  which 
are  shut. 

First  Citizen.  I  have  gain'd  the  gate,  and  can  discern  the 
Ten, 
Robed  in  their  gowns  of  state,  ranged  round  the  Doge. 

Second  Cit.  I  cannot  reach  thee  with  mine  utmost  effort. 
How  is  it  ?  let  us  hear  at  least,  since  sight 
Is  thus  prohibited  unto  the  people, 
Except  the  occupiers  of  those  bars. 

First  Cit.  One  has  approach'd  the  Doge,  and  now  they  strip 
The  ducal  bonnet  from  his  head — and  now 
He  raises  his  keen  eyes  to  heaven  ;  I  see 
Them  glitter,  and  his  lips  move — Hush  !  hush  ! — no, 
'T  was  but  a  mvirmm* — Curse  upon  the  distance  ! 
His  words  are  inarticulate,  but  the  voice 
Swells  up  hke  mutter'd  thunder  ;  would  we  could 
But  gather  a  sole  sentence  ! 

Second  Cit.  Hush  !  we  perhaps  may  catch  the  sound. 

First  Cit.  'T  is  vain. 

I  cannot  hear  him. — How  his  hoary  hah* 
Streams  on  the  wind  like  foam  upon  the  wave  ! 
Now — now — he  kneels — and  now  they  form  a  circle 
Round  him,  and  all  is  hidden — but  I  see 
The  lifted  sword  in  an* Ah  !  hark  !  it  falls  ! 

[The  people  murmur. 

Third  Cit.  Then  they  have  mm'der'd  him  who  would 
have  freed  us. 

Fourth  Cit.  He  was  a  kind  man  to  the  commons  ever. 

Fifth  Cit.  Wisely  they  did  to  keep  their  portals  barr'd. 
"Would  we  had  known  the  work  they  were  preparing 
Ere  we  were  summon'd  here — we  would  have  brought 
Weapons,  and  forced  them  ! 
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Sixth  Cit.  Are  yovi  sure  he  's  dead  ? 

First  Cit.  I  saw  the  sword  fall — Lo  !  what  have  we  here  ? 

Enter  on  Vae  Balcony  of  tlie  Palace  ivhich  fronts  St.  Mark's  Place  a 
Chief  of  the  Tex,  53  j,  j^/j  „.  iJoody  sword.  He  icaves  it 
thrice  before  the  People,  and  exclaims, 

''  Justice  hath  dealt  upon  the  mighty  Traitor  ! " 

[The  gates  are  opened ;  flie  populace  rush  in  toicards  the 
"  Giants'  Staircase,"  ichere  the  execution  has  taken  place. 
The  foremost  of  them  exclaims  to  those  behind, 

"  The  gory  head  ^^  rolls  down  the  Giants'  Steps  !  " 

[The  curtain  falls. 
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APPENDIX. 


Note  A. 


I  AM  obliged  for  the  following  excellent  translation  of  the  old  Chronicle 
to  Mr.  F.  Cohen,*  to  whom  the  reader  will  find  himself  indebted  for  a 
version  that  I  could  not  myself— though  after  many  years'  intercourse 
with  Italian— have  given  by  any  means  so  purely  and  so  faithfully.! 

STORY  OF  MARINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX.  MCCCLIY. 

On  the  eleventh  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1354, 
Marino  Faliero  was  elected  and  chosen  to  be  the  Duke  of  the  Common- 
wealth of  Venice.  He  was  Count  of  Valdemarino,  in  the  Marches  of 
Treviso,  and  a  Knight,  and  a  wealthy  man  to  boot.  As  soon  as  the 
election  was  completed,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Great  Council,  that  a 
deputation  of  twelve  should  be  despatched  to  Marino  Faliero  the  Duke, 
who  was  then  on  his  way  from  Rome ;  for  Miien  he  was  chosen,  he  was 
ambassador  at  the  court  of  the  Holy  Father,  at  Rome, — the  Holy  Father 
himself  held  his  court  at  Avignon.  When  Messer  Marino  Faliero  the 
Duke  was  about  to  laud  in  this  city,  on  the  5th  day  of  October,  1354,  a 
thick  haze  came  on  and  darkened  the  air :  and  he  was  enforced  to  land 
on  the  place  of  Saint  Jlark,  between  the  two  columns,  on  the  spot  where 
evil  doers  are  put  to  death  ;  and  all  thought  that  this  was  the  worst  of 
tokens. — Nor  must  I  forget  to  write  that  which  I  liave  read  in  a 
chronicle.    "When  Messer  Marino  Faliero  was  Podesta  and  Captain  of 


•  [ilr.  Francis  Cohen,  now  Sir  Francis  Palgrave,  K.  H.,  the  learned 
author  of  the  "  Rise  and  Progress  of  the  English  Constitution,"  "  Ilistorj- 
of  the  Anglo-Saxons,"  &c.  &c.] 

t  [In  a  letter  to  j\Ir.  Murray,  dated  Ravenna,  July  30,  1821,  Lord  B. 
says : — "  Enclosed  is  the  best  account  of  the  Doge  Faliero,  which  was 
only  sent  to  me,  from  an  old  MS.,  the  other  day.  Get  it  translated,  and 
append  it  as  a  note  to  the  next  edition.  You  will,  perhaps,  be  pleased  to 
see,  that  my  conceptions  of  his  character  were  correct ;  though  I  regret 
not  having  met  with  the  extract  before.  You  Avill  perceive  that  he 
himself  said  exactly  what  he  is  made  to  say  about  the  Bishop  of  Treviso. 
You  will  see  also  that  he  spoke  little,  and  those  only  words  of  rage  and 
disdain,  after  his  arrest ;  which  is  the  case  in  the  play,  except  when 
he  breaks  out  at  the  close  of  Act  fifth.  But  his  speech  to  the  con- 
spirators is  better  in  the  MS.  than  in  the  play.  I  wish  I  had  met  with 
it  iu  time."] 
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Treviso,  tlie  Bisliop  delayed  coming  in  with  tlia  holy  sacnivneiit,  on  a 
day  when  a  procession  was  to  take  place.  Now,  the  said  Marino  Faliero 
was  so  very  proud  and  wrathful,  that  he  hnfteted  the  Bishop,  and  almost 
struck  him  to  the  ground  :  and,  therefore,  Heaven  allov.'ed  Marino  Faliero 
t )  go  out  of  his  right  senses,  in  order  that  he  might  bring  himself  to  an 
evil  death. 

When  this  Duke  had  held  the  dukedom  during  nine  months  and  six 
days,  he.  being  wicked  and  ambitious,  sought  to  make  himself  Lord  of 
Venice,  in  the  manner  which  I  liave  read  in  an  ancient  chronicle.  When 
the  Thursday  arrived  upon  whicii  they  were  wont  to  hunt  tlie  bull,  the 
bull  hunt  took  place  as  usual;  and,  according  to  the  usage  of  those 
times,  after  the  bull  htmt  had  ended,  they  all  proceeded  unto  the  palace 
of  the  Duke,  and  assembled  together  in  one  of  his  halls ;  and  t>!ey 
disported  themselves  with  the  women.  And  until  the  first  bell  tolled 
ti'.ey  danced,  and  then  a  banquet  Avas  served  up.  Aly  Lord  the  Duke 
]iaid  the  expenses  thereof,  provided  he  had  a  Duchess,  and  after  tlie 
jj  m  luet  they  all  retujTied  to  their  homes. 

Now  to  this  feast  there  came  a  certain  Ser  Micbele  Slcno,  a  genth-man 
of  poor  estate  and  very  young,  but  crafty  and  daring,  and  who  loved  one 
of  the  damsels  of  the  Duchess.  Ser  Michele  stood  amongst  the  women 
upon  the  solajo ;  and  he  beliaved  indiscreetly,  so  that  my  Lord  the 
Iiuke  ordei-ed  that  he  should  be  kicked  off  the  solajo;  and  the  esquires 
of  the  Duke  flung  him  down  from  the  solajo  accordingly.  Ser  Jlichele 
thought  that  such  an  affront  was  beyond  all  bearing;  and  when  the 
feast  was  over,  and  all  other  persons  had  left  the  palace,  he,  continuing 
heated  with  anger,  went  to  the  hall  of  audience,  and  Vvrote  certain 
unseemly  words  relating  to  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess  upon  the  chair  in 
wliich  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit ;  for  in  those  days  tlie  Duke  did  not 
cover  his  chair  with  cloth  of  sendal,  but  he  sat  in  a  chair  of  wood.  Ser 
Michele  wrote  thereon — "JIarin  Falter,  the  Intslcuid  of  i/ie  /uir'ivi/e; 
(:thr]-s  kiss  her,  but  he  keeps  her.''  In  the  morning  the  words  were  seen, 
and  the  matter  was  considered  to  be  very  scandalous ;  and  the  Senate 
commanded  the  Avogadori  of  the  Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with 
the  greatest  diligence.  A  largess  of  great  amount  was  immediately 
proffered  by  the  Avogadori,  in  order  to  discover  who  had  written  these 
v.ords.  And  at  length  it  was  known  that  Michele  Steno  had  written 
tliera.  It  was  resolved  in  the  Covmcil  of  Forty  that  he  should  be 
arrested;  and  he  then  confessed  that  in  the  tit  of  vexation  and  spite, 
occasioned  by  his  being  thrust  oiF  the  solajo  in  the  presence  of  his 
mistress,  he  had  written  the  v/ords.  Tlicrefore  the  Council  debated 
thereon.  And  the  Council  took  his  youth  into  consideration,  and  that 
he  was  a  lover ;  and  therefore  they  adjudged  that  he  should  be  kept  in 
close  confinement  during  two  months,  and  that  afterwards  he  should  be 
b.anished  fi-om  Venice  and  the  state  during  one  year.  In  consequence  of 
this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became  exceedingly  wroth,  it  appearing 
to  him,  that  the  Council  had  not  acted  in  such  a  maimer  as  was  required 
by  the  respect  due  to  his  ducal  dignity;  and  he  said  that  they  ought  to 
have  condemned  Ser  Michele  to  be  hanged  by  the  neck,  or  at  least  to  be 
banished  for  life. 

Now  it  was  fated  that  my  Lord  Duke  3Iarino  was  to  have  his  head 
cut  oft".  And  as  it  is  necessary  when  any  effect  is  to  be  brought  about, 
tliat  the  cause  of  such  effect  must  happen,  it  therefore  came  to  pass,  that 
on  the  very  day  alter  ser.tence  had  been  pronounced  on  Ser  Michele 
Steno,  being  the  first  day  of  Lent,  a  gentleman  of  the  house  of  Barbaro, 
a  choleric  gentleman,  went  to  the  arsenal,  and  required  certain  things  of 
the  masters  of  the  galleys.    This  he  did  in  the  presence  of  the  Admiral 
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of  the  ai'seiial,  and  he,  hearing  the  request,  ans\veredi — No,  it  cannot 
he  done.  High  woi-ds  arose  between  the  gentlemen  and  the  Admiral, 
and  the  gentleman  struck  him  with  his  fist  just  above  the  eye;  and  as 
he  happened  to  have  a  ring  on  his  linger,  the  ring  cut  the  Admiral  and 
drew  blood.  The  Admiral,  all  bruised  and  bloody,  ran  straight  to  tlie 
Duke  to  complain,  and  with  the  intent  of  praying  him  to  inflie-t  some 
heavy  pimislunent  upon  the  gentleman  of  Ca  Barbaro. — "  What  wouldst 
thou  have  me  do  for  thee?"  answered  the  Duke: — "think  upon  the 
shameful  gibe  which  hath  been  Avritten  concerning  me ;  and  think  on 
the  manner  in  which  thej^have  punished  that  ribald  Michele  Steno,  who 
wiote  it;  and  see  how  the  Council  of  Forty  respect  our  person." — Upon 
tills  the  Admiral  answered, — "  My  Lord  Duke,  if  you  would  wish  to 
make  yourself  a  prince,  and  to  cut  all  those  cuckoldy  geiulemen  to  pieces, 
I  havt^  the  heart,  if  5'ou  do  but  help  me,  to  make  you  prince  of  all  this 
state ;  and  theu  j'ou  may  punish  them  all."  Hearing  this,  the  Duke  said, 
— "  How  can  such  a  matter  be  brought  about?"— and  so  they  discoursed 
thereon. 

The  Duke  called  for  his  nephew,  Ser  Bertuccio  Faliero,  who  lived  with 
him  in  the  palace,  and  they  communed  about  this  plot.  And  without 
leaving  the  place,  they  sent  for  Philip  Calendaro,  a  seaman  of  great 
repute,  and  for  Bertuccio  Israello,  who  was  exceedingly  wily  and 
cunning.  Then  taking  counsel  amongst  themselves,  they  agreed  to  call 
in  some  others;  and  so,  for  several  nights  successively,  they  met  with 
the  Duke  at  home  in  his  palace.  And  the  following  men  were  called  in 
singly;  to  wit; — Niccolo  Fagiuolo,  Giovanni  da  Corfu,  Stefano  Fagiono, 
Niccolo  dalle  Bende,  Niccolo  Biondo,  and  Stefano  Trivisano. — It  was 
concerted  that  sixteen  or  seventeen  leaders  should  he  stationed  in 
various  parts  of  the  city,  each  being  at  the  head  of  forty  men,  armed 
and  prepared,  but  the  folloAvers  were  not  to  know  their  destination. 
On  the  appointed  day  they  were  to  make  affrays  amongst  themselves 
liere  and  there,  in  order  that  the  Duke  might  have  a  pretence  for  tolling 
the  bells  of  San  Marco ;  these  bells  are  n(!ver  mug  but  by  the  order  of  the 
Duke.  And  at  the  sound  of  the  hells,  these  sixteen  or  seventeen,  with 
their  followers,  were  to  come  to  San  Marco,  through  the  streets  which 
open  upon  the  Piazza.  And  when  the  noble  and  leading  citizens  should 
come  into  the  Piazza,  to  know  the  cause  of  the  riot,  tlien  the  conspirators 
were  to  cut  them  in  pieces;  and  this  work  hiding  finished,  my  Lord 
JMarino  Faliero  tlie  Duke  was  to  be  proclaimed  the  Lord  of  Venice. 
Things  having  been  thus  settled,  they  agreed  to  fulfil  their  intent  on 
Wednesday,  the  15th  day  of  April,  in  the  year  1355.  So  covertly  did 
they  plot,  that  no  one  ever  dreamt  of  their  machinations. 

But  the  Lord,  who  hath  always  helped  this  most  glorious  city,  and 
who,  loving  its  righteousness  and  holiness,  hath  never  forsaken  it,  in- 
spired one  Beltramo  Bergamasco  to  be  the  cause  of  bringing  the  plot  to 
light,  in  the  following  manner.  This  Beltramo,  who  belongf^d  to  Ser 
Niccolo  Lioni  of  Santo  Stefano,  had  heard  a  v.-ord  or  two  of  what  was  to 
take  place  :  and  so,  in  the  above-mentioned  month  of  April,  he  went  to 
the  house  of  the  aforesaid  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  and  told  him  all  the  par- 
ticulars of  the  plot.  Ser  Niccolo,  when  he  heard  all  these  things,  was 
struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  afinght.  He  heard  all  the  particulars ;  and 
Beltramo  prayed  him  to  keep  it  all  secret;  and  if  he  told  Ser  Niccolo,  it 
Avas  in  order  that  Ser  Niccolo  might  stop  at  home  on  the  15th  of  April, 
and  thus  save  his  life.  Beltramo  was  going,  but  Ser  Niccolo  ordered  his 
servants  to  lay  hands  upon  him,  and  lock  him  up.  Ser  Niccolo  then 
went  to  the  house  of  Messer  Giovanni  Gradenigo  Nasoni,  who  afterwards 
became  Duke,  and  who  also  lived  at  Santo  Stefano,  and  told  him  all. 
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The  matter  seemed  to  him  to  be  of  the  veiy  gi'eatest  importance,  as 
indeed  it  was  ;  and  they  two  went  to  the  house  of  Ser  Marco  Comaro,  who 
lived  at  San  Felice ;  and,  having  spoken  with  him,  they  all  three  then 
ietennined  to  go  back  to  the  house  of  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  to  examine  the 
said  Beltramo:  and  having  questioned  him,  and  heard  all  that  he  had  to 
say,  they  left  him  in  confinement.  And  then  they  all  three  went  into 
the  sacristy  of  San  Salvatore,  and  sent  their  men  to  summon  the  Coun- 
cillors, the  Avogadori,  the  Capi  de'  Dieci,  and  those  of  the  Gi-eat  Council. 

When  all  vrere  assembled,  the  whole  stoiy  was  told  to  them.  They 
were  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  affright.  They  detennined  to  send 
for  Beltramo.  He  was  brought  in  before  them.  They  examined  him, 
and  ascertained  that  the  matter  was  true  ;  and,  although  they  vrere  ex- 
ceedingly troubled,  yet  they  determined  upon  their  measures.  And  they 
sent  for  the  Capi  de'  Quarante,  the  Signori  di  Notte,  the  Capi  de"  Sestieri, 
and  the  Cinque  della  Pace ;  and  they  were  ordered  to  associate  to  their 
men  other  good  men  and  true,  who  were  to  proceed  to  the  houses  of  the 
ringleaders  of  the  conspiracy,  and  secure  them.  And  they  secured  the 
foreman  of  the  arsenal,  in'order  that  the  conspirators  might  not  do 
mischief.  Towards  nightfall  they  assembled  in  the  palace.  "When  they 
were  assembled  in  the  palace,  they  caused  they  gates  of  the  quadrangle 
of  the  palace  to  be  shut.  And  they  sent  to  the  keeper  of  the  Bc'.l-tower, 
and  forbade  the  tolling  of  the  bells.  All  this  was  carried  into  effect. 
The  before-mentioned  conspirators  were  secured,  and  they  were  brought 
to  the  palace;  and,  as  the  Council  of  Ten  saw  that  the  Duke  was  in  the 
plot,  they  resolved  that  twenty  of  the  leading  men  of  the  state  should  be 
associated  to  them,  for  the  purpose  of  consultation  and  deliberation,  but 
that  they  should  not  be  allowed  to  ballot. 

The  counsellors  were  the  following:— Ser  Giovanni  Mocenigo,  of  the 
Sestiero  of  San  Marco;  Ser  Almoro  Yeniero  da  Santa  Marina,  of  the 
Sestiero  of  Castello;  Ser  Tomaso  Yiadro,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Canaregio: 
Ser  Giovanni  Sauudo,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Santa  Croce  ;  Ser  Pietro  Trivi- 
sano,  of  the  Sestiero  of  San  Paolo;  Ser  Pantalioue  Barbo  il  Grando,  ot 
the  Sestiero  of  Ossodirro.  The  Avogadori  of  the  Commonwealth  were 
Zufredo  Morosiui,  and  Ser  Orio  Pasqualigo ;  and  these  did  not  ballot. 
Those  of  the  Council  of  Ten  were  Ser  Giovanni  Marcello,  Ser  Tomaso 
Sanudo,  and  Ser  Micheletto  Dolfino,  the  heads  of  the  aforesaid  Council 
of  Ten.  Ser  Luca  da  Legge,  and  Ser  Pietro  da  Mosto,  inquisitors  of  t!;e 
aforesaid  Council.  And  Ser  Marco  Polani,  Ser  Marino  Yeniero,  Ser 
Lando  Lombardo,  and  Ser  Nicoletto  Trivisauo,  of  Sant'  Angelo. 

Late  in  the  night,  just  before  the  dawning,  they  chose  a  junta  of 
twenty  noblemen  ot  Yenice  from  amongst  the  wisest,  and  the  Avorthiest, 
and  the  oldest.  They  Avere  to  give  counsel,  but  not  to  ballot.  And  they 
would  not  admit  any  one  of  C;i  Faliero.  And  Niccolo  Faliero,  and 
another  Niccolo  Faliero,  of  San  Tomaso,  Avere  expelled  from  the  Council, 
because  they  belonged  to  the  family  of  the  Doge.  And  this  resolution 
of  creating  the  junta  of  twenty  was  much  praised  throughout  the  state. 
The  following  were  the  members  of  the  junta  of  twenty:— Ser  Marco 
Giustiniani,  Procuratore,  Ser  Andrea  Erizzo,  Procuratore,  Ser  Lionardo 
Giustiniani,  Procuratore,  Ser  Andrea  Contarini,  Ser  Simone  Dandolo, 
SerNiccolo  Yolpe,  SerGiovanniLoredano,  Ser  Marco  Diedo,  Ser  Giovanni 
Gradenigo,  Ser  Andrea  Comaro,  Cavaliere,  Ser  Marco  Soranzo,  Ser 
Einieri  du  Mosto,  Ser  Gazano  Marcello,  Ser  Marino  Morosini,  Ser 
Stefano  Belegno,  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  Ser  Filippo  Orio,  Ser  Marco  Trivi- 
sano,  Ser  Jacopo  Bragadino,  Ser  Giovanni  Foscariui. 

These  twenty  were  accordingly  called  in  to  the  Council  of  Ten ;  and 
they  sent  for  my  Lord  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke  •  and  my  Lord  Marino 
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was  then  consorting  in  tlie  palace  v.-ifh  people  of  great  estate,  gentlemen, 
and  other  good  men,  none  of  whom  knew  yet  how  the  fact  stood. 

At  the  same  time  Bertucci  IsracUo,  who,  as  one  of  the  ringleaders,  was 
to  head  the  conspirators  in  Santa  Croce,  was  arrested  and  bound,  and 
brought  before  the  Council.  Zanello  del  Brin,  Nicoletto  di  Rosa,  Nico- 
letto  Alberto,  and  the  Guardiaga,  were  also  taken,  together  with  several 
seamen,  and  people  of  various  ranks.  These  were  examined,  and  the 
truth  of  the  plot  was  ascertained. 

On  the  16th  of  April  judgment  was  given  in  the  Coimcil  of  Ten,  that 
Filippo  Calendai-o  and  Bertuccio  Israello  should  be  hanged  upon  the  red 
pillars  of  the  balcony  of  the  palace,  from  which  the  Duke  is  wont  to 
look  at  the  bull  hunt :  and  they  were  hanged  with  gags  in  their  mouths. 

The  next  day  th'^,  following  were  condemned: — Niccolo  Zuccuolo, 
Nicoletto  Blondo,  Nicoletto  Doro,  Marco  Giuda,  Jacomello  Dagolino, 
Nicoletto  Fidele,  the  son  of  Filippo  Calendaro,  Marco  Torello,  called 
Israello,  Stefano  Trivisano,  the  money  changer  of  Santa  IMargherita, 
and  Antonio  dalle  Eende.  These  were  all  taken  at  Chiozza,  for  they 
were  endeavouring  to  escape.  Afterwards,  by  virtue  of  the  sentence 
Avhich  was  passed  upon  them  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  they  were  hanged 
on  successive  days:  some  singly  and  some  in  couples,  upon  the  columns 
of  the  palace,  beginning  from  the  red  columns,  and  so  going  onwards 
towards  the  canal.  And  other  prisoners  were  discharged,  because, 
although  they  had  been  involved  in  the  conspiracy,  yet  they  had  not 
assisted  in  it :  for  they  were  given  to  understand  by  some  of  the  heads 
of  the  plot,  that  they  were  to  come  armed  and  prepared  for  the  service  of 
the  state,  and  in  order  to  secure  certain  criminals ;  and  they  knew  nothing 
else.  Nicoletto  Alberto,  the  Guardiaga,  and  Bartolommeo  Ciricolo  and 
his  son,  and  several  others,  who  were  not  guilty,  were  discharged. 

On  Friday,  the  16th  day  of  April,  judgment  was  also  given  in  the 
aforesaid  Council  of  Ten,  that  my  Lord  Marino  Falicro,  the  Duke,  shoiild 
have  his  head  cut  off;  an^l  that  the  execution  should  be  done  on  the 
landing-place  of  the  stone  staircase,  where  the  Dukes  take  their  oath 
when  they  first  enter  the  palace.  On  the  following  day,  the  17th  of 
April,  the  doors  of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke  had  his  head  cut  off, 
about  the  hour  of  noon.  And  tlie  cap  of  estate  was  taken  from  the 
Duke's  head  before  he  came  down  stairs.  "When  the  execution  was  over, 
it  is  said  that  one  of  the  Council  of  Ten  went  to  the  columns  of  the 
palace  over  against  the  idaco  of  St.  Mark,  and  that  he  showed  the 
bloody  swoi-d  unto  the  people,  crying  out  with  a  loud  voice — "  The 
terrible  doom  hatli  fallen  upon  the  traitor !  "—and  the  doors  were  opened, 
and  the  people  all  rushed  in,  to  sec  the  coi-pse  of  the  Duke,  who  had 
been  beheaded. 

It  must  be  known  that  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo,  the  councillor,  was  not 
present  when  the  aforesaid  sentence  was  pronounced ;  because  he  was 
unwell  and  remained  at  home.  So  that  only  fourteen  balloted ;  that  is 
to  say,  five  councillors,  and  nine  of  the  Council  of  Ten.  And  it  was 
adjudged,  that  all  the  lands  and  chattels  of  the  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the 
other  traitors,  should  be  forfeited  to  the  state.  And  as  a  grace  to  the 
Duke,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  that  he  should  be  allowed 
to  dispose  of  two  thousand  ducats  out  of  his  own  property.  And  it  was 
resolved,  that  all  the  councillors  and  all  the  Avogadori  of  the  Common- 
wealth, tliose  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  and  tlie  members  of  the  junta,  who 
had  assisted  in  passing  sentence  on  the  Duke  and  the  other  traitor^, 
should  have  the  privilege  of  carrying  arms  both  by  day  and  by  night  in 
Venice,  and  from  Gi-ado  to  Cavazere.  And  tliey  were  also  to  be  allowed 
two  footmen  carrying  anns,  the  aforesaid  footmen  living  and  boarding 
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Tvith  them  in  their  own  houses.  And  he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen 
might  transfer  the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  his  brothers ;  hut  only  to 
two.  Permission  of  carrying  anns  was  also  granted  to  the  four  Notaries 
cf  the  Chancery,  that  is  to  say,  of  the  Supreme  Court,  who  took  the 
depositions;  and  they  were,  Amedio,  Nicoletto  di  Lorino,  Steffanello, 
and  Pietro  de  Compostelli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signori  di  Notte. 

After  the  traitors  had  been  hanged,  and  the  Duke  had  had  his  head 
cut  off,  the  state  remained  in  great  tranquillity  and  peace.  And,  as  I 
have  read  in  a  Chronicle,  the  coiiise  of  the  Dnke  was  removed  in  a  barge, 
with  eight  torches,  to  his  tomb  in  the  church  of  San  Giovanni  e  Paolo, 
where  it  was  buried.  The  tomb  is  now  in  that  aisle  in  the  middle  of 
the  little  church  of  Santa  Maria  della  Pace  which  was  built  by  Bishop 
Gabriel  of  Bergamo.  It  is  a  cofiin  of  stone,  with  these  words  engraven 
thereon:  "  Heic  jacet  Dominus  Mariiius  Falriro  DuxT — And  they  did 
not  paint  his  portrait  in  the  hall  of  the  Great  Council : — ^but  in  the  place 
.vhere  it  ought  to  have  beeo,  you  see  these  words : — "  Hie  est  locus 
Marint  Faletro,  decapilaH  pro  o-iminibrrs." — And  it  is  thought  that  his 
house  was  granted  to  the  church  of  Sant'  Apostolo ;  it  was  that  great 
one  near  the  bridge.  Yet  this  could  not  be  the  case,  or  else  the  family 
bought  it  back  from  the  church;  for  it  still  belongs  to  Ch  Faliero.  I 
must  not  refrain  from  noting,  that  some  wished  to  write  the  following 
words  in  the  place  where  his  portrait  ought  to  have  been,  as  aforesaid : — 
"  MarhiJis  Fahtro  Dur,  temeritas  me  cepiit.  Pccnas  ltd,  decapitatiis  pro 
crimin'tbus."— Others,  also,  indited  a  couplet,  worthy  of  being  inscribed 
upon  his  tomb. 

"  Dux  Venetum  jacei  heic,  pafriam  qui  prodere  fenians, 
Hceptra,  decus,  censum  perdidit,  afque  caput." 


Note  E. 

petrarca  on  the  conspiracy  of  marino  faliero.* 

"  Al  giovane  Doge  Andrea  Dandolo  succedette  im  vecchio,  il  quale 
tardi  si  pose  al  timone  della  repubhlica,  ma  sempre  prima  di  quel,  die 
facea  d'  nopo  a  lui,  ed  alia  patria  :  egli  e  Jilarino  Faliero,  personaggio  a 
me  noto  per  antica  dimestichezza.  Falsa  era  1' opinione  intomo  a.liii, 
giacche  egli  si  mostnb  fomito  piu  di  corraggio,  che  di  senno.  Non  page 
della  prima  dignita,  entro  con  sinistro  piede  nel  pubblico  Palazzo : 
imperciocche  questo  Doge  dci  Yeneti,  magistrate  sacro  in  tutti  i  secoli, 
che  dagli  antichi  fii  sempre  venerato  qual  nume  in  quella  cittk,  1'  altr" 
jeri  fii  decoUato  nel  vestibolo  dell'  istesso  Palazzo.  Discon-erei  fin  dal 
priucipio  le  cause  di  un  tale  ewento,  c  cosi  vario,  ed  ambiguonon  ne 
fosse  il  grido.  Nesduno  peru  lo  scusa,  tutti  affermano,  che  egli  abbia 
voluto  cangiar  qualche  cosa  nell'  ordine  dcHa  repubhlica  a  lui  tramandato 
dai  maggiori.  Che  desiderava  egli  di  piu?  lo  sou  d'  avviso,  che  egli 
abbia  ottenuto  cio,  che  non  si  concedette  a  nessun  altro:  mentre  adempiva 
gli  ufficj  di  legato  presso  il  Pontefice.  e  sulle  rive  del  Rodano  trattava 
la  pace,  che  io  prima  di  lui  avevo  iudarno  tentato  di  conchiudei'e,  gli  ffi 
conferito  l'  onore  del  Ducato,  che  ne  chiedeva,  ne  s'  aspcttava.    Tomato 


*  ["Ilad  a  copy  taken  of  an  extract  from  Petrarch's  Letters,  with 
reference  to  the  conspiracy  of  the  Doge  ilarino  Faliero,  containing  the 
poet's  opinion  of  the  matter."— 2?j/;o«  Dlai>j,  Feb.  11,  1S21.] 
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in  patria,  pens6  a  qnello,  cui  nessuno  non  pose  mente  giammai,  e  soffri 
qnello,  che  a  niuno  accadde  mai  di  sofFrire :  giacche  in  quel  luoj,o 
celeberrimo,  e  cbiarissinio,  e  bellissimo  intra  tutti  qiielli,  che  io  vi<ii, 
ove  i  suoi  antenati  avevano  ricevuti  grandissimi  onori  in  mezzo  alle 
pompe  trionfali,  ivi  egli  ffi  trascinato  in  modo  servile,  e  spogliato  delle 
insegne  ducali,  peidette  la  testa,  e  maccliio  col  proprio  sangiie  le  soglie 
del  tempio,  1'  atrio  del  Palazzo,  e  le  scale  marmoree  rendute  spesse  volte 
illustri  o  dalle  solenni  festivita,  o  dalle  ostili  spoglie.  Ho  notatoil  hiogo, 
era  noto  il  tempo:  e  1'  anno  del  Natale  di  Cristo,  1355,  i\\  il  giorno 
18  d'  Aprile.  Si  alto  e  il  grido  sparso,  che  se  alcuno  esaminer^  la 
disciplina,  e  le  costumanze  di  qtiella  cittk,  e  quanto  mutamento  di  cose 
venga  minacciato  dalla  niorte  di  un  sol  novao  (quantunqiie  molti  altri, 
come  narrano,  essendo  complici,  o  subirono  1'  istesso  supplicio,  o  lo 
aspettano)  si  accorgcr.'i,  die  nulla  di  piCi  grande  avvenne  ai  nostri  tempi 
nella  Italia.  Tu  forso  qui  attendi  il  mio  giudizio  :  assolvo  il  popolo,  se 
credei'e  alia  fama,  benclie  abbia  potato  e  castigare  piu  niitemeute,  e  con 
ixaggior  dolcezza  vendicare  il  suo  dolore :  ma  non  cosi  facilmente,  si 
Riodera  un'  ira  giusta  insieme,  e  grande  in  un  numeroso  popolo  princi- 
palmente,  nel  qiiale  il  precipitoso,  ed  instabile  volgo  aguzza  gli  stimoli 
deir  irracondia  con  rapidi,  e  sconsigliati  clamori.  Compatisco,  e  nell' 
istesso  tempo  mi  adiro  con  quell'  infelice  uomo,  il  quale  adorno  di  un' 
insolito  onore,  non  so,  che  cosa  si  volesse  negli  estremi  anni  della  sua 
vita :  la  calamita  di  lui  diviene  sempre  pifi  gi'uve,  perchfi  dalla  sentenza 
contra  di  esso  promulgata  aperirii,  che  egli  fii  non  solo  misero,  ma  insano, 
e  demente,  e  che  con  vane  arti  si  usurpo  per  tanti  auni  una  falsa  fama 
di  sapienza.  Ammonisco  i  Uogi,  i  quaii  gli  succederano,  che  questo  e 
un"  esempio  posto  innanzi  ai  loro  occlij,  quale  specchio,  nel  quale  veggano 
d'  essere  non  Signori,  ma  Duci,  anzi  nemmcno  Duci,  ma  onorati  servi 
della  Repubblica.  'i'u  sta  sano ;  e  giacche  fluttuauo  le  pubbliche  cose, 
sforsianiosi  di  governar  modestissimamente  i  privali  nostri  affari." — 
Lkvaii,  Vi'i(/:/l  ill  Pctrarca,  vol.  iv.  p.  323. 

The  above  Italian  translation  from  the  Latin  epistles  of  Petrarch 
proves  -  Istly,  That  Marino  Faliero  was  a  personal  friend  of  Petrarch's  ; 
"antica  dimestichezza,"  old  intimacy,  is  the  phrase  of  the  poet.  2dly, 
That  Petrarch  thought  that  he  had  uiore  courage  than  conduct,  "  piti  di 
corrai/r/io  che  di  f;enno."  3dly,  That  there  was  some  jealousy  on  the 
part  of  Petrarch ;  ibr  he  says  that  Marino  Faliero  was  treating  of  the 
peace  which  he  himself  had  "  vainly  attempted  to  conclude."  4thly, 
That  the  honour  of  the  Dukedom  was  conferred  upon  him,  which  he 
heither  sought  nor  expected,  "che  ne  chiedeva  ne  aspettava,"  and  which 
had  never  been  granted  to  any  other  in  like  circumstances,  ''  ci6  che  non 
si  concedette  a  nessun  altro,"  a  proof  of  the  high  esteem  in  Avhich  he 
must  have  been  held.  5thly,  That  he  had  a  reputation  for  u-i.sdom,  only 
furleitel  by  the  last  enterprise  of  his  life,  "  si  usurpo  per  tanti  anni  una 
falsa  fama  di  sapienza." — "  He  had  usurped  for  so  many  years  a  false 
fame  of  wisdom,"  rather  a  diiiicult  task,  I  .should  think.  People  are 
generally  found  out  before  eighty  years  of  age,  at  least  in  a  republic. — 
From  these,  and  the  other  historical  notes  whicii  I  have  collected,  it  may 
be  inferred,  that  Marino  Faliero  possessed  many  of  the  qualities,  but 
not  the  success  of  a  hero;  and  that  his  passions  were  too  violent.  The 
palti-y  and  ignorant  account  of  Dr.  Moore  falls  to  the  ground.  Petrarch 
says,  "that  there  had  been  no  greater  event  in  his  thwes"  {oiu'  times 
litei'ally),  "  nostri  tempi,"  in  Italy.  He  also  differs  from  the  historian  in 
saying  that  Faliero  Avas  "  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhone"  instead  of  at 
Rome,  when  elected  ;  the  other  accounts  say,  that  the  deputation  of  the 
Venetian  senate  met  him  at  Ravenna.    How  this  may  have  been,  it  is 
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not  for  me  to  decide,  and  is  of  no  great  importance.  Had  the  man 
succeeded,  he  -would  have  changed  the  face  of  Venice,  and  perhaps  of 
Italy.    As  it  is,  what  are  thev  both  ? 


Note  C. 
vexetiax  societv  axd  ji.vxxers. 


"  Vice  without  splendour,  sin  without  relief 
Even  from  the  scloss  of  love  to  smooth  it  o'er; 
But,  in  its  stead,  coarse  lusts  of  hahitude,"  &c.— (See  p.  ICl.") 

"  To  these  attacks  so  frequently  pointed  by  the  government  against 
':he  clergy, — to  the  continual  struggles  between  the  different  constituted 
'odies,—  to  these  entei-prises  carried  on  by  the  mass  of  the  nobles  against 
tie  depositaries  of  power, — to  all  those  projects  of  innovation,  which 
a.  ways  ended  by  a  stroke  of  state  policy  ;  we  must  add  a  cause  not  less 
li.ted  to  spread"  contempt  for  ancient  doctrines;  this  was  the  excess  oj 
corruption. 

"  That  freedom  of  manners,  which  had  been  long  boasted  of  as  the 
principal  chaiTii  of  Venetian  society,  had  degenerated  into  scandalous 
licentiousness  :  the  tie  of  marriage  was  less  sacred  in  that  Catholic 
country,  than  among  those  nations  where  tlie  laws  and  religion  admit  oi 
its  being  dissolved.  Because  they  could  not  break  the  contract,  they 
feigned  that  it  had  not  e>;isted;  and  the  ground  of  nullity,  immodestly 
fiUeged  by  the  married  pair,  was  admitted  with  equal  facility  by  priests 
and  magistrates,  alike  corrupt.  These  divorces,  veiled  under  another 
name,  became  so  frequent,  that  the  most  impoitant  act  of  civil  society 
was  discovered  to  be  amenable  to  a  tribimal  of  exceptions ;  and  to 
restrain  the  open  scandal  of  such  proceedings  became  the  ofhce  of  the 
police.  In  1782  tlie  Council  of  Ten  decreed,  that  every  woman  who 
should  sue  for  a  dissolutionf  f  her  marriage  should  be  compelled  to  await 
the  decision  of  the  judges  in  some  convent,  to  be  named  by  the  court.* 
Soon  afterwards  the  same  council  summoned  all  causes  of  that  nature 
before  itself,  t  This  infringement  on  ecclesiastical  jimsdiction  having 
occasioned  some  remonstrance  from  Rome,  the  council  retained  only  the 
right  of  rejecting  the  petition  of  the  married  persons,  and  consented  to  re- 
fer such  causes  to  the  holy  office  as  it  should  not  previously  have  rejected.^ 

"  There  was  a  moment  in  which,  doubtless,  the  destruction  of  private 
fortunes,  the  ruin  of  youth,  the  domestic  discord  occasioned  by  these 
abuses,  determined  the  government  to  depart  from  its  established 
maxims  concerning  the  freedom  of  manners  allowed  the  subject.  All 
the  courtesans  were  banished  from  Venice ;  but  their  absence  was  not 
enough  to  reclaim  and  bring  back  good  morals  to  a  whole  people  brought 
up  in  the  most  scandalr*us  licentiousness.  Depravity  reached  the  very 
bosoms  of  private  families,  and  even  into  the  cloister;  and  they  found 
themselves  obliged   to   recall,  and  even  to  indemnify,  §   women  who 


*  Correspondence  of  M.  Schlick,  French  charge  d'affaires.  Despatch 
of  24th  August,  1782. 

t  Ibid.  Despatch,  31st  August. 

X  Ibifl.  Despatch  of  3rd  September,  17S3. 

g  The  decree  for  their  recall  designates  them  as  nostre  henemerile 
iiierrtrici :  a  fund  and  some  houses,  called  Case  rampanc,  were  assigned 
to  them  ;  hence  the  opprobrious  appellation  of  Caravtpane, 
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sometimes  gained  possession  of  important  secrets,  and  who  miglit  be 
usefully  employed  in  the  ruin  of  men  whose  fortiuies  might  have 
rendered  them  dangerous.  Since  that  time  licentiousness  has  gone  on 
increasing ;  and  we  have  seen  mothers,  not  only  selling  the  innocence  of 
their  daughters,  but  selling  it  by  a  contract,  autlienticated  by  the 
signature  of  a  public  officer,  and  ihe  performance  of  which  was  secured 
by  the  protection  of  the  laws.  * 

"  The  parlours  of  the  convents  of  noble  ladies,  and  the  houses  of  the 
courtesans,  though  the  police  carefully  kept  up  a  number  of  spies  about 
tliem,  were  the  only  assemblies  for  society  in  Venice  ;  and  in  these  tv.-o 
places,  so  ditierent  from  each  other,  there  was  equal  freedom.  Music, 
collations,  gallantry,  were  not  moi'e  forbidden  in  the  parlours  than  at  the 
casinos.  There  were  a  number  of  casinos  for  the  purpose  of  public 
assemblies,  where  gaming  was  the  principal  pursuit  of  the  company.  It 
was  a  strange  sight  to  see  persons  of  citber  sex  masked,  or  grave  in 
their  magisterial  robes,  round  a  table,  invoking  chance,  and  giving  way 
at  one  instant  to  the  agoriies  of  despair,  at  the  next  to  the  illusions  of 
hope,  and  that  without  uttering  a  single  vrord. 

"  The  rich  had  private  casinos,  but  they  lived  incoijinto  in  them  ;  and 
the  -n-ives  whom  they  abandoned  found  compensation  in  the  liberty  they 
enjoyed.  Tbe  corruption  of  morals  had  deprived  them  of  their  empire. 
"W'e  have  just  reviewed  tlic  whole  history  of  Venice,  and  we  have  not 
once  seen  them  exercise  the  slightest  influence." — Daru  :  Hist,  dc  la 
U6pub.  de  Vc'iiise,  vol.  v.  p.  95. 


*  Mayer,  Description  of  Venice,  vol.  ii. ;  and  M.  Ai'chenholz,  Picture 
of  Italy,  vol.  i.  ch.  2. 
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1,— Page  69. 
Marino  FaViero. 

[Marino  Faliero  lias,  Are  believe,  been  pretty  generally  pronounced  a 
failure  by  the  public  voice,  and  ^\■e  see  no  reason  to  call  for  a  revision 
of  tbeir  sentence.  It  contains,  beyond  all  doubt,  many  passages  of 
commanding  eloquence,  and  some  of  genuine  poetiy;  and  the  scenes, 
more  particularly,  in  ^-hich  Lord  Byi-on  has  neglected  the  absurd  creed 
of  his  pseudo-Hellenic  writers,  are  conceived  and  elaborated  with  great 
tragic  effect  and  dexterity.  But  the  subject  is  decidedly  ill-chosen.  In 
the  main  tissue  of  the  plot,  and  in  all  the  busiest  and  most  interesting 
parts  of  it,  it  is,  in  fact,  no  more  than  another  "  Venice  Preserved,"  in 
■which  the  author  has  had  to  contend  (nor  has  he  contended  successfully) 
with  our  recollections  of  a  foiTuer  and  deservedly  popular  play  on  the 
same  subject.  And  the  only  respect  in  which  it  differs  is,  that  the 
Jaffier  of  Lord  Byron's  plot  is  drawn  in  to  join  the  conspirators,  not  by 
the  natural  and  intelligible  motives  of  poverty,  aggravated  by  the  suflfer- 
ings  of  a  beloved  wife,  and  a  deep  and  well-grounded  resentment  of 
oppression,  but  by  his  outrageous  anger  for  a  private  wi'ong  of  no  very 
atrocious  nature.  The  Doge  of  Venice,  to  chastise  the  vulgar  libel  of  a 
foolish  boy,  attempts  to  overturn  that  republic  of  which  he  is  the  first 
and  most  trusted  sers-ant ;  to  massacre  all  his  ancient  friends  and  fellow 
soldiers,  the  magistracy  and  nobility  of  the  land.  With  such  a  resentment 
as  this,  thus  simply  stated  and  taken  singly,  who  ever  sympathised,  or 
who  but  Lord  Byron  would  Ijave  expected  in  such  a  cause  to  be  able  to 
awaken  .sympathy?  It  is  little  to  the  purpose  to  say  that  this  is  all 
historically  true.  A  thing  may  be  true  without  being  probable ;  and 
such  a  case  of  idiosyncrasy  as  is  implied  in  a  resentment  so  sudden  and 
extravagant,  is  no  more  a  fitting  subject  for  the  poet,  than  an  animal 
with  two  heads  would  be  for  an  artist  of  a  different  description. 

On  the  whole,  the  Doge  of  Venice  is  the  effect  of  a  powerful  and  culti- 
vated mind.  It  has  all  the  requisites  of  tragedy,  sublimity,  terror,  and 
pathos — all  but  that  without  which  the  rest  are  unavailing,  intei'est ! 
With  many  detached  passages  which  neither  derogate  from  Lord  BjTon's 
former  fame,  nor  would  have  derogated  from  the  reputation  of  our  best 
ancient  tragedians,  it  is,  as  a  whole,  neither  sustained  nor  impressive. 
The  poet,  except  the  soliloquy  of  Lioni,  scarcely  ever  seems  to  have 
written  with  his  own  thorough  good  liking.  He  may  be  suspected  through- 
out to  have  had  in  his  eye  some  other  model  than  nature :  and  we  rise 
from  Ms  work  -with  the  same  feeling  as  if  wc  had  becD  reading  a  transla- 
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tion.  For  this  vrmwt  of  interest  tlie  subject  itself  is,  doubtless,  in  some 
measure  to  blame;  though,  if  the  same  subject  had  been  differently 
treated,  -we  are  inclined  to  believe  a  very  different  effect  would  have  been 
produced.  But  for  tlie  constraint  and  stiffness  of  the  poetry,  we  have 
notliing  to  blame  but  tlie  apparent  resolution  of  its  author  to  set  (at 
M'hatever  risk)  an  example  of  classical  correctness  to  his  uncivilised 
countrymen,  and  rather  to  forego  success  than  to  succeed  after  the  manner 
of  Shakspeare. — IIf.ber. 

As  a  play,  Marino  Faliero  is  deficient  in  the  attractive  passions,  in 
probability,  and  in  depth  and  variety  of  interest;  and  revolts  through- 
out, by  the  extravagant  disproportion  v,iiich  the  injury  bears  to  the 
unmeasured  resentment  with  which  it  is  pursued.  As  a  poem,  though 
it  occasionally  displays  great  force  and  elevation,  it  obviously  wants 
both  grace  and  fucility.  The  diction  is  often  heavy  and  cumbi'ous, 
and  the  versifiction  without  sweetness  or  elasticity.  It  is  generally 
veiy  verbose,  and  sometimes  exceedingly  dull.  Altogether,  it  gives  us 
the  impi-ession  of  a  thing  worked  out  against  the  grain,  and  not  poured 
forth  from  the  fulness  of  the  heart  or  the  fancy ; — the  ambitious  and 
elaborate  work  of  a  powerful  mind  engaged  with  an  unsuitable  task— not 
tlie  spontaneous  effusion  of  an  exuberant  imagination,  sporting  in  the 
fulness  of  its  strength.  Every  thing  is  heightened  and  enforced  with 
visible  efibrt  and  design ;  and  the  noble  author  is  often  contented  to  be 
emphatic  by  dint  of  exaggeration,  and  eloquent  by  the  common  topics  of 
declamation.— Jeffrey.] 

2.— rage  70,  line  13. 

Doge.  All,  such  as  tlic  Acogadori  did, 

[The  Avogadori,  three  in  number,  were  the  conductors  of  criminal 
prosecutions  on  the  part  of  the  state ;  and  no  act  of  the  councils  was 
valid,  unless  sanctioned  by  the  presence  of  one  of  them.] 

3.— Page  72,  line  10. 

The  following  uords 

["  Mai'ino  Faliero,  dalla  bella  moglie— altri  la  gode,  ed  ogli  la 
mantiene,"— Sanuto.] 

4.— Page  78,  line  34. 

I  smote  the  tardy  bishop  at  Trcviso, 

An  historical  fact.  See  Marin  Sanutc's  "Lives  of  the  Doges."— 
["  Sanuto  says  that  Heaven  took  away  his  senses  for  this  buffet,  and 
induced  him"  to  conspire :— '  Peru  fu  pemiesso  che  il  Faliero  perdette 
I'intelletto,' "  &c.—Bi/roii  Letters.] 

5,— Page  SO,  line  8. 

I.  Ber.  I  am  the  chief  of  the  arsenal,  employ\l 

[This  officer  was  chief  of  the  artisans  of  the  arsenal,  and  commanded 
the  Bucentaur,  for  the  safety  of  which,  even  if  an  accidental  storm 
should  arise,  he  was  responsible  with  his  life.  He  mounted  guard  at 
the  ducal  palace  during  an  interregnum,  and  bore  the  red  standard 
before  the  new  Doge  on  his  inauguration,— -4;hc/o<  de  la  Houssaye,'] 
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6.— Page  S3,  line  38. 

Doge  (aside).  Saint  Mark's  shall  strike  that  hour! 

The  bells  of  San  Marco  were  never  mng  but  by  order  of  the  Doge. 
One  of  the  pretexts  for  ringing  this  alarm  was  to  have  been  an  announce- 
ment of  the  appearance  of  a  Genoese  fleet  off  the  Lagune. 

7.— Page  84,  line  12. 

The  Pozzi  and  the  Piomhi  were  in  vain  ; 

[The  state  dungeons,  called  Pozzi,  or  wells,  were  sunk  in  the  thick 
walls  of  the  palace  ;  and  the  prisoner,  when  taken  out  to  die,  was  con- 
ducted across  the  gallf^ry  to  the  other  side,  and  being  then  led  back  into 
the  other  compartment,  or  cell,  upon  the  bridge,  war,  there  strangled. 
The  low  portal  through  which  the  criminal  was  taken  into  this  cell  is 
now  walled  up ;  but  the  passage  is  open,  and  is  still  kno^vn  by  the  namo 
of  the  Biidge  of  Sighs. — Hobiiuuse.J 

S.— Page  86,  line  7. 

Near  to  the  church  ichere  sleep  my  sires  ;  the  same, 

["The  Doges  were  all  buried  in  St.  Mark's  before  Faliero.  It  is 
singular  that  when  his  predecessor,  Andrea  Daiidolo,  died,  the  Ten 
made  a  law  that  all  the  future  Doges  should  be  bui-ied  with  their 
families  in  their  own  churches— one  would  think,  by  a  kind  of  pre- 
sentiment. So  that  all  that  is  said  of  his  ancestral  Doges,  as  buried  at 
St.  John's  and  Paul's,  is  altered  from  the  fact,  they  being  in  St.  Mark's. 
Make  a  note  of  this,  and  put  Editor  as  the  subscription  to  it.  As  I 
make  such  pretensions  to  accuracy,  I  should  not  like  to  be  twitted  even 
with  such  trifles  on  that  score.  Of  the  play  they  may  say  what  they 
please,  but  not  so  of  my  costume  and  dram.  pers. — tlaey  having  been  real 
existences."— Byron  Letters,  Oct.  1820.] 

9.— Page  86,  line  9. 

A  gondola,  loith  one  oar  only,  icill 

A  gondola  is  not  like  a  common  boat,  but  is  as  easily  rowed  with  one 
oar  as  with  two  (though,  of  course,  not  so  swiftly),  and  often  is  so  from 
motiTes  of  privacy ;  and,  since  the  decay  of  Venice,  of  economy. 

10.— Page  91,  line  12. 

Doge,  From  the  senate  f 

[This  scene  is,  perhaps,  the  finest  in  the  whole  play.  The  character 
of  the  calm,  pure-spirited  Angiolina  is  developed  in  it  most  admirably ; 
— the  great  difierence  between  her  temper  and  that  of  her  fiery  husband 
is  vividly  portrayed  ; — but  not  less  vividlj-  touched  is  that  strong  bond 
of  their  union  which  exists  in  the  common  nobleness  of  their  deeper 
natures.  There  is  no  spark  of  jealousy  in  the  old  man's  thoughts, — he 
does  not  expect  the  fer\'ours  of  youthful  passion  in  his  wife,  nor  does 
he  find  them  :  but  he  finds  what  is  far  better — the  fearless  confidence  of 
one,  who,  being  to  the  heart's  core  innocent,  can  scarcely  be  a  believer 
iu  the  existence  of  such  a  thing  as  guilt.    Strong  in  her  consciousness 


176  NOTES  TO  MAEIXO  FALIEEO. 

of  purity,  she  has  brought  herself  to  regard  without  anger  the  insult 
offered  to  herself;  and  the  yet  uncorrected  instinct  of  a  nohle  heart 
makes  her  try  to  persuade  her  lord,  as  she  is  herself  persuaded,  that 
Steno,  whatever  be  the  sentence  of  his  judges,  vmst  be  punished — more 
even  than  they  would  wish  him  to  be— by  the  secret  suggestions  of  his 
own  guilty  conscience. — Lockhart.] 

11.— Page  93,  line  42. 

From  wrath  eternal? 

["  Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  o^vn  ?  is  there  not  Hell  ? "—  MS.] 

12.— Page  108,  line  21. 

Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  I  now  must  be, 

["  Nor  dwindle  to  a  cut-throat  without  shuddering."— MS.] 

13.— Page  109,  line  16. 

Enrjaged  in  sea-et  to  the  Signory, 

An  historical  fact.    See  Appendix,  Note  A, 

14.— Page  113,  line  17.  * 

But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state 
I  "Put  all  the  worst  sins  of  the  Spartan  state."— MS.] 

15.— Page  117,  line  1. 
Fought  hg  my  side,  and  Marc  C'ornaro  sliarcd 

["Fought  by  myside,and{  ^}^j;;^  I'V^^^,  }  shared.»-MS.] 

16.— Page  117,  line  2. 
My  Genoese  embassy  :  I  sai-ed  the  life 


My  I 


Son.lta  P^je • } I  --^  *^  W«." *<=-^ISO 


17.— Page  117,  line  13. 

0/iKanii  n-i-or^iz,  even  ye  are  ignorant 

["Bear  witness  with  me!  ye  who  hear  and  know, 
And  feel  ou  imutual  mass  of  many  Avrongs." — MS.] 

18.— Page  119,  line  15. 
Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a  prey, 

["  Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a  l^ret^c^."— MS.] 
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19— Page  121,  line  5. 

Each  stab  to  them  tcUl  seem  my  suicide. 

[There  is  a  great  deal  of  natural  struggle  in  the  breast  of  the  high- 
born and  haughty  Doge,  between  the  resentment  -R-ith  -w-hich  he  burns 
on  the  one  hand,  and  the  reluctance  with  which  he  considers  the  mean- 
ness of  the  associates  with  whom  he  has  leagued  himself,  on  the  other. 
Tlie  conspiring  Doge  is  not,  we  think,  meant  to  be  ambitious  for  himself, 
but  he  is  sternly,  proudly,  a  Venetian  noble ;  and  it  is  impossible  for  him 
to  tear  from  his  bosom  the  scorn  for  every  thing  plebeian  which  has 
been  implanted  there  by  birth,  education,  and  a  long  life  of  princely 
command.  There  are  other  thoughts,  too,  and  of  a  gentler  kind,  which 
cross  from  time  to  time  his  perturbed  spiiit.  He  remembers — he  cannot 
entirely  forget— the  days  and  nights  of  old  companionship,  by  which  be 
had  long  been  bound  to  those  whose  sentence  he  has  consented  to  seal. 
He  has  himself  been  declaiming  against  the  tolly  of  mercy,  and  arguing 
valiantly  the  necessity  of  total  extirpation, — and  that,  too,  in  the  teetli 
even  of  some  of  the  plebeian  conspirators  themselves  :  yet  the  poet,  with 
profound  insight  into  the  human  heart,  makes  him  shudder  when  his 
own  impetuosity  has  brought  himself,  and  all  who  hear  him,  to  the 
brink.  He  cannot  look  upon  the  bloody  resolution,  no  not  even  after  he 
himself  has  been  the  chief  instrument  o'f  its- formation.— Lockuabt.1 


20.— Page  123. 

Scene  I 

[The  fourth  act  opens  with  the  most  poetical  and  brilliantly  written 
scene  in  the  play.  Lioni,  a  young  nobleman,  returns  home  from  a 
splendid  assembly,  and,  opening  his  palace  window  for  air,  contrasts  tlie 
tranquillity  of  the  night  scene  which  lies  before  him,  with  the  feverish 
turbulence'and  glittering  enchantments  of  that  which  he  has  just  quitted. 
Nothing  can  be  finer  than  this  picture,  in  both  its  compartments.  There 
is  a  truth  and  a  luxuriance  in  the  description  of  the  rout,  which  mark  at 
once  the  hand  of  a  master,  and  raise  it  to  a  very  high  rank  as  a  piece  of 
poetical  painting ; — while  tlie  moonlight  view  from  the  window  is  equally 
grand  and  beautiftil. — Jeffrey.] 

21.— Page  129,  line  11. 

On  the  accursed  tyranny  ichich  rides 

["On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  faints.'" — MS.] 

22.— Page  132,  line  17. 

Within  our  palace  precincts  at  San  Polo. 

The  Doge's  family  palace. 


23.— Page  135,  line  14, 

The  morn  is  dappling  in  the  sky. 

["  The  night  is  clearing  from  the  sky."— MS.] 
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24 —Page  137,  line  2. 
Whe7-e  suinffs  the  sullen  huge  oracular  hell, 

["  Where  swings  tlie  sullen  {  j^^e'or'aSuL-  bell."-MS  ] 


25.— Page  137,  line  19. 

They  here  .'—all 's  lost— yet  villi  make  an  effort. 

[Jeffrey  characterises  the  whole  of  the  scene  up  to  this  point  as 
"  noble  and  thrilling,"  and  Lockhart  says  that  there  are  few  passages  in 
Englisli  poetry  superior  to  the  soliloquy  of  the  Doge.] 

2G.— Page  137. 

Enter  a  Signer  of  the  Night,  with  Guards,  &c.  &c. 

f"I  Signori  di  Notte"  held  an  important  charge  in  the  old  republic] 

27.— Page  137,  line  40. 

That  thus  you  dai'e  assume  a  laidcss  function  ? 

["  That  thus  you  dare  assume  a  brigand's  pov,-er,"— MS.] 

28.— Page  138,  line  18. 

Or  met  some  unforeseen  and  Iddeous  obstacle 

["  Or  met  some  unforeseen  and  fatal  obstacle." —MS.] 

29.— Page  140,  line  18. 

While  Majiiius,  who  hurVd  dozen  the  Gauls,  uas  cast 

["  While  Mauliu'-,  who  hurl'd  back  the  Gauls,"  &c.— MS.] 

SO.— Page  ill. 
The  Chief  of  the  Ten,  Beiiintende, 

["  In  the  notes  to  '  Marino  Faliero,'  it  may  be  as  well  to  say,  that 
Bcnintende  was  not  really  of  the  Ten,  but  merely  Grand  Chancellor — a 
separate  office,  though  an  important  one.  It  was  an  abitrary  alteration 
of  mine." — Byron  Letters.^ 

31.— Page  143,  line  34. 

Of  the  red  columns,  tcherc,  on  festal  Thursday, 

"Giovedl  grasso,"  —  "fat  or  greasy  Thursday,"  —  which  I  cannot 
literally  translate  in  the  text,  was  the  day. 
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32.— Page  144,  line  3. 
Guards  !  let  their  r,iouths  he  gaijifd  even  in  the  act 
Historical  fact.    See  Sanuto,  Appendix,  Note  (A). 

33.— Page  144,  line  S8. 

Cal.  (spitting  at  Mm).  I  die  and  scorn  thee .' 

[••  I  knoiy  Tvhat  Foscolo  means,  about  Calendaro's  spitting  at  Bertram ; 
t'cai^s  national — the  objection,  I  mean.  The  Italians  and  French,  -witli 
those  'flags  of  abomination'  their  pocket  handkerchiefs,  spit  there,  and 
here,  and  every  Tvhere  else — in  your  face  almost,  and  therefore  ohjcct  to 
it  on  the  stage'as  too/am iUai:  But^e  who  spit  nowhere— but  in  a  man's 
face  when  we  grow  savage— are  not  likely  to  feel  this.  Keraembcr 
JIassinger,  and  Kean's  Sir  Giles  Oven-each — 

'  Lord !  thus  I  spit  at  thee  and  at  thy  counsel ! '  " 

LordB.Lt'fters.l 

34.— Page  148,  line  29. 

There  icere  no  other  icayfor  truth  to  o'erlcap  them, 

["  There  were  no  other  way  for  trutli  to  pierce  them."— MS.] 

35.— Page  149,  line  5. 

The  torture  to  elicit  the  ichole  truth. 

fi  Tv^  *^,.*,-^»  /  for  t^e  exposure  of  the  truth."    ■ 
[•  The  toiture  |  .^  g^j^,.^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ti-uth."-MS.] 

36.— Page  149,  line  11. 

Officer.  Nolle  Venetians  /    Duchess  Faiiero 

n/i  -VT  1 ,    -.r       L-        if  Doge  Faliero's  consort." 

["  Noble  \  enetians  !  |  ^°^  ^^^^^^^  ^^Q  Duchess."-3IS.] 

37.— Page  149,  line  13. 
Ben.  Saij,  conscript  fathers,  shall  she  he  admitted.' 

The  Venetian  senate  took  the  same  title  as  the  Eoman,  of  "  conscript 
fatiiers." 

38.— Page  149. 
The  Duchess  enters. 

[The  drama,  which  has  the  merit,  uncommon  in  modem  performances, 
of  embodying  no  episodical  deformity  whatever,  now  hun-ies  in  full  career 
to  its  close.  Eveiy  thing  is  despatched  with  the  stem  decision  of  a  tyran- 
nical aristocracy.  There  is  no  hope  of  niorcy  on  any  side, — there  is  no 
petition,— nay,  there  is  no  wish  for  mercy.  Even  the  plebeian  conspirators 
have  too  much  Venetian  blood  in  them  to  be  either  scare!  by  the 
approach,  or  shaken  in  the  moment,  of  death :  and  as  for  the  Doge,  he 
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bears  himself  as  Ijecomes  a  warrior  of  sixty  years,  aud  a  deeply  insulted 
prince.  At  the  moment,  however,  which  immediately  precedes  the 
pronouncing  of  the  sentence,  admission  is  asked  aud  obtained  by  one 
from  whom  less  of  the  Spartan  firmness  might  have  been  expected.  This 
is  Angiolina.  She  indeed  hazards  one  fervent  prayer  to  the  unbending 
senate ;  but  slie  sees  in  a  moment  that  it  is  in  vain,  and  she  recovers 
herself  on  the  instant ;  aud,  turning  to  her  lord,  who  stands  calm  and 
collected  at  the  foot  of  the  council  table,  speaks  words  worthy  of  him  and 
of  her.  Nothing  can  be  more  unexpected,  or  more  beautiful,  than  the 
behaviour  of  the  young  patrician  who  interrupts  their  conversation. — 

LOCKHART.] 

39.— Page  150,  line  29. 

Ben.  He  hath  already  oiin'd  to  his  oirii  guilt, 

["  He  hath  already  granted  his  own  guilt."— MS.] 

40.— Page  153,  line  19. 

In  soul,  more  than  the  living  things  of  tombs. 

[The  Duchess  is  fomial  and  cold,  without  even  that  degree  of  love  for 
her  old  husband  which  a  child  might  have  for  her  parent,  or  a  pupil 
for  her  iustiiactor.  Even  in  this  her  longest  and  best  speech,  at  the 
most  touching  moment  of  the  catastrophe,  she  can  moralise  in  a  strain 
of  pedantry  less  natural  to  a  woman  than  to  any  other  person  similarly 
circumstanced,  on  lions  stung  by  gnats,  Achilles,  Helen,  Lucretia,  the 
siege  of  Clusium,  Caligula,  Caaba,  and  Persepolis  !  The  lines  are  fine 
in  themselves,  indeed  ;  and  if  they  had  been  spoken  by  Benintende  as  a 
funeral  oration  over  the  Duke's  body,  or  still  more,  perhaps,  if  they  had 
been  spoken  by  the  Duke's  counsel  on  his  trial,  they  would  liave  been 
perfectly  in  place  and  character.  But  that  is  not  the  highest  order  of 
female  intellect  which  is  disposed  to  be  long-winded  in  distress;  nor 
does  any  one,  either  male  or  female,  who  is  deeply  affected,  find  time  for 
M'ise  saws  and  instances  ancient  and  modem, — IIeder.] 


41.— Page  157,  line  7. 

A  madness  of  the  heart  shall  seize  upon  thee  ; 

["  A  madness  of  the  hsart  shall  rise  within."— MS.] 

42.— Page  159,  line  1. 

TTith  uniri7pair''d  hut  not  a  clamorous  grief 

["  With  unimpair'd  but  not  outrageous  grief." — MS.] 

43.— Page  159,  line  19. 

Doge.  ^Tis  leith  age,then. 

This  was  the  actual  reply  of  Bailli,  maire  of  Paris,  to  a  Frenchman 
who  made  him  the  same  reproach  on  his  way  to  execution,  in  the  earliest 
part  of  their  revolution.  I  find  in  reading  over  (since  the  completion  of 
this  tragedy),  for  the  first  time  these  six  years,  "  Venice  Preserved,"  a 
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jiimilar  reply  on  a  different  occasion  by  Renault,  and  other  coincidences 
arising  from  the  subject.  I  need  hardly  remind  the  gentlest  reader,  that 
such  coincidences  must  be  accidental,  from  the  very  facility  of  tlteir 
detection  by  reference  to  so  popular  a  play  on  the  stage  and  iu  the  closet 
aa  0t^7ay■s  chef-d'oeuvre. 

44.— Page  160,  line  10. 

Doge.  I  speak  to  Time  and  to  Eternitij, 

[The  last  speech  of  the  Doge  is  a  grand  prophetic  rant ;  something 
strained  and  elaborate— but  eloquent  and  terrible.— Jeffbey.] 

45.— Page  160,  line  23. 
IVIto  kindlest  and  icho  quenchest  suns ! — Attest.' 
[''  TTho  makest  and  destroyest  suns  !  "— ilS.] 

46.— Page  160,  line  38. 

Who  shall  despise  her  I — She  shall  stoop  to  he 

Should  the  dramatic  picture  seem  harsh,  let  the  reader  look  to  the 
historical,  of  the  period  prophesied,  or  rather  of  the  few  years  preceding 
that  period.  Voltaire  calculated  their  "nostre  bene  merite  Meretrici" 
at  12,000  of  regiilars,  without  including  volunteers  and  local  militia,  on 
what  authority  I  Icnow  not;  but  it  is,  perhaps,  the  only  part  of  the 
population  not  decreased.  Venice  once  contained  two  hundred  thousand 
inhabitants :  tliere  are  now  about  ninety  thousand  ;  and  these  !  1  few 
individuals  can  conceive,  and  none  could  describe,  the  actual  state  into 
which  the  more  than  infeiTial  tyranny  of  Austria  has  plunged  this 
unhappy  city.  From  the  present  decay  and  degeneracy  of  Venice 
under  the  Barbarians,  there  are  some  honourable  individual  exceptions 
There  is  Pasqualigo,  the  last  and,  alas!  posthumous  son  of  the  mamage 
of  the  Doges  with  the  Adriatic,  who  fought  his  frigate  with  far 
greater  gallantry  than  any  of  his  French  coadjutors  in  the  memorable 
action  off  Lissa.  I  came  home  in  the  squadron  witli  the  prizes  in  1811, 
and  recollect  to  have  heard  Sir  Vrilliam  Hoste,  and  the  other  officers 
engaged  in  that  glorious  conflict,  speak  in  the  highest  terms  ot 
Pasqualigo's  behaviour.  There  is  the  Abbate  JMorelli.  There  is  Alvise 
Querini,  who,  after  a  long  and  honourable  diplomatic  career,  finds  some 
consolation  for  the  wrongs  of  his  country,  in  tlie  pursuits  of  literature 
with  his  nephew,  Vittor  Beuzon,  the  son  of  the  celebrated  beauty,  the 
heroine  of  "  La  Biondina  in  Gondoletta."  There  are  the  patrician  poet 
Morosini,  and  the  Poet  Lambeiti,  the  author  of  the  "  Biondina,"  &c.,  and 
many  other  estimable  productions ;  and,  not  least  in  an  Englishman's 
estimation,  :Madame  :Michelli,  the  translator  of  Shakspeare.  There  are 
the  young  Dandolo  and  the  improvvisatore  Carrer,  and  Giuseppe  Albrizzi, 
the  accomplished  son  of  an  accomplished  mother.  There  is  Aglietti, 
and.  were  there  nothing  else,  there  is  the  immortality  of  Canova. 
Cicognara,  Mustoxithi,  Bucati,  &c.  &c.,  I  do  not  reckon,  because  the  one 
is  a  Greek,  and  the  others  were  born  at  least  a  hundred  miles  off,  which, 
throughout  Italy,  constitutes,  if  not  a  forchjner,  at  least  a  straugcv 
[forcstierc]. 
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47.— Page  160,  line  41. 

Beg  (I  ays  for  nobles,  imndevs  for  a  people ! 

[  lazars       \ 

["  Beggars  for  nobles,  J  lepers       V  for  a  people ! '  — MS  ] 

i  wretches  J 

48.— Page  160,  line  42. 

Then  when  the  Hebrew  's  in  thy  palaces, 

The  chief  palaces  on  the  Bronta  nov/  belong  to  the  Jews;  who  in  the 
earlier  times  of  the  republic  were  only  allowed  to  inhabit  Mestri,  and  not 
to  enter  the  city  of  Venice.  The  whole  commerce  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
Jews  and  Greeks,  and  the  Huns  form  the  garrison. 

49.— Page  161,  line  28. 

But  in  its  stead,  coarse  hists  of  hahitude, 

[See  Appexdix,  Note  (C).] 

50.— Page  161,  line  35. 

'Gainst  which  thou  wilt  7iot  strive,  and  da)'st  not  murmur, 

If  the  Doge's  prophecy  seem  re:narkable,  look  to  the  following,  made 
by  Alamanni  two  hundred  and  seventy  years  ago: — "There  is  one  veiy 
singular  prophecy  concerning  Venice  :  '  If  thou  dost  not  change,'  it  says 
to  that  proud  republic,  '  thy  liberty,  which  is  already  on  the  wing,  v>-ill 
not  reckon  a  century  more  tlian  the  thousandth  year.'  If  we  carry  back 
the  epocha  of  Venetian  freedom  to  the  establishment  of  the  government 
under  which  the  republic  flourished,  we  shall  lind  that  the  date  of  the 
election  of  the  first  Doge  is  097 ;  and  if  we  add  one  century  to  a  thousand, 
that  is,  eleven  hundred  years,  we  shall  find  the  sense  of  the  prediction  to 
be  literally  this :  '  Thy  liberty  will  not  last  till  1797.'  Recollect  that 
Venice  ceased  to  be  free  in  the  3-ear  1796,  the  fifth  year  of  the  French 
republic ;  and  you  will  perceive  that  there  never  was  prediction  more 
pointed,  or  more  exactly  followed  by  tl;e  event.  You  will,  therefore, 
note  as  very  remarkable  tlie  three  lines  of  Alamanni  addressed  to 
Venice ;  which,  however,  no  one  has  pointed  out  :  — 

Se  non  cangi  pensier,  nn  secol  solo 
Non  contera  sopra  '1  millesimo  anno 
Tua  liberta,  die  va  fuggendo  a  volo.' 

Many  prophecies  have  passed  for  such,  and  many  men  have  been  called 
prophets  for  much  less."— GiNGUEsg,  Hist.  Lit.  de  V Italic,  t.  ix.  p.  144. 

51.— Page  161,  line  39. 

Thou  den  of  drunJiards  uiih  the  blood  of  i)rinccs! 

Of  the  first  fifty  Doges,  free  abdicated— ^ re  were  banished  with  their 
eyes  put  out— /re  were  massacked— and  ^//(e  deposed;  so  that  7(iHe^ep« 
otit  of  fifty  lost  the  throne  by  violence,  besides  two  who  fell  in  battle  : 
this  occurred  long  previous  to  the  reign  of  Marino  F.aliero.  One  of  his 
more    immediate    predecessor-,    Andrea    Dandolo,    died    of  vexation. 
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Mainno  Faliero  himself  perished  as  relatecl.  Amongst  his  successors, 
Foscari,  after  seeing  liis  son  repeatedly  tortured  and  Lanislied,  was 
deposed,  and  died  of  breaking  a  blood-vessel,  on  hearing  the  bell  of 
Saint  Mark's  toll  for  the  election  of  his  successor.  Morosini  was 
impeached  for  the  loss  of  Candia  ;  but  this  was  previous  to  his  dukedom, 
during  which  he  conquered  the  Morea,  and  was  styled  the  Peloponnestan. 
Faliero  might  truly  say, — 

"Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of  princes! '' 

52 —Page  161,  line  40. 

Gehenna  of  the  waters.'  thoic  sea  Sodom! 

["  Thou  brothel  of  the  waters !  thou  sea  Sodom !  "—MS.] 

53.— Page  163. 
Chief  of  the  Ten, 
"  Un  Capo  de'  Dieci"  are  the  words  of  Sanuto's  Chronicle. 

51,— Page  163,  line  4. 

The  gory  head  rolls  doicn  the  Giants'  Steps  '. 

'j  ['•  The  gorv  head  is  rolling  down  the  steps !  "  )  ,,;,  -, 
i   ''The  head  is  rolling  down  the  gory  steps  ! "  j  "^"-^ 


HEAYEN  AND  EARTH  = 

A  MYSTERY. 

FOUNDED  ON  THE   FOI-LO-WING   PAf>SAGE   IN   GENESIS,  CHAP.  VI. 

"  And  it  came  to  pass  .  .  .  that  the  sons  of  God  saw  the  daughters  of  men  that 
they  were  fair;  and  they  took  them  wives  of  all  which  they  chose." 


'  And  woman  wailing  for  her  demon  lover."-  Colebi 
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The  compositiou  of  "  Cain  "  fixed  Lord  Byron's  mind  upon  tlie  early- 
scripture  history,  and  in  the  following  month  (October,  1821)  a  second 
subject  from  the  same  source  suggested  "  Heaven  and  Earth."  "  En- 
closed," he  wrote  to  Mr.  Mui'ray,  "  is  a  lyrical  drama.  You  will  find  it 
pious  enough,  I  tnist ;  at  least  some  of  the  chorus  might  have  been  written 
by  Steruhold  and  Hopkins  themselves  for  that,  and  perhaps  for  melody. 
As  it  is  longer,  and  more  lyi'ical  and  Greek,  than  I  intended  at  first,  I 
have  not  divided  it  into  acts,  but  called  what  I  have  sent  Part  I., 
as  there  is  a  suspension  of  the  action,  which  may  either  close  there  with- 
out impropriety,  or  be  continued  in  a  way  that  I  have  in  view.  I  wish 
the  first  part  to  be  published  before  the  second, because  if  it  don't  succeed, 
it  is  better  to  stop  there  than  to  go  on  in  a  fruitless  experiment." 
"  Heaven  and  Earth "  was  revised  by  Mr.  GilTord,  and  immediately 
printed,  but  remained  unpublished  till  it  appeared  (1S22)  in  the  second 
number  of  "  The  Liberal."  Though  received  with  favour  by  the  critics, 
and  replete  with  the  richest  language,  hai-mony,  and  feeling,  it.s  beauties, 
on  the  whole,  wei'e  too  severe  to  dazzle  the  meretricious  minds  of  the  public, 
and  the  poet  was  not  encouraged  to  complete  his  plan.  An  attempt  was 
made  to  set  upon  it  the  brand  of  profanity  with  very  short-lived  success. 
Japhet  speaks  of  the  ultimate  redemption  of  the  demons  themselves, 
and  there  are  one  or  two  other  questionable  opinions,  but  the  general 
sentiments  and  the  entire  tone  are  in  the  highest  strain  of  sacred  solem- 
nity. The  verse  from  Genesis,  on  which  the  piece  is  founded,  properly 
signifies  that  holy  men  (•'  The  sons  of  God '')  were  beguiled  by  the  beauty 
of  unbelieving  women  ("the  daughters  of  men")  into  corrupting 
marriages.  The  exploded  notion  that  the  "sons  of  God"  were  angels, 
is  revolting  to  reverence  ;  yet  the  passion,  lofty  if  unhallowed,  of  the 
seraphs  and  the  earthly  maidens,  is  i-epresented  here  with  such  wonder- 
ful refinement,  and  is  made  so  entirely  subservient  to  the  terrible 
catastrophe  wliich  ensues,  that  the  objection  is  scarcely  felt.  The 
obvious  idea  would  have  been  to  describe  the  thoughtless  and  un- 
measured riot  of  the  world  before  the  flood ;  Lord  Byron,  rejecting  from 
his  picture  the  slaves  of  vulgar  license,  has  adopted  a  more  chaste  and 
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original  conceptiou.  He  selects  two  sisters,  Aholibamah  and  Anali— the 
first  haughty  and  imperious,  the  second  gentle  and  submissive,  Loth 
heautiful  and  winning, — and  flings  over  their  aspirations  a  sombre  tint, 
vdiich  we  feel  from  tlie  outset  will  continue  to  deepen  till  it  becomes 
their  pall.  The  direct  prophecies  of  the  approaching  deluge  which 
succeed,  breathe  the  grandeur  of  desolation ;  and  the  lyrical  chants,  in 
which  the  larger  portion  is  conveyed,  are  most  musical  and  melancholy, 
though  here  and  there  the  verse  is  out  of  tune  and  harsh.  Japliet, 
at  the  close,  sinks  below  his  lineage,  and  his  repining  for  Anah  amounts 
to  rebellion ;  while  Anah  herself  is  gifted  with  a  spirit  so  bright  and 
lovely,  so  tender  and  devout,  that  she  was  fitter  to  have  found  a  refuge 
in  the  ark  than  a  tomb  in  the  waves. 


DRAMATIS  PERSOIT.^. 


ANGELS. 
AZAZIEL. 

Raphael,  the  Archaxqel. 

MEN. 
Noah  axd  his  Soxs. 
Irad. 
Japhet. 

WOMEN. 
An'AH. 
Aholibamah. 


Chorus  of  Spiriis  of  the  Earth.— Choms  of  Mortals. 


HEATEN  AXD   EAETH. 


PART   I. 

Scene  I. — A  vsoody  and  mountainous  district  near  ?Ioiini  Ararat.- 
Time,  midnight. 

Enter  Ax^H  and  Aholibamah. 

Anah.  Our  fathei-  sleeps  :  it  is  the  hour  when  they 
"\Mio  love  us  are  acciistom'd  to  descend 
Throiigh  the  deep  clouds  o'er  rocky  Ararat  : — 
How  my  heart  beats  ! 

Alio.  Let  us  proceed  upon 

Our  inrocation. 

A  nah.  But  the  stars  are  hidden, 

I  tremble. 

Aho.  So  do  I,  but  not  with  fear 

Of  aught  save  their  delay. 

Anah.  My  sister,  though 

I  love  Azaziel  more  than oh,  too  much  ! 

"\Miat  was  I  going  to  say?  my  heart  grows  impious. 

Aho.  And  where  is  the  impiety  of  loving 
Celestial  natui'es  ? 

Anah.  But,  Aholibamah, 

I  love  our  God  less  since  his  angel  loved  me ; 
This  cannot  be  of  good ;  and  though  I  know  not 
That  I  do  VQ'ong,  I  feel  a  thousand  fe;irs 
"\^Tiich  are  not  ominous  of  right. 

Aho.  Then  wed  thee 

Unto  some  son  of  clay,  and  toil  and  spin  ! 
There  's  Japhet  loves  thee  well,  hath  loved  thee  lol  g : 
Many,  and  biing  forth  dust ! 
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Anali.  I  should  have  loved 

Azaziel  not  less  were  he  mortal ;  yet 
I  am  glad  he  is  not.     I  cannot  outlive  him,  ^ 

And  when  I  think  that  his  immortal  wings 
Will  one  day  hover  o'er  the  sepulchre 
Of  the  poor  child  of  clay  which  so  adored  him, 
As  he  adores  the  Highest,  death  becomes 
Less  terrible  ;  but  yet  I  pity  him  : 
His  grief  will  be  of  ages,  or  at  least 
Mine  would  be  such  for  him,  were  I  the  seraph, 
And  he  the  perishable. 

Alio.  Rather  say, 

That  ne  will  single  forth  some  other  daughter 
Of  earth,  and  love  her  as  he  once  loved  Auah. 

Anali.  And  if  it  should  be  so,  and  she  loved  him, 
Better  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  for  me. 

Alio.  If  I  thought  thus  of  Samiasa's  love, 
All  seraph  as  he  is,  I  'd  spurn  him  from  me. 
But  to  our  invocation  ! — 'T  is  the  hour. 
Anali.  Sero,ph  ! 

From  thy  sphere  ! 
Whatever  star  contain  thy  glory  ; 
In  the  eternal  depths  of  heaven 
Albeit  thou  watchest  with  "  the  seven,"  ^ 
Though  through  space  infinite  and  hoary 
Before  thy  bright  wings  worlds  be  cMven, 
Yet  hear  ! 
Oh  !  think  of  her  who  holds  thee  dear  ! 

And  though  she  nothing  is  to  thee, 
Yet  think  that  thou  art  all  to  her. 
Thou  canst  not  toll, — and  never  be 
Such  pangs  decreed  to  aught  save  me, — 
The  bitterness  of  tears. 
Eternity  is  in  thine  years. 
Unborn,  undying  beauty  in  thine  eyes ; 
With  me  thou  canst  not  sympathise, 
Except  in  love,  and  there  thou  must 
Acknowledge  that  more  loving  dust 
Ne'er  wept  beneath  the  skies. 
Thou  walk'st  thy  many  worlds,  thou  see'st 

The  face  of  him  who  made  thee  great. 
As  he  hath  made  me  of  the  least 

Of  those  cast  out  from  Eden's  gate  : 
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Yet,  Sei-aph  dear  ! 
Oh  hear  ! 
For  thou  hast  loved  me,  and  I  would  not  die 
Until  I  know  what  I  must  die  in  knoAving, 
That  thou  forget'st  in  thine  eternity 

Her  whose  heart  death  could  not  keep  from 
o'erflowing 
For  thee,  immortal  essence  as  thou  art ! 

Great  is  their  love  who  love  in  sin  and  fear ; 
And  such,  I  feel,  are  waging  in  my  heart 
A  war  unworthy  :  to  an  Adamite 

Forgive,  my  Seraph  !  that  such  thoughts  appear, 
For  sorrow  is  our  element ; 
Delight 
An  Eden  kept  afar  from  sight, 

Though  sometimes  with  our  visions  hlent. 
The  hour  is  near 
Which  tells  me  we  are  not  abandon'd  quite. — 
Appear  !  Appear  ! 
Seraph  ! 
My  own  Azaziel  !  be  but  here, 
And  leave  the  stars  to  thek  own  light. 
Aho.  Samiasa ! 

"Wheresoe'er 
Thou  rulest  in  the  upper  air — 
Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  with  him 
Who  made  all  empires,  empire  ;  or  recalling 
Some  wandering  star,  which  shoots  through  the  abyss, 

Whose  tenants  dying,  while  their  world  is  falling, 
Share  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  in  this ; 
Or  joining  vdth  the  inferior  cherubim, 
Thou  deig-nest  to  partake  their  hymn — 
Samiasa  ! 
I  call  thee,  I  await  thee,  and  I  love  thee. 

Many  may  worship  thee,  that  will  I  not : 
If  that  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move  thee, 
Descend  and  share  my  lot  ! 
Though  I  be  formed  of  clay 

And  thou  of  beams 
More  bright  than  those  of  day 

On  Eden's  streams, 
Thine  immox-tality  can  not  repay 


152  HEAVEN  AND  EARTH.  [Parti 

With,  love  more  warm  tlian  mine 
My  love.     There  is  a  ray- 
In  me,  which,,  though  forbidden  yet  to  shine, 
I  feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God's  and  thine. 
It  may  be  hidden  long  :  death  and  decay 

Our  mother  Eve  bequeath'd  us — but  my  heart 
Defies  it :  though  this  life  must  pass  away, 
Is  tltat  a  cause  for  thee  and  me  to  part  ? 
Thou  art  immortal — so  am  I  :  I  feel — 

I  feel  my  immortality  o'ersweep 
All  pains,  all  tears,  all  fears,  and  peal, 

Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep, 
Into  my  ears  this  truth — "  Thou  liv'st  for  ever  ! " 
But  if  it  be  in  joy 
I  know  not,  nor  would  know  ; 
That  secret  rests  with  the  Almighty  giver. 

Who  folds  in  clouds  the  fonts  of  bliss  and  woe. 

But  thee  and  me  he  never  can  destroy  ; 
Change  us  he  may,  but  not  o'erwhelm  ;  wc  are 
Of  as  eternal  essence,  and  must  war 
With  him  if  he  will  war  with  us  :  with  thee 

I  can  share  all  things,  even  immortal  sori'ow ; 
For  thou  has>t  ventured  to  share  life  with  me, 
And  shall  /  shrink  from  thine  eternity  ? 

No  !  though  the  serpent's  sting  should  pierce 
me  thorough, 
And  thou  thyself  wert  like  the  serpent,  coil 
Around  me  still !  and  I  will  smile, 
And  curse  thee  not ;  but  hold 
Thee  in  as  warm  a  fold 

As but  descend,  and  prove 

A  mortal's  love 
For  an  immortal.     If  the  skies  contain 
More  joy  than  thou  canst  give  and  take,  remain  1 
Anah.  Sister  !  sister  !  I  view  them  -winging 
Their  bright  way  through  the  parted  night. 

Aho.  The  clouds  from  ofi' their  pinions  flinging, 
As  though  they  bore  to-morrow's  light. 
Anali.  But  if  our  father  see  the  sight  ! 
Alio.  He  would  but  deem  it  was  the  moon 
Rising  unto  some  sorcerei''s  tunc 
An  hour  too  soon. 
Anah.  They  come  !  he  comes  !  — Azaziel  I 
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Alio.  Haste 

To  meet  them  !     Oh  !  for  ^vings  to  bear 
My  spirit,  while  they  hover  there, 
To  Samiasa's  breast  ! 

A  nah.  Lo  !  they  have  kindled  all  the  west, 
Like  a  returning  smiset ; — lo  ! 

On  Ararat's  late  secret  crest 
A  mild  and  many-colour'd  bow, 
The  remnant  of  their  flashing  path, 
Now  shines  !  and  now,  behold !  it  hath 
Eeturn'd  to  night,  as  rippling  foam. 

Which  the  leviathan  hath  lash'd 
From  his  unfathomable  home, 
"When  sporting  on  the  face  of  the  calm  deep, 

Subsides  soon  after  he  again  hath  dashed 
Down,  down,  to  where  the  ocean's  fountains  sleep.^ 

Aho.  They  have  touch'd  earth  !     Samiasa  ! 

Anah.  My  Azaziel ! 

lExeunt, 

SCF NE  II. 
Enter  Irad  and  Jafhej. 

Trad.  Despond  not  :  wherefore  wilt  thou  wander  thus 
To  add  thy  silence  to  the  silent  night. 
And  lift  thy  tearful  eye  unto  the  stars  ? 
They  cannot  aid  thee. 

JrqJi.  But  they  soothe  me — now 

Perhaps  she  looks  upon  them  as  I  look. 
Methinks  a  being  that  is  beautiful 
Becometh  more  so  as  it  looks  on  beauty, 
The  eternal  beauty  of  undying  things. 
Oh,  Anah  ! 

Irad.  But  she  loves  thee  not. 

Japh.  Alas  f 

Irad.  And  proud  Aholibamah  spurns  me  also. 

JapJi.  I  feel  for  thee  too. 

Irad.  Let  her  keep  her  pride, 

Mine  hath  enabled  me  to  bear  her  scorn  : 
It  may  be,  time  too  will  avenge  it. 

Jajph.  Canst  thou 

Find  joy  in  such  a  thought  ? 

Irad.  Nor  joy  nor  sorrow. 
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I  loved  her  well ;  I  would  have  loved  her  better, 
Had  love  been  met  with  love  :  as  't  is,  I  leave  her 
To  brighter  destinies,  if  so  she  deems  them, 

Japh.  WLni  destinies  1 

Irad.  I  have  some  cause  to  think 

She  loves  another. 

Jajih.  Anah ! 

Irad.  No ;  her  sister 

Japk.  What  other  ? 

Irad.  That  I  know  not  ;  but  her  air. 

If  not  her  words,  tells  me  she  loves  another. 

JcqJi.  Ay,  but  not  Anah  :  she  but  loves  her  God. 

Irad.  "Whatc'er  she  loveth,  so  she  loves  thee  not, 
What  can  it  profit  thee  ? 

JajyJi.  True,  nothing  ;  but 

I  love. 

Irad.  And  so  did  I. 

Jajyk.  And  now  thou  lov'st  not. 

Or  think'st  thou  lov'st  not,  art  thou  happier  ? 

Irad.  Yes. 

Japh.  I  pity  thee. 

Irad.  Mc  !  why  ? 

Japh.  For  being  happy, 

Deprived  of  that  which  makes  my  misery. 

Irad.  I  take  thy  taunt  as  part  of  thy  distemper, 
And  would  not  feel  as  thou  dost  for  more  shekels 
Than  all  om*  father's  herds  would  bring,  if  weigh'd 
Against  the  metal  of  the  sons  of  Cain — 
The  yellow  dust  they  tiy  to  barter  with  us, 
As  if  such  useless  and  discolour'd  trash. 
The  refuse  of  the  earth,  could  be  received 
For  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fruits,  and  all 
Our  flocks  and  wilderness  afford. — Go,  Japhct, 
Sigh  to  the  stars,  as  wolves  howl  to  the  moon — 
I  must  back  to  my  rest. 

Jaj)h.  '  And  so  would  I 

If  I  could  rest. 

Irad.  Thou  wilt  not  to  our  tents  then  ? 

Japh.  Xo,  Irad  ;  I  will  to  the  cavern,  whose 
Mouth  they  say  opens  fi'om  the  internal  world, 
To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth  when  they  walk  its  surface. 
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I}-ad,  "Wherefore  so  ? 

"What  wouldst  thou  there  ? 

Japh.  Soothe  further  my  sad  spiiit 

"With  gloom  as  sad  :  it  is  a  hopeless  spot, 
Aud  I  am  hopeless. 

Irad.  But 't  is  dangerous ; 

Strange  sounds  aud  sights  have  peopled  it  with  teri'ors. 
I  must  go  with  thee. 

Japh,  Irad,  no  ;  believe  me 

I  feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fear  no  evil. 

Irad.  But  evil  things  vv-ill  be  thy  foe  the  more 
As  not  being  of  them  :  turn  thy  steps  aside, 
Or  let  mine  be  with  thine. 

Jap-h.  N'o,  neither,  Irad  ; 

I  must  proceed  alone. 

Irad.  Then  peace  be  with  thee  ! 

lExit  Irad. 

Japli.  {soil's).     Peace  !  I  have  sought  it  where  it  should 
be  found, 
In  love— with  love,  too,  which  perhaps  deserved  it ; 
And,  in  its  stead,  a  heaviness  of  heart, 
A  weakness  of  the  spirit,  listless  days, 
And  nights  inexorable  to  sweet  sleep, 
Have  come  upon  me.     Peace  !  what  peace  ]  the  calm 
Of  desolation,  and  the  stillness  of 
The  untrodden  forest,  only  broken  by 
The  sweeping  tempest  through  its  groaning  boughs  ; 
Such  is  the  sullen  or  the  fitful  state 
Of  my  mind  overworn.     The  earth  "s  grown  wicked, 
And  many  signs  and  portents  have  proclaim'd 
A  change  at  hand,  and  an  o'ei-XN-helming  doom 
To  perishable  beings.     Oh,  my  Anah  ! 
"VMien  the  dread  hour  denounced  shall  open  wide 
The  fountains  of  the  deep,  how  mightest  thou 
Have  lain  within  this  bosom,  folded  from 
The  elements  ;  this  bosom,  which  in  vain 
Hath  beat  for  thee,  and  then  will  beat  more  vainly, 

"While  thine Oh,  God  !  at  least  remit  to  her 

Thy  wrath  !  for  she  is  pure  amidst  the  failing 
Asa  star  in  the  clouds,  which  cannot  quench, 
Although  they  obscure  it  for  an  hour.     My  Anah  ! 
How  would  I  have  adored  thee,  but  thou  wouldst  not ; 
Aud  still  would  I  redeem  thee — see  tkee  live 
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AVhen  oceau  is  earth's  grave,  and,  imoppOfced 
By  rock  or  shallow,  the  leviathan, 
Lord  of  the  shoreless  sea  and  watery  world, 
Shall  wonder  at  his  boundlessness  of  realm. 

[Exit  Japhet. 

Enter  Noah  and  Shem. 

Noah.  "Where  is  thy  brother  Japhet  1 

Shoii.  He  went  forth. 

According  to  his  wont,  to  meet  with  Irad, 
He  said ;  but,  as  I  fear,  to  bend  his  steps 
Towards  Anah's  tents,  round  which  he  hovers  nightly, 
Like  a  dove  round  and  round  its  pillaged  nest ; 
Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
Which  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat, 

JVoak.  What  doth  he  there  ?     It  is  an  evil  spot 
Upon  an  earth  all  evil ;  for  things  worse 
Than  even  wicked  men  resort  there  :  he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a  fated  race, 
Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  loved  him, 
And  that  she  doth  not.     Oh,  the  \mhappy  hearts 
Of  men  !  that  one  of  my  blood,  knowing  well 
The  destiny  and  evil  of  tliese  days. 
And  that  the  hour  approacheth,  should  indulge 
In  such  forbidden  yearnings  !     Lead  the  way ; 
He  must  be  sought  for  ! 

Shem.  Go  not  forward,  father  : 

I  will  seek  Japhet. 

Noah.  Do  not  fear  for  me  : 

All  evil  things  are  powerless  on  the  man 
Selected  by  Jehovah. — Let  us  on. 

Shem.  To  the  tents  of  the  father  of  the  sisters  ? 

Noah.  No  ;  to  the  cavern  of  the  Caucasus. 

[Exeunt  NOAii  and  Shem. 

SCENE  III. 

The  mounfains. — A  cavern,  and  the  recks  of  Caucasus. 

Japh.  (solus).     Ye  wilds,  that  look  eternal ;  and  thou 
cave. 
Which  seem'st  unfathomable  ;  and  ye  mountains, 
So  varied  and  so  terrible  in  beauty ; 
Here,  in  your  rugged  majesty  of  rocks 
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And  toppliug  trees  that  twine  theii'  roots  with  stone 

In  perpendiculai'  places,  where  the  foot 

Of  man  would  tremble,  could  he  reach  them — yes. 

Ye  look  eternal  !     Yet,  in  a  few  days, 

Perhaps  even  hours,  ye  will  be  changed,  rent,  hurl'd 

Before  the  mass  of  waters  ;  and  yon  cave. 

Which  seems  to  lead  into  a  lower  world. 

Shall  have  its  depths  search'd  by  the  sweeping  wave, 

And  dolphins  gambol  in  the  lion's  den  ! 

And  man Oh,  men  !  my  fellow-beings  !  "Who 

Shall  weep  above  yotir  universal  grave, 

Save  I  ]    Who  shall  be  left  to  weep  ?     My  kinsmen, 

Alas  !  what  am  I  better  than  ye  are, 

That  I  must  live  beyond  ye  ?     A'^Taere  shall  be 

The  pleasant  places  where  I  thought  of  Anah 

While  I  had  hope  ?  or  the  more  savage  haunts, 

Scarce  less  beloved,  where  I  despair'd  for  her  ? 

And  can  it  be  ! — Shall  yon  exulting  peak. 

Whose  glittering  top  is  like  a  distant  star. 

Lie  low  beneath  the  boiling  of  the  deep  ? 

l\o  more  to  have  the  morning  sun  break  forth, 

And  scatter  back  the  mists  in  floating  folds 

From  its  tremendous  brow  ?  no  more  to  have 

Day's  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  even. 

Leaving  it  with  a  crown  of  many  hues  ? 

Xo  more  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  world, 

For  angels  to  alight  on,  as  the  spot 

Xearest  the  stars  ?    And  can  those  words  "  no  more* 

Be  meant  for  thee,  for  all  things,  save  for  us, 

And  the  predestined  creeping  things  reserved 

By  my  sire  to  Jehovah's  bidding  ?     May 

lie  preserve  them,  and  I  not  have  the  power 

To  snatch  the  loveliest  of  earth's  daughters  from 

A  doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his  mate. 

Shall  'scape  to  save  his  kind  to  be  prolong'd. 

To  hiss  and  sting  through  some  emerging  world, 

Reeking  and  dank  from  out  the  slime,  whose  ooze 

Shall  slumber  o'er  the  wreck  of  this,  until 

The  salt  morass  subside  into  a  sphere 

Beneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument. 

The  sole  and  undistinguish'd  sepulchre. 

Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  ?     How  much 

Breath  will  be  still'd  at  once  !  All  beauteous  world  ! 
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So  5'oung,  so  mark'cl  out  for  destruction,  I 

With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day, 

And  night  by  night,  thy  number'd  days  and  nights. 

1  cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  even  her 

"Whose  love  had  made  nie  love  thee  more  ;  but  as 

A  portion  of  thy  dust,  I  cannot  think 

Upon  thy  coming  doom  without  a  feeling 

Such  as — Oh  God  !  and  canst  thou —  [//e  j)atises. 

A  riisliiiif/  sound  Jrom  tl":  cavern  is  heard,  and  sliuuts  of  laugldcr 
—  a/lertcai-ds  a  SjMi'it  2}nsscs. 

Japh.  In  the  name 

Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou  ? 

Spirit  {lau[ihs).  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Japh.  By  all  that  earth  holds  holiest,  speak  ! 

Spirit  {laur/hs).  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Japh.  By  the  approaching  deluge  !  by  the  earth 
"Which  will  be  strangled  by  the  ocean  !  by 
The  deep  which  will  lay  open  all  her  fountains  ! 
The  heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds  to  seas. 
And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  crushes  ! 
Thou  vmknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct, 
Yet  awful  Thing  of  Shadows,  speak  to  me  ! 
^Yhy  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh  1 

Spirit.  Why  wocp'st  thou  ? 

Japh.  For  earth  and  all  her  children. 

Spirit.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

[^Spirit  vanishes. 

Japh.  How  the  fiend  mocks  the  tortures  of  a  Avorld, 
The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb. 
On  wliicli  the  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  no  life  ! 
How  the  earth  sleeps  !  and  all  that  in  it  is 
Sleep  too  upon  the  very  eve  of  death  ! 
"Why  should  tlicy  wake  to  meet  it  ?     What  arc  hero, 
AVhich  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak  like  things 
Born  ere  this  djdng  world  ?     They  come  like  clouds  ! 

{Various  Spirits  pass  from  the  cavern. 

Spirit.  Rejoice  ! 

The  abhorred  race 
Which  could  not  keep  in  Eden  their  high  place. 

But  listen'd  to  the  voice 
Of  knowledge  without  power, 
Are  nigh  the  hour 
Of  death ! 
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Xot  sloW;  not  single,  not  by  sword,  nor  sorrow, 

Xor  years,  nor  heart-break,  nor  time's  sapping  motion, 
Shall  they  drop  off.     Behold  their  last  to-morrow  ! 
Earth  shall  be  ocean  ! 
And  no  breath, 
Save  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave  ! 

Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no  spot : 
ISTot  even  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  gTave 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save, 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  Despair  hatli  died, 
After  long  looking  o'er  the  ocean  wide 

For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not : 
All  shall  be  void, 
Destroy'd  ! 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

Of  life,  and  the  abhorr'd 
Children  of  dust  be  Cjuench'd ;  and  of  each  hue 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  blue ; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchanged,  or  of  the  level  plain  ; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  in  vain  : 
All  merged  within  the  imiversal  fountain, 
Man,  earth,  and  fire,  shall  die. 
And  sea  and  sky 
Look  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shall  erect  a  home  ? 
Japh.  {coming  foricard).     My  sire! 
Earth's  seed  shall  not  expire  ; 
Only  the  evil  shall  be  put  away 
From  day. 
Avaunt !  ye  exulting  demons  of  the  waste  ! 
^V[lo  howl  your  hideous  joy 
Yv'hen  God  destroys  whom  you  dare  not  destroy ; 
Hence  !  haste  ! 
Back  to  your  inner  caves  ! 
Until  the  waves 
Shall  search  you  in  your  secret  place. 
And  drive  your  sullen  race 
Forth,  to  be  roll'd  upon  the  tossing  winds, 
In  restless  wretchedness  along  all  space  ! 
Spirit.  Son  of  the  saved  ! 
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When  thou  and  thine  have  braved 
The  wide  and  -warring  element ; 
When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rent, 
Shall  thou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy  ? — Xo  !  l 

Thy  new  world  and  nev/  race  shall  he  of  woe —  ?■ 

Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  years 
Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride. 
The  Sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  shall  be  nothing  of  the  past,  save  tears. 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive, 
And  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive  ? 
"With  a  base  heart  so  far  subdued  and  tamed, 
As  even  to  hear  this  wide  destiniction  named, 
"Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  should  rather 

Bid  thee  await  the  worJd-dissolving  wave. 
Than  seek  a  shelter  with  thy  favour'd  father. 

And  build  thy  city  o'er  the  drown'd  earth's  gi'ave  ? 
\Mio  would  oiitlive  their  kind, 
Except  the  base  and  blind  ? 
Mine 
Hateth  thine 
As  of  a  different  order  in  the  sphere, 
But  not  our  own. 
There  is  not  one  v.-ho  hath  not  left  a  throne 

Vacant  in  heaven  to  dwell  in  darkness  here, 
Bather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone. 

Go,  wretch  !  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — live  ! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 

Above  what  they  have  done, 
Envy  the  giant  patriarciis  then  no  more. 
And  scorn  thy  sire  as  the  surviving  one  ! 
Thyself  for  being  his  son  ! 

Chorus  o/S2>irils  issuing  from  the  cavern. 

Rejoice  ! 
N"o  more  the  human  voice 
Shall  vex  our  joys  in  middle  air 
^  AVith  prayer ; 

No  more 
Shall  tliey  adore ; 
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Aud  we,  Avlio  ne'er  for  ages  Lave  adored 

The  iDrayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  wliom  the  omission  of  a  sacrifice 

Is  vice  ; 
We,  we  shall  view  the  deep's  salt  sources  pour'd 
Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos ;  until  they. 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay. 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  lurk 

In  caves,  in  dens,  in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair ; 

Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair, 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  aud  on  each  other, 

And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother; 
Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were, 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky  : 
While  a  brief  truce 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shall  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  past  creation. 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use  ; 

This  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime, 
'\^Tien  the  hot  sun  hath  baked  the  reeking  soil 
Into  a  world,  shall  give  again  to  Time 
New  beings — years,  diseases,  sorrow,  crime — 
With  all  companionship  of  hate  and  toil, 

Until 

Japh.  {interrupting  them).  The  eternal  will 
Shall  deign  to  expound  this  dream 
Of  good  and  evil ;  and  redeem 

Unto  himself  all  times,  all  things  ; 
Aud,  gather'd  under  his  almighty  wings. 
Abolish  hell  ! 
And  to  the  expiated  Earth 
Kestore  the  beauty  of  ber  birth, 

Her  Eden  in  an  endless  paradise, 
WJiere  man  no  more  can  fall  as  once  he  fell, 
And  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  v.ell  I 
Spirits.  And  when  shall  take  efiect  this  wondrous  spell  1 
JapJi.  When  the  Redeemer  couieth  ;  first  in  pain, 

And  then  in  glory. 
Spirit.  Meantime  still  struggle  in  the  mortal  chain, 
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Till  eartli  wax  hoaiy  ; 
War  with  yourselves,  and  hell,  and  heaven,  in  vain, 

Until  the  clouds  look  gory 
With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle  plain ; 
Xew  times,  new  climes,  new  arts,  new  men ;  bnt  still, 
'i'lie  same  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  ill, 
Shall  be  amongst  yonr  race  in  dififerent  forms ; 

But  the  same  moral  storms 
Shall  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 
In  a  few  hours  the  glorious  giants'  graves.  '* 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 
Brethren,  rejoice  ! 
Mortal,  farewell ! 
Hark  !  hark  !  already  we  can  hear  the  voice 
Of  growing  ocean's  gloomy  swell  ; 
The  winds,  too,  plume  then-  piercing  wings  ; 
The  clouds  have  nearly  fill'd  their  springs  ; 
The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  shall  be  broken. 

And  heaven  set  wide  her  ^\'indows ;  ^  while  mankind 
View,  unacknowledged,  each  tremendous  token — 
Still,  as  they  were  from  the  beginning,  blind. 
We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  heai'. 
The  mustermg  thvmders  of  the  threatening  sphere  ; 
Yet  a  few  hours  their  coming  is  delay 'd ; 
Their  flashing  banners,  folded  still  on  high, 

Yet  undisplay'd. 
Save  to  the  Spirit's  all-pervading  eye. 
Howl  !  howl  !  oh  Earth  ! 
Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth ; 
Tremble,  ye  mountains,  soon  to  shrink  below 

The  ocean's  overflow  ! 
The  wave  shall  break  upon  your  cliffs ;  and  shells, 

The  little  shells,  of  ocean's  least  things  be 
Deposed  where  now  the.  eagle's  offspring  dwells— 

How  shall  he  shriek  o'er  the  remorseless  sea  ! 
And  call  his  nestlings  up  with  fruitless  yell, 
Unanswer'd,  save  by  the  encroaching  swell ; — 
While  rattu  shall  long  in  vain  for  his  broad  wings, 

The  wings  which  could  not  save  : — 
Where  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole  space  brings 
Nought  to  his  eye  beyond  the  deep,  his  grave  ? 
Brethren;  i  ejoice  ! 
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And  loudly  lift  each  superhuman  voice — 

All  die, 
Save  the  slight  remnant  of  Seth's  seed — 

The  seed  of  Seth, 
Exempt  for  future  sorrow's  sake  from  death. 
But  of  the  sons  of  Cain 
None  shall  remain  ; 
And  all  his  goodly  daughters 
Must  lie  beneath  the  desolating  waters ; 
Or,  floating  upward,  with  tlieh  long  hair  laid 
Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  heaven  upbraid, 
Which  would  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 
It  is  decreed, 
All  die  ! 
And  to  the  universal  human  cry 
The  universal  silence  shall  succeed  ! 
Fly,  brethren,  fly  ! 
But  still  rejoice  ! 
We  fell  ! 
They  fall  ! 
So  perish  all 
These  petty  foes  of  Heaven  who  shrink  from  hell ! 

[ZVic  Sjyirits  disappear,  soaring  upicanls. 
Japh.  (solus).  God  hath  proclaim'd  the  destiny  of  earth  ; 
My  fathers  ark  of  safety  hath  announced  it ; 
The  very  demons  shriek  it  from  their  caves  ; 
The  scroll  ^  of  Enoch  prophesied  it  long 
In  silent  books,  which,  in  their  silence,  say 
More  to  the  mind  than  thunder  to  the  ear  : 
And  yet  men  Hsten'd  not,  nor  listen ;  but 
Walk  darkling  to  their  doom  ;  which,  though  so  nigh, 
Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief, 
Thau  their  last  cries  shall  shake  the  Almighty  purpose, 
Or  deaf  obedient  ocean,  which  fulfils  it. 
No  sign  yet  hangs  its  banner  in  the  air  ; 
The  clouds  are  few,  and  of  their  wonted  texture  ; 
The  sun  will  rise  upon  the  earth's  last  day 
As  on  the  fourth  day  of  creation,  when 
God  said  imto  him,  '•'  Shine  ! '"'  and  he  broke  forth 
Into  the  da^vn,  which  lighted  not  the  yet 
Unfoi-m'd  forefather  of  mankind — but  roused 
Before  the  human  orison  the  earlier 
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Made  and  fax*  sweeter  voices  of  the  birds, 

Wliich  in  the  open  firmament  of  heaven 

Have  wings  like  angels,  and  like  tliem  salute 

Heaven  first  each  day  before  the  Adamites  : 

Their  matins  now  draw  nigh — the  east  is  kindling — 

And  they  will  sing  !  and  day  will  break  !     Both  near, 

So  near  the  awful  close  !     For  these  must  drop 

Their  outworn  pinions  on  the  deep ;  and  day. 

After  the  bright  coux'se  of  a  few  brief  morrows, — 

Ay,  day  will  rise ;  but  upon  what  ? — a  chaos, 

Which  was  ere  day;  and  which,  renew' d,  makes  time 

Nothing  !  for,  without  life,  what  are  the  hours  ] 

Xo  more  to  dust  than  is  eternity 

Unto  Jehovah,  who  created  both. 

Without ^him,  even  eternity  would  be 

A  void  :  without  man,  time,  as  made  for  man, 

Dies  with  man,  and  is  swallow'd  in  that  deep 

Which  has  no  fountain  ;  as  his  race  will  be 

Dovour'd  by  that  which  drowns  his  infant  world. — 

What  have  we  here  ?     Shapes  of  both  earth  and  air  ? 

No — all  of  heaven,  they  are  ko  beautiful. 

I  cannot  trace  their  features  ;  but  their  forms, 

How  lovelily  they  move  along  the  side 

Of  the  grey  mountain,  scattering  its  mist  ! 

And  after  the  swart  savage  spirits,  whose 

Infernal  immortality  pour'd  forth 

Their  impious  hymn  of  triumph,  they  shall  be 

Welcome  as  Eden.     It  may  be  they  come 

To  tell  me  the  reprieve  of  our  young  world, 

For  which  I  have  so  often  pray'd — They  come  ! 

Anah  !  oh,  God  !  and  with  her 


Enter  Saxhasa,  Azaziel,  Anah,  and  Aholibamaii. 

Anali.  Jai-)het ! 

Sa„i.  Lo ! 

A  son  of  Adam  ! 

Aza.  What  doth  the  earth-born  liero, 

While  all  his  race  are  slumbering  ] 

Japli.  Angel  I  what 

Dost  thou  on  earth  when  thou  shouldst  be  on  high  ? 

Aza.  Know'st  thou  not,  or  forget'st  thou,  that  a  part 
Of  our  great  function  is  to  guard  thine  earth  ? 
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Japh.  But  all  good  angels  have  forsaken  earth, 
"\Miicli  is  condemn 'd  :  nay,  even  the  evil  fly 
The  approaching  chaos.     Anah  !  Anah  !  my 
In  vain,  and  long,  and  still  to  be,  beloved  I 
"Why  -svalk'st  thou  with  this  spirit,  in  those  hours 
When  no  good  spirit  longer  lights  below  .• 

Anah.  Japhet,  I  cannot  answer  thee  :  yet,  yet 
Forgive  me 

Japh,  May  the  Heaven,  which  soon  no  more 

Will  pardon,  do  so  !  for  thou  art  gi'eatly  tempted. 

Alio.  Back  to  thy  tents,  insulting  son  of  Noah  ! 
We  know  thee  not. 

Japh.  The  hour  may  come  when  thou 

May'st  know  me  better;  and  thy  si.^ter  know 
Me  still  the  same  which  I  have  ever  been. 

tSam.  Son  of  the  patriarch,  who  hath  ever  been 
Upright  before  his  God,  whate'er  thy  gifts, 
And  thy  words  seem  of  sorrow,  mix'd  with  wi'ath, 
How  have  Aza2ie],  or  myself,  brought  on  thee 
Wrong  ? 

Japh.  Wrong  !  the  greatest  of  all  wrongs ;  but  thou 
Say'st  well ;  though  she  be  dust,  I  did  not,  could  not, 
Deserve  her.     Farewell,  Anah  !  I  have  said 
That  word  so  often  !  but  now  say  it,  ne'er 
To  be  repeated.     Angel  !  or  whate'er 
Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  htist  thou  the  power 
To  save  this  beautiful — tlie-se  beautiful 
Children  of  Cain  ? 

A  za.  From  what  ? 

Japjh.  And  is  it  so, 

That  ye  too  know  not  ?     Angels  !  angels  !  ye 
Have  shared  man's  sin,  and,  it  may  be,  now  must 
Partake  his  punishment;  or,  at  the  least, 
My  sorrow. 

^^am.  Sorrow  !  I  ne'er  thought  till  now 

To  hear  an  Adamite  speak  riddles  to  me. 

Japh.  And  hath  not  the  Most  High  expounded  them  ? 
Then  ye  are  lost,  as  they  are  lost. 

Aho.  So  be  it  ! 

If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will  not  shrink 
!More  to  be  mortal,  than  I  woiild  to  dare 
An  immortality  of  agonies 
With  Samia=a  ! 


206  HEAVEN  AND  EARTH.  [Parti. 

Anah.  Sister  !  sister  !  speak  not 

Thus. 

Aza.  Fearest  thou,  my  Anah? 

Anah.  Yes,  for  thee  : 

I  would  resign  the  greater  remnant  of 
This  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hour 
Of  thine  eternity  should  know  a  pang. 

Jajyh.  It  is  for  him,  then  !  for  the  seraph  thou 
Hast  left  me  !     That  is  nothing,  if  thou  hast  not 
Left  thy  God  too  !  for  unions  like  to  these, 
Between  a  mortal  and  an  immortal,  cannot 
Be  happy  or  be  hallow'd.     We  are  sent 
Upon  the  earth  to  toil  and  die ;  and  they 
Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 
The  Highest :  but  if  he  can  save  thee,  soon 
The  hour  will  come  in  which  celestial  aid 
Alone  can  do  so. 

Anah.  Ah  !  he  speaks  of  death. 

Sam.  Of  death  to  us  !  and  those  who  are  with  ug  ! 
But  that  the  man  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile. 

Japh.  I  grieve  not  for  myself,  nor  fear; 

I  am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  biit  those 
Of  a  well-doing  sire,  Avho  hath  been  found 
Righteous  enough  to  save  his  children.     "Would 
His  power  was  greater  of  i-edemption  !    or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers, 
AVho  could  alone  have  made  mine  happy,  she, 
The  last  and  loveliest  of  Cain's  race,  could  share 
The  ark  which  shall  receive  a  remnant  of 
The  seed  of  Seth  ! 

Aho.  And  dost  thou  think  that  we. 

With  Cain's,  the  eldest  born  of  Adam's,  blood 
Warm  in  our  veins, — strong  Cain  !  who  was  begotten 
In  Paradise, — would  mingle  with  Seth's  children  ? 
Seth,  the  last  offspring  of  old  Adam's  dotage  ? 
No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril ! 
Our  race  hath  always  dwelt  apart  from  thine 
From  the  beg-iuniug,  and  shall  do  so  ever. 

Jaj)h.  I  did  not  speak  to  thee,  Aholibamah  ! 
Too  much  of  the  forefather  whom  thou  vauntest 
Has  come  down  in  that  haughty  blood  which  springs 
From  him  who  shed  the  first,  and  that  a  brother's ! 
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But  thou,  my  Auah  !  let  me  call  thee  miue, 
Albeit  thou  art  not ;  't  is  a  word  I  cannot 
Part  -with,  although  I  must  from  thee.     My  Anah ! 
Thou  -who  dost  rather  make  me  dream  that  Abel 
Had  left  a  daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 
^Sur^■iTed  in  thee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stern  Cainites,  save  in  beauty. 
For  all  of  them  are  fau'est  in  their  favour 

AIlo.  {interriqjting  him).  And  wouldst  thou  have  her  like 
our  father's  foe 
In  mind,  in  soul  ?     If  /  partook  thy  thought, 
And  dream'd  that  aught  of  Ahel  was  in  her/ — 
Get  thee  hence,  son  of  iS  oah ;  thou  makest  strife. 

Japh.  Offspring  of  Cain,  thy  father  did  so  ! 

Aho.  But 

He  slew  not  Seth  :  and  what  hast  thou  to  do 
"With  other  deeds  between  his  C4od  and  him  1 

Japh.  Thou  speakest  well :  his  God  hath  judged  him,  and 
I  had  not  named  his  deed,  but  that  thyself 
Didst  seem  to  glory  in  him,  nor  to  shrink 
From  what  he  had  done, 

Aho.                                    He  was  our  father's  father ; 
The  eldest  born  of  man,  the  strongest,  bravest, 
And  most  enduring  : — Shall  I  blush  for  him 
From  whom  we  had  our  being  ?     Look  upon 
Our  race  ;  behold  their  stature  and  their  beauty, 
Their  courage,  strength,  and  length  of  days 

Japh.  They  are  nimiberVL 

Aho.  Be  it  so  !  but  while  yet  their  hours  endure, 
I  glory  in  my  brethren  and  our  fathers. 

Jajjh.  My  sh'e  and  race  but  glory  in  tlieu'  God, 
Anah  !  and  thou  ? 

Anah.  "Whate'er  om*  God  decrees, 

The  God  of  Seth  as  Cain,  I  must  obey, 
And  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey. 
But  could  I  dare  to  pray  in  his  dread  hour 
Of  universal  vengeance  (if  such  should  be), 
It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 
Of  all  my  house.     My  sister  !  oh,  my  sister  ! 
"What  were  the  world,  or  other  worlds,  or  all 
The  brightest  future,  without  the  sweet  past — 
Thy  love,  my  father's,  all  the  life,  and  all 
The' things  which  sprang  up  with  me,  like  the  stars, 
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Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 
Soft  lights  which  Avere  not  mine  ?  Ahohbaraah  ! 
Oh  !  if  there  should  be  mercy — seek  it,  find  it : 
I  abhor  death,  because  that  thou  must  die. 

Alio,  What,  hath  this  dreamer,  with  his  father's  ark, 
The  bugbear  he  hath  built  to  scare  the  world, 
Shaken  my  sister  ?    Are  we  not  the  loved 
Of  seraphs  ?  and  if  we  were  not,  must  we 
Chug  to  a  son  of  Noah  for  our  lives  ? 

Rather  than  thus But  the  enthusiast  dreams 

The  worst  of  dreams,  the  fantasies  eugender'd 
By  liopeless  love  and  heated  vigils.     AVho 
Shall  shake  these  solid  mountains,  this  firm  earth, 
And  bid  those  clouds  and  waters  take  a  shape 
Distinct  from  that  which  wc  and  all  our  sires 
Have  seen  them  wear  on  their  eternal  way  ? 
Who  shall  do  this  ? 

/ap/t.  He  whose  one  word  produced  them. 

Alio.  Who  licard  that  word? 

Jajih.  The  universe,  which  leap'd 

To  life  before  it.     Ah  !  smilcst  thou  still  in  scorn  ? 
Turn  to  thy  seraphs  :  if  they  attest  it  not, 
They  are  none. 

8am.  Aholibamah,  own  thy  God  ! 

Alio.  I  have  ever  hail'd  our  Maker,  Samiasa, 
As  thine,  and  mine:  a  God  of  love,  not  sorrow. 

Jcq^li.  Alas  !  what  else  is  love  but  sorrow  ?     Even 
Ho  who  made  earth  in  love  had  soon  to  giieve 
Above  its  first  and  best  inhabitants. 

Alio.  'T  is  said  so. 

Ja'ph.  It  is  even  so. 


Enter  NoVH  and  SuEM. 

Noa\.  Japhet!  What 

Dost  thou  here  with  these  children  of  the  wicked  ? 
Dread'st  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming  doom  ? 

Ja])li.  Father,  it  cannot  be  a  sin  to  seek 
To  save  an  earth-born  being ;  and  behold, 
These  are  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  have 
The  fellowship  of  angels. 

ISiOali.  These  are  they,  then. 

Who  leave  the  throne  of  God,  to  take  them  wives 
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From  out  the  race  of  Caiu ;  the  sous  of  heaven, 
Who  seek  earth's  daughters  for  theu*  beauty  ? 

Aza.  Patriarch  ! 

Thou  hast  said  it. 

Noah.  Woe,  woe,  woe  to  such  commtmion  ! 

Has  not  God  made  a  barrier  between  earth 
And  heaven,  and  hmited  each,  kind  to  kind  1 

Sam.  Was  not  man  made  in  high  Jehovah's  image  ? 
Did  God  not  love  what  he  had  made  ?     And  what 
Do  we  but  imitate  and  emulate 
His  love  unto  created  love  ? 

Noah.  I  am 

But  man,  and  was  not  made  to  judge  mankind, 
Far  less  the  sons  of  God ;  but  as  our  God 
Has  deign'd  to  commune  with  me,  and  reveal 
His  judgments,  I  reply,  that  the  descent 
Of  seraphs  from  their  everlasting  seat 
Unto  a  perishable  and  perishing. 
Even  on  the  very  ere  oi peiishing,  world, 
Cannot  be  good. 

Aza.  What !  though  it  were  to  save  ? 

Noah.  ]N"ot  ye  in  all  your  gloiy  can  redeem 
What  he  who  made  you  glorious  hath  condemn'd. 
Were  your  immortal  mission  safety,  'twould 
Be  general,  not  for  two,  though  beautiful  ; 
And  beautiful  they  are,  but  not  the  less 
Condemn'd. 

Japh .  Oh,  fiither  !  say  it  not. 

Noah.  Son  !  sou  ! 

If  that  thou  wouldst  avoid  then'  doom,  forget 
That  they  exist :  they  soon  shall  cease  to  be, 
While  thou  shalt  be  the  sh-e  of  a  new  world, 
And  better. 

Jajjh.  Let  me  die  with  this,  and  them! 

Noah.  Thou  shoiddsi  for  such  a  thought,  but  shalt  not ;  he 
Who  can,  redeems  thee. 

Sar,i.  And  why  him  and  thee, 

More  than  what  he,  thy  son,  prefers  to  both  ? 

Noah.  Ask  him  who  made  thee  greater  than  myself 
And  mine,  but  not  less  subject  to  his  own 
Almightiness.     And  lo  !  his  mildest  and 
Least  to  be  tempted  messenger  appeoxs  ! 
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Eittei'  Raphael^  the  Avchange], 

Raph.  Spirits  ! 

Whose  seat  is  neai'  the  throne, 
What  do  ye  here  ? 
Is  thus  a  seraph's  duty  to  be  shown, 
Now  that  the  hour  is  near 
When  earth  must  be  alone  ? 
Return ! 
Adore  and  burn, 
In  glorious  homage  with  the  elected  "  seven." 
Your  place  is  heaven, 
Sam.  Raphael ! 

The  first  and  fairest  of  the  sons  of  God, 
How  long  hath  this  been  law, 
That  earth  by  angels  must  be  left  untrod  ? 

Earth  !  which  oft  saw 
Jehovah's  footsteps  not  disdain  her  sod  ! 
The  world  he  loved,  and  made 
For  love  ;  and  oft  have  we  obey'd 
His  frequent  mission  with  delighted  pinions  : 

Adoi'ing  him  in  his  least  works  display'd  ; 
Watching  this  youngest  star  of  his  dominions  ; 
And,  as  the  latest  birth  of  his  great  word. 
Eager  to  keep  it  worthj'-  of  our  Lord. 
Why  is  thj'  brow  severe  ? 
And  wherefore  speak'st  thou  of  destruction  near  ? 
Raph.  Had  Samiasa  and  Azazicl  been 
In  their  true  place,  with  the  angelic  choir, 
Written  in  fire 
They  would  have  seen 
Jehovah's  late  decree. 
And  not  enquired  their  Maker's  breath  of  me  : 
But  ignorance  must  ever  be 
A  part  of  sin  ; 
And  even  the  spirits'  knowledge  shall  grow  less 

As  tbey  wax  proud  within  ; 
For  Blindness  is  the  first-born  of  Excess. 

When  all  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye  stay'd, 
Stung  with  strange  passions,  and  debased 
By  mortal  feelings  for  a  mortal  maid : 
But  ye  are  pardon'd  thus  far,  and  replaced 
With  your  pure  equals.     Hence  !  away  !  away  ! 
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Or  stay, 
And  lose  eternity  by  that  delay  ! 

Aza.  And  thou  !  if  earth  be  thus  forbidden 
In  the  decree 
To  us  until  this  moment  hidden, 
Dost  thou  not  err  as  we 
In  being  here  ? 
Rcijjk.  1  came  to  call  ye  back  to  your  fit  sphere, 
In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  God. 
Dear,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  scarce  less  dear 

That  which  I  came  to  do  :  till  now  we  trod 
Together  the  eternal  space  ;  together 

Let  us  still  walk  the  stars.     True,  earth  must  die  ! 
Her  race,  return'd  into  her  womb,  must  wither, 
And  much  which  she  inherits  :  but  oh  !  why 
Cannot  this  earth  be  made,  or  be  destroy'd. 
Without  involving  ever  some  vast  void 
In  the  immortal  ranks  ?  immortal  still 

In  their  immeasurable  forfeiture. 
Our  brqther  Satan  fell ;  his  bvxrniug  will 
Rather  than  longer  worship  dared  endm'e  ! 
But  ye  who  still  are  pure  ! 
Seraphs !  less  mighty  than  that  mightiest  one. 

Think  how  he  was  undone  ! 
And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compensate 
For  heaven  desired  too  late  ? 
Long  have  I  warr'd. 
Long  must  I  war 
"With  him  who  deem'd  it  hard 
To  be  created,  and  to  acknowledge  him 
Who  midst  the  cherubim 

Made  him  as  suns  to  a  dependent  star, 
Leaving  the  archangels  at  his  right  hand  dim. 

I  loved  him — beautiful  he  was  :  oh,  heaven  ! 
Save  his  who  made,  what  beauty  and  what  power 
Was  ever  like  to  Satan's  !     Would  the  hour 
In  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven  ! 
The  wish  is  impious  :  but,  oh  ye  ! 
Yet  undestroy'd,  be  warn'd  !     Etei'nity 

With  him,  or  with  his  God,  is  in  your  choice  : 
He  hath  not  tempted  you ;  he  cannot  tempt 
The  angels,  from  his  further  snares  exempt : 
But  man  hath  ILsten'd  to  his  voice, 
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And  yo  to  woman's — beautiful  she  is, 
The  sei^pent's  voice  less  subtle  than  hei'  kiss. 
The  snake  but  vanquish'd  dust ;  but  she  will  draw 
A  second  host  from  heaven,  to  break  heaven's  law. 
Yet,  yet,  oh  fly  ! 
Ye  cannot  die  ; 
But  they 
Shall  pass  away. 
While  ye  shall  fill  with  shrieks  the  upper  sky 

For  perishable  clay, 
Whose  memoiy  in  your  immortality 

Shall  long  outlast  the  sun  which  gave  them  day.  • 
Tliink  how  your  essence  diflfereth  from  theirs 
In  all  but  suffering  !  why  partake 
The  agony  to  which  they  must  be  heirs — 
Born  to  be  plougli'd  with  years,  and  sown  A%dth  cares, 

And  reap'd  by  Death,  lord  of  the  human  soil  ? 
Even  had  their  days  been  left  to  toil  their  path 
Through  time  to  dust,  unshorten'd  by  God's  wrath, 
Still  they  ai'e  Evil's  prey  and  Sorrow's  spoil. 
Alio.  Let  them  fly  ! 

I  hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die, 
Sooner  than  our  white-bearded  patriarchs  died  ; 
And  that  on  liigh 
An  ocean  is  prepai'ed. 
While  from  below 
The  deep  shall  rise  to  meet  heaven's  overflow. 

Few  shall  be  spared. 
It  seems ;  and,  of  that  few,  the  race  of  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  God  in  vain. 
Sister  !  since  it  is  so. 
And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  be  implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  woe, 
Let  us  resign  even  what  we  have  adored. 
And  meet  the  wave,  as  we  would  meet  the  sword, 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undismay'd, 
And  wailing  less  for  us  than  those  who  shall 
Sux'vive  in  mortal  or  immortal  thi-all, 

And,  when  the  fotal  waters  are  allay'd, 
Weep  for  the  myriads  who  can  weep  no  more. 
Fly,  seraj)hs  !  to  your  own  eternal  shore, 
Where  winds  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
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Our  portion  is  to  die, 
And  yours  to  live  for  ever  : 
But  which  is  best,  a  dead  eternity, 
Or  living,  is  but  known  to  the  great  Giver. 
Obey  him,  as  we  shall  obey  ; 
I  would  not  keep  this  life  of  miue  in  clay 
An  hour  beyond  his  will ; 
Xor  see  ye  lose  a  portion  of  his  grace, 
For  all  the  mercy  which  Seth's  race 
Find  still. 
Fly! 
And  as  your  pinions  bear  ye  back  to  heaven, 
Think  that  my  love  still  mounts  with  thee  on  high, 

Samiasa  ! 
And  if  I  look  up  with  a  tearless  eye, 

'Tis  that  an  angel's  biide  disdains  to  weep, — 
Farewell !     Now  rise,  inexorable  deep  ! 
Anah.  And  must  we  die  ? 

And  must  I  lose  thee  too, 
Azaziel  ? 
Oh,  my  heart  !  my  heart  ! 

Thy  prophecies  were  true  ! 
And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too  ! 
The  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  falls  as  new : 
But  yet  depart ! 
Ah  !  why  ? 
Yet  let  me  not  retain  thee — fly  ! 
My  pangs  can  be  but  brief ;  but  thine  would  be 
Eternal,  if  repulsed  from  heaven  for  me. 
Too  much  already  hast  thou  deign'd 
To  one  of  Adam's  race  ! 
Our  doom  is  sorrow  :  not  to  us  alone. 

But  to  the  spirits  who  have  not  disdain'd 
To  love  us,  cometh  anguish  with  dlsgi-ace. 
The  first  who  taught  us  knowledge  hath  been  hurl'd 
From  his  once  archaugclic  throne 
Into  some  unknown  world  : 

And  thou,  Azaziel  !     Xo — 
Tiiou  shalt  not  suffer  woe 
For  me.     Away  !  nor  weep  ! 
Thou  canst  not  weep ;  but  yet 
May'st  suffer  more^  not  weeping  :  thou  forget 
Her,  whom  the  surges  of  the  all-strangling  deep 
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Can  bring  no  pang  like  this.     Fly  !  fly  ! 
Being  gone,  't  will  be  less  difficult  to  die. 

Japli.  Oh  say  not  so  ! 

Father  !  and  thou,  archangel,  thou  ! 

Surely  celestial  mercy  lui^ks  below 
That  pure  severe  serenity  of  brow  : 

Let  them  not  meet  this  sea  without  a  shore, 

Save  in  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  more  ! 

Noah.  Peace,  child  of  passion,  peace  ! 
If  not  within  thy  heart,  yet  with  thy  tongue 

Do  God  no  wrong  ! 
Live  as  he  wills  it — die,  when  he  ordains, 
A  righteous  death,  unlike  the  seed  of  Cain's, 

Cease,  or  be  sorrowful  in  silence  ;  cease 
To  weary  Heaven's  ear  with  thy  selfish  plaint. 

Wouldst  thou  have  God  commit  a  sin  for  thee  ? 
Such  would  it  be 
To  alter  his  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  sorrow.     Be  a  man  ! 
And  bear  what  Adam's  race  must  bear,  and  can. 

Japh.  Ay,  father  !  but  when  they  are  gone, 
And  we  are  all  alone, 
Floating  upon  the  azure  desert,  and 
The  depth  beneath  us  hides  our  owTi  dear  land, 

And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethren,  all 

Buried  in  its  immeasurable  breast, 
"Who,  who,  our  tears,  our  skrieks,  shall  then  command  ? 

Can  we  in  desolation's  peace  have  rest  ? 
Oh  God  !  be  thou  a  God,  and  spare 
Yet  while  't  is  time  ! 

Renew  not  Adam's  fall  : 

Mankind  were  then  but  twain, 
But  they  are  nvimerous  now  as  are  the  waves 

And  the  tremendous  rain, 
AYhose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  woiild  their  graves, 

Were  gi'aves  permitted  to  the  seed  of  Cain. 

Noah.  Silence,  vain  boy  !  each  word  of  thine  's  a  crime. 
Angel !  forgive  this  stripling's  fond  despair. 

Raph.  Serajihs  !  these  mortals  speak  in  passion  :  Ye  ! 
"Who  are,  or  should  be,  passionless  and  pure, 
May  now  return  with  me. 

Sam.  It  may  not  be  : 

"We  have  chosen,  and  will  endure. 
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Raph.  Say 'st  thou? 

Aza.  He  hath  said  it,  and  I  say,  Amen  ! 

Raph.         Again  ! 
Then  from  this  hour, 
Shorn  as  ye  ai-e  of  all  celestial  power, 
And  aliens  from  yom'  God, 
Farewell  ! 
Japh.  Alas  !  where  shall  they  dwell  ? 

Hark,  hark  !     Deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still, 
Are  howling  from  the  moimtain's  bosom  : 
There 's  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill, 

Yet  quivers  everj'  leaf,  and  drops  each  blossom  : 
Earth  groans  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  load. 
Noah.  Hark,  hark  !  the  sea-birds  ciy  ! 
In  clouds  they  overspread  the  kuid  sky, 
^nd  hover  round  the  mountain,  where  before 
Xever  a  white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave. 

Yet  dared  to  soar. 
Even  when  the  waters  wax'd  too  fierce  to  brave. 
Soon  it  shall  be  their  only  shore, 
And  then,  no  more  ! 
JapJi.  The  sun  !  the  sun  ! 

He  riseth,  but  his  better  light  is  gone ; 
And  a  black  circle,  bound 
His  glaring  disk  around, 
Proclaims  earth's  last  of  summer  days  hath  shone  ! 

The  clouds  retmni  into  the  hues  of  night. 
Save  where  their  brazen-colour'd  edges  streak 
The  verge  where  brighter  morns  were  wont  to  break. 

Noah.  And  lo  !  you  flash  of  light. 
The  distant  thunder's  harbinger,  appears  ! 

It  cometh  !  hence,  away  ! 
Leave  to  the  elements  their  evil  prey  ! 
Hence  to  where  our  all-hallowed  ark  uproars 
Its  safe  and  vrreckless  sides  ! 
Japh.  Oh,  father,  stay  ! 
Leave  not  my  Anah  to  the  swallo^ving  tides  ! 
Noah.  Must  we  not  leave  all  life  to  such  ?    Begone  ! 
Japh.  Not  I. 

Noah.  Then  die 

With  them  ! 
How  darest  thou  look  on  that  prophetic  sky, 
And  seek  to  save  what  all  things  now  condemn, 
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With  just  Jehovah's  wrath  ! 

Japli.  Can  rage  and  justice  join  in  the  same  path  ? 

Noah.  Blasphemer  !  darest  thou  murmur  even  now  ! 

Hajok.  Patriarch,  be  still  a  father  !  smooth  thy  brow : 
Thy  son,  despite  his  folly,  shall  not  sink  : 
He  knows  not  what  he  says,  yet  saall  not  drink 

With  sobs  the  salt  foam  of  the  swelling  waters ; 
But  be,  when  passion  passeth,  good  as  thou, 

Nor  iDerish  like  heaven's  children  with  man's  daughters. 

Aho.  The  tempest  cometh ;  heaven  and  earth  unite 
For  the  annihilation  of  all  life. 
Unequal  is  the  strife 
Between  om'  strength  and  the  Eternal  Might ! 

Sam.  But  ours  is  with  thee ;  we  will  bear  ye  far 

To  some  untroubled  star, 
Y\"here  thou  and  Anah  shalt  partake  our  lot : 

And  if  thou  dost  not  weep  for  thy  lost  earth, 
Our  forfeit  heaven  shall  also  be  forgot. 

Allah.  Oh  !  my  dear  father's  tents,  my  place  of  birth, 
And  moimtains,  land,  and  woods  !  when  ye  are  not, 
Who  shall  dry  up  my  teai'S? 

Aza.  Thy  si^irit-lord. 

Fear  not ;  though  wo  are  shut  from  heaven. 
Yet  much  is  ours,  whence  we  can  not  be  driven. 

Hajjh.  Rebel  !  thy  words  arc  wicked,  as  thy  deeds 
Shall  henceforth  be  but  weak  :  the  flaming  sword, 
Which  chased  the  first-born  out  of  Paradise, 
Still  flashes  in  the  angelic  hands. 

Aza.  It  cannot  slay  lis  :  threaten  dust  with  death. 
And  talk  of  weapons  unto  that  which  bleeds. 
What  are  thy  swords  in  our  immortal  eyes  ? 

Raj-th.  The  moment  cometh  to  approve  thy  strength ; 
And  learn  at  length 
How  vain  to  war  with  what  thy  God  commands  : 
Thy  former  force  was  in  thy  faith. 


Enter  Mortals,  flying  for  refuge. 
Chorus  of  Mortals. 

The  heavens  and  earth  arc  mingling — God  !  oh  God  ! 

What  have  wc  done  ]     Yet  spare  ! 

Hark  !  even  the  forest  beasts  howl  forth  their  prayer  ! 
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The  dragon  crawls  from  out  his  den, 

To  herd,  in  terror,  innocent  with  men  ; 
And  the  bu-ds  scream  their  agony  through  aii*. 
Yet,  yet,  Jehovah  !  yet  withdraw  thy  red 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  world's  despair  ! 
Hear  not  man  only  but  all  nature  plead  ! 

Raph.  Farewell,  thou  earth  !  ye  wretched  sons  of  clay, 
I  cannot,  must  not,  aid  you.     "T  is  decreed  ! 

[Exit  Raphael. 

JapJi.  Some  clouds  sweep  on  as  vultures  for  their  prey, 
AVhile  others,  fix'd  as  rocks,  await  the  word 
At  which  their  wrathful  vials  shall  be  pour'd. 
Ko  azure  more  shall  robe  the  firmament, 

iSTor  spangled  stars  be  glorious  :  Death  hath  risen  : 
In  the  sun's  place  a  pale  and  ghastly  glare 
Hath  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air.^ 

Aza.  Come,  Anah  !  c[uit  this  chaos-founded  prison. 
To  which  the  elements  again  repair, 
To  turn  it  into  what  it  was  :  beneath 
The  shelter  of  these  -v\dngs  thou  shalt  be  safe, 
As  was  the  eagle's  ne.?tliug  once  within 
Its  mother's. — Let  the  comiug  chaos  chafe 
With  all  its  elements  !     Heed  not  their  din  ! 
A  brighter  world  than  this,  where  thou  shalt  breathe 
Ethereal  life,  will  we  explore  : 
These  darken'd  clouds  are  not  the  only  skies, 

[AzAziEL  and  Samiasa  flij  off,  and  disappear  icith  Anah  and 
Aholibamah. 

Jcqili.  They  are  gone  !     They  have  disappear'd  amidst  the 
roar 
Of  the  forsaken  world ;  and  never  more, 
Whether  they  live,  or  die  with  all  earth's  life, 
Kow  near  its  last,  can  aught  restore 
Anah  unto  these  eyes. 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

Oh  son  of  ISToah  !  mercy  on  thy  kind  ! 
What  !  wilt  thou  leave  us  all— all— «?^  behmd  1 
While  safe  amidst  the  elemental  strife, 
Thou  sitt'st  within  thy  guarded  ark  ? 

A  Mother  {qfeving  her  infant  to  Japhet).  Oh  let  this  child 
embark  ! 
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I  brought  him  forth  in  woe, 
But  thought  it  joy 
To  see  him  to  my  bosom  clinging  so. 
Why  was  he  born  ? 
"What  hath  he  done — 
My  unwean'd  son — 
To  move  Jehovah's  wrath  or  scorn  1 
What  is  there  in  this  milk  of  mine,  that  death 
Should  stir  all  heaven  and  earth  up  to  destroy 
My  boy, 
And  roll  the  waters  o'er  his  placid  breath  ? 
Save  him,  thou  seed  of  Seth  ! 
Or  cursed  be — with  him  who  made 
Tiiee  and  thy  race,  for  which  we  are  betray'd  ! 

Japh.  Peace  !  't  is  no  hour  for  curses,  but  for  prayer  ! 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

For  pi'ayer  !  !  ! 
And  where 
Shall  prayer  ascend, 
"WTien  the  swoln  clouds  unto  the  mountains  bend 

And  burst, 
And  gushing  oceans  every  barrier  rend. 

Until  the  very  deserts  know  no  thirst  ? 
Accursed 
Be  he  who  made  thee  and  thy  sire  ! 
Vre  deem  our  curses  vain ;  we  must  expire  ; 

But  as  we  know  the  woi'st, 
Why  should  our  hymu  be  raised,  our  knees  be  bent 
Before  the  implacable  Omnipotent, 
Since  we  must  fall  the  same  ? 
If  he  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  his  shame. 

To  make  a  world  for  torture. — Lo  !  they  come. 
The  loathsome  waters,  in  their  rage  ! 

And  with  their  roar  make  wholesome  nature  dumb  ! 

The  forests'  trees  (coeval  with  the  hour 
When  Paradise  upsprung, 

Ere  Eve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her  dower, 
Or  Adam  his  first  hymn  of  slavery  sung), 

So  mass}',  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age, 
Are  overtopp'd. 
Their  summer  blossoms  by  the  surges  lopp'd, 
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"\Miicli  rise,  and  rise^  and  rise. 

Vainly  we  look  up  to  the  lovrering  skies — 

They  meet  the  seas, 
And  shut  out  God  from  our  beseeching  eyes. 
Fly,  son  of  Xoah,  fly  !  and  take  thine  ease, 
In  thine  allotted  ocean-tent ; 
And  view,  all  floating  o'er  the  element, 
The  corpses  of  the  world  of  thy  young  days  : 
Then  to  Jehovah  raise 
Thy  song  of  praise  I 
■A  Mortal.  Blessed  are  the  dead 
Who  die  in  the  Lord  ! 
And  though  the  waters  be  o'er  earth  outspread, 
Yet,  as  his  word, 
Be  the  decree  adored  ! 
He  gave  me  life — he  taketh  but 
The  breath  which  is  his  o-\^-n  : 
And  though  tliese  eyes  should  be  for  ever  shut, 
Xor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  his  throns 
Be  heard  in  supplicating  tone, 

Still  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
For  what  is  past, 
For  that  which  is  : 
For  all  are  his, 
From  first  to  last — 
Time,  space,  eternity,  life,  death — 

The  vast  known  and  immeasurable  unknown. 
He  made,  and  can  unmake ; 

And  shall  /,  for  a  little  gasp  of  breath, 
Blaspheme  and  groan  ? 

Zno ;  let  me  die,  as  I  have  lived,  in  faith, 
Xor  quiver,  though  the  universe  may  quake  ! 

C'honis  of  3Icr(als. 

'\Vhere  shall  we  fly  ? 
iSTot  to  the  mountains  high  : 
Fur  now  their  torrents  inish,  with  double  roar, 
To  meet  the  ocean,  which,  advancing  still,    ' 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  hill, 
Xor  leaves  an  vmsearch'd  cave. 
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Enter  a  Woman. 

Woman.  Oh,  save  me,  save  ! 
Our  valley  is  no  more  : 

My  father  and  my  fiither's  teut, 
My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds, 

The  pleasant  trees  that  o'er  our  noonday  bent, 
And  sent  forth  evening  songs  from  sweetest  birds. 
The  little  rivulet  which  freshen'd  all 
Our  pastm-es  green, 
No  more  are  to  be  seen. 
■When  to  the  mountain  cliff  I  climb'd  this  morn, 

I  turn'd  to  bless  the  spot. 
And  not  a  leaf  appeax''d  about  to  fall ; — 

And  now  they  are  not ! — ■ 
Why  was  I  born  ? 

Jciph.  To  die  !  in  youth  to  die  I 

And  happier  in  that  doom, 
Than  to  behold  the  universal  tomb, 

Which  I 
Am  thus  condemn'd  to  weep  above  in  vain. 
Why,  when  all  perish,  why  must  I  remain  ? 

\  The  tratcrs  rise;  Men  fly  in  every  direction;  many  are 
overtaken  by  the  leaves;  the  Chorus  of  Mortals  disjierses  in 
search  of  safety  tip  the  mountains  :  Japhet  7rmains  tipon  a 
rock,  while  the  Ark  floats  toicards  him  in  the  distance. 
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l.-Page  ISO. 
Heaven  and  Earth. 

[This  poem  carries  with  it  the  peculiar  impress  of  the  writer's  genius 
It  displays  great  vigour,  and  even  a  severity  of  style,  throughout; 
which  is  another  proof,  if  proof  were  needed,  that  elevation  of  writing  is 
to  be  obtained  only  by  a  rigid  regard  to  simplicity.  Lord  Byron  has 
evidently  endeavoured  to  sustain  the  interest  of  this'poem,  by  d'epicting 
natural  but  deep  dra^vn  thoughts,  in  all  their  freshness  and  intensity, 
with  as  little  fictitious  aid  as  possible.  Nothing  is  circumlocutory : 
there  is  no  going  about  and  about  to  enter  at  length  upon  his  object,  but 
he  impetuously  rushes  into  it  at  once.  All  over  the  poem  there  is  a 
gloom  cast  suitable  to  the  subject :  an  ominous  fearful  hue,  like  that 
which  Poussin  has  flung  over  his  inimitable  picture  of  the  Deluge. 
We  see  much  evil,  but  we  dread  more.  All  is  out  of  earthly  keeping, 
as  the  events  of  the  time  are  out  of  the  course  of  nature.  That  it  has 
faults  is  obvious  :  prosaic  passages,  and  too  much  tedious  soliloquising  : 
but  there  is  much  of  the  sublime  in  description,  and  the  beautiful  in 
poetry,  and  while  true  poetical  feeling  exists  amongst  us,  it  will  be 
pronounced  not  unworthy  of  its  distinguished  author.— Campbell. 

It  appears  that  this  is  but  the  first  part  of  a  poem;  but  it  is  likewise 
a  poem,  and  a  fine  one  too,  within  itself.  We  confess  that  we  see  little 
or  nothing  objectionable  in  it,  either  as  to  theological  orthodoxy,-  or 
general  human  feeling.  It  is  solemn,  lofty,  fearful,  wild,  tumultuous, 
and  shadowed  all  over  with  the  darkness  of  a  dreadful  disaster.  Of  the 
angels  who  love  the  daughters  of  men  we  see  little,  and  know  less — and 
not  too  much  of  the  love  and  passion  of  the  fair  lost  mortals.  The 
inconsolable  despair  preceding  and  accompanying  an  incomprehensible 
catastrophe,  pervades  the  whole  composition ;  and  its  expression  is 
made  sublime  by  the  noble  strain  of  poetry  in  which  it  is  said  or 
sung.— Wilson.] 

2.— Page  190,  line  24. 

Albeit  thou  icatchest  icith  "  the  Seven" 

The  archangels,  said  to  be  seven  in  number,  and  to  occupy  the  eighth 
rank  in  the  celestial  hierarchv. 
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3.— Page  193,  line  16. 

Down,  down,  to  ithere  the  ocean's  fountains  sleep. 

[Lord  Byron  here  takes  a  wide  career,  and  is  sometimes  obsenre  and 
confused;  but  the  flashes  of  fire  continually  break  through,  and  illumine 
the  clouds  of  smoke  and  vapour.  The  extravagance  is  dictated  by 
passion.  His  muse,  even  in  her  riddles  and  digressions,  has  a  sybil- 
like, prophetic  fury.— Jeffrey.] 

4.— Page  202,  line  10. 

In  a  few  hours  the  ylorious  giants'  graves. 

"  And  there  were  giants  in  the  earth  in  those  days,  and  after,  mighty 
men,  which  were  of  old,  men  of  renown." — Genesis. 

5.— Page  202,  line  IS. 

And  heaven  set  uide  Iter  tcindows ;  iihile  via)ikind 

"  The  same  day  were  all  the  fountains  of  the  great  deep  broken  up, 
and  the  windows  of  heaven  were  opened." — Ibid. 

6.— Page  203,  line  27. 

2'he  scroll  of  Enoch  2}rophesicd  it  long 

The  book  of  Enoch,  preserved  by  the  Ethiopians,  is  said  by  them  to 
be  anterior  to  the  flood. 

7.-Pagc  210. 

Enter  liaphael  the  Archangel. 

[In  the  original  MS.  "  Michael." — "I  return  you,"  says  Lord  Byron  to 
Mr.  Murray,  "  the  revise.  I  have  softened  the  part  to  which  Gifford 
objected,  and  changed  the  name  of  lilichael  to  Raphael,  who  was  an  angel 
of  gentler  sympathies."— if  j/ro/i  Lettei-s,  July  6, 1822.] 

8.— Page  217,  line  15. 

Hatli  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air. 

[In  his  description  of  the  deluge,  which  is  a  varied  and  recumng 
master-piece, — (we  hear  it  foretold,  and  we  see  it  come,) — Lord  Byron 
appears  to  us  to  have  had  an  eye  to  Poussin's  celebrated  picture,  with  the 
sky  hanging  like  a  weight  of  lead  upon  the  waters,  the  sun  quenched 
and  lurid,  the  rocks  and  trees  upon  them  gloomily  watching  their 
fate,  and  a  few  figures  struggling  vainly  with  the  overwhelming 
waves.— Jeffeey.] 


SAEDANAPALUS : 

A  TRAGEDY. 


THE  ILLUSTEIOUS  GOETHE 

A  STRANGER 

PRESUMES  TO  OFFER  THE  HOMAGE 

OF  A    LITERARY   VASSAL    TO    HIS    LIEGE    LORD, 

THE  FIRST  OF  EXISTING  WRITERS, 

WHO   HAS  CREATED 

THE    LITERATURE    OF    IIlS    OWN    COUNTRY, 

AND  ILLUSTRATED  THAT  OF  EUROPE. 

THE   UNWORTHY   TRODUCTION 
•WHICH  THE  AUTHOR   VENTURES  TO  INSCRIBE  TO  H7H 

Is  tntitlftf, 
SARDANAPALUS* 


•  ["Well  knowing  myself  and  my  labours,  in  my  old  R^e,  I  could  not  but 
rnflect  with  gratitude  and  diffidence  on  the  exnvcssions  contained  in  this 
dedication,  nor  interpret  them  but  as  tlie  generous  tribute  of  a  superior 
genius,  no  less  original  in  the  choice  than  inexhaustible  in  the  materials  of 
nis  subjects."— Goethe.] 


PEEFACE. 


In  p-ablisliing  the  foUowiiig  Tragedies"  I  have  onlj  to 
rei^eat,  that  they  were  not  composed  with  the  most  remote 
view  to  the  stage.  On  the  attempt  made  by  the  managers 
in  a  former  instance,  the  public  opinion  has  been  already 
expressed.  With  regard  to  my  own  private  feelings,  as  it 
seems  that  they  are  to  stand  for  nothing.  I  shall  say  nothing. 

For  tlie  historical  foundation  of  the  following  comjiositions 
the  reader  is  referred  to  the  Notes, 

The  Author  has  in  one  instance  attempted  to  preserve, 
and  in  the  other  to  approach,  the  "  unities ; "  conceiving  that 
v>-ith  any  very  distant  departm'e  from  them,  there  may  be 
poetry,  but  co,n  be  no  drama.  He  is  aware  of  the  unpopu- 
larity of  this  notion  in  present  English  literature  ;  but  it  ia 
not  a  system  of  his  own,  being  merely  an  opinion,  which, 
not  veiy  long  ago,  was  the  law  of  literature  throughout  the 
world,  and  is  still  so  in  the  more  civilised  parts  of  it.  But 
"  nous  avons  chang^  tout  cela,"  and  are  reaping  the  advan- 
tages of  the  cliange.  The  writer  is  far  from  conceiving  that 
any  thing  he  can  adduce  by  personal  precept  or  example  can 
at  all  approach  his  regular,  or  even  irregular  predecessors  : 
lie  is  merely  giving  a  reason  why  ho  preferred  the  more 
regular  formation  of  a  sti-ucturc,  however  feeble,  to  an  entire 
abandonment  of  all  rules  whatsoevci'.  Where  he  has  failed, 
the  foilure  is  in  the  architect, — and  not  in  the  art. 

*  ["Sardanapaliis"  origiually  appearocl  in  tlic  same  volume  witl; 
'■  The  Two  Foscari  "  and  "  Cain."] 

VOL.  I.  Q 


INTEODrCTION  TO  SARDANAPALUS. 


The  story  of  "  Sardannpalus  "  was  known  to  Lord  Bjron  -when  he  was 
twelve  vrars  old,  and  he  had  been  meditating  a  poem  on  it  for  seven 
years  before  he  commenced  his  tragedy.  He  sketched  the  ontlinc  on 
the  13th  of  January  1821,  and  composed  the  two  first  acts  veiy  slowly, 
and  at  intervals.  He  then  cast  aside  his  painstaking  cantion,  and, 
tiiisting  to  the  breathless  fervour  of  his  genius,  wrote  the  three  last  acts 
bctv«-cen  the  13th  and  27th  of  May.  With  him  it  was  almost  essential 
to  excellence  that  he  should  give  full  rein  to  his  "  fiery  Pegasus  ; "  and  it 
is  at  the  third  act.  when  he  had  ceased  to  move  with  a  waiy  step,  that 
the  real  power  of  the  piece  begins.  The  unities  continued,  in  his  own 
phrase,  to  be  his  "great  object  of  research."  "It  is  writ,"  he  said, 
"according  t?  Aristotle, — all,  save  the  chorus— I  could  not  reconcile  me 
to  that."  The  object,  on  the  other  hand,  that  he  most  endeavoured  to 
avoid,  was  every  species  of  fitness  for  the  stage.  Neither  his  predi- 
lection for  the  unities,  nor  his  antipathy  for  the  stage,  was  favourable 
to  dramatic  power;  but  genius  clears  the  baiTiers  which  it  places  in  its 
own  I'ath,  and  "  Sardanapalus "  lias  much  of  that  variety  of  imper- 
sonation, of  that  movement  of  action  and  dialogue,  wliich  are  thought 
essential  to  the  perfection  of  this  department  of  poetry.  He  expressed 
a  hope,  in  July,  that  it  would  not  be  mistaken  for  a  political  play.  The 
revelries  of  the  Assyrian  monarch,  and  his  neglect  of  his  wife  for  a 
mistre.=!S,  admitted,  no  doubt,  of  an  easy  application  to  George  IV.,  but 
in  reality,  the  allusions,  v/hich  were  not  historical,  belonged  nearer 
hopie.  On  the  first  developcment  of  the  plan  Lord  Byi-on  records,  that 
the  Countess  of  Guiccioli  had  quarrelled  with  his  declaration  that  love 
was  not  the  loftiest  theme  for  a  tragedy,  and  adds,  that  he  must  give  it 
rioi-e  prominence  than  ho  designed.  He  fuliiilod  this  purpose  by 
shadowing  out  in  Myrrha  the  relation  in  which  the  Countess  stood  to 
himself.  Nor  could  any  one  fail  .to  detect  in  the  tender  scene  between 
Sardanapalus  atul  Zarina,  that  the  poet's  tlioughts  were  upon  Lady 
Byron  and  her  child.  Bi^shop  Jlebcr  rcmarki'd,  that  the  rcmo?-se  of 
Sardanapalus  for  h'S  infidelity  to  lis  wife  was  not  in  keeping  witli 
Eastern  polygamy    or  thi;  s«vui)le3  of  Myrrlia  with  t):e  Greek  morale  cf 
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the  period,  when  to  be  the  creature  of  the  captor's  pleasure,  had  uo 
suspicion  of  infamy.  To  this  prevalence  in  Lord  Byron  of  private 
feeling  over  historic  consistency  we  are  indebted  for  many  of  the  beauties 
of  the  piece.  The  delineation  of  Sardanapalus  himself  was  thought 
highly  successful.  "  He  is  almost,"  wi-ote  the  poet,  "  a  comic  character, 
Ijut  for  that  matter  so  is  Richard  III.  I  have  made  him  brave  (though 
voluptuous  as  histoiy  represents  him),  and  also  as  amiable  as  my  poor 
powers  could  render  him."  The  festive  and  luxurious  disposition  of 
Sardanapalus  is,  in  fact,  so  skilfully  relieved  by  courage  and  benignity, 
by  epicurean  sophistry  and  well-directed  sarcasm,  that  he  always  extorts 
our  interest,  and  sometimes  our  admiration.  The  play  appeared  in 
December,  1S21,  and  obtained  such  success  that  the  approbation  of  the 
professional  critics  was  only  the  echo  of  the  public  applause.  The 
verse  has  the  defects  of  "  ^.larino  Faliero ;  "  the  story,  the  characters,  and 
the  dialogue  M'ere  all  considered  superior.  But  we  doubt,  nevertheless. 
The  most  impassioned  pasiiages  of  the  present  drama  appear  cold  and 
constrained  in  comparison  with  the  impatient  indignation  of  the  Doge, 
and  the  greater  brilliancy  of  that  central  star  moi-e  than  atones,  in  our 
estimation,  fur  ~the  inferior  splendour  of  the  attendant  satellites, 
conirastod  with  those  which  revolve  round  the  Assyrian  monarch. 
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DRAMATIS   PERSON.E. 
— -f — 

MEN. 
Sardanapalus,  King  of  Nineveh  and  Assi/ria,^c. 
AiiDACES,  the  Mede  uho  aspired  to  the  Tlirone. 
Belesks,  a  Chaldean  and  Soothsayer. 
Salemexes,  the  Kimfs  Brother-in-Law. 
Altada,  an  Ass'jrian  OJficer  of  the  Palace. 
Pania. 
Zames. 
Sfeko. 
Bale  a. 

"WOilEN. 
Zakina,  the  Queen. 
Mykriia,  an  Ionian  female  Slave,  and  the  Favour itc  of 

Sardanapalus, 
Women  comj»Gsing  the  Harem  o/"Saruaxapalus,  Guards, 

Attendants,  Chaldean  Priests,  Medes,  ,^c.  13C. 

ScEXE.— A  Hall  in  the  Royal  Palace  of  Nineveh. 


In  this  traspdy  it  lias  been  my  intention  to  follow  the  account  of  Diodorus 
Siculus;  reducing  it,  however,  to  such  dramatic  regularity  as  1  best  could, 
Rpd  trying  to  approach  the  unities.  I  therefore  suppose  the  rebellion  to 
explode  p.nd  succeed  in  one  day  by  a  sudden  conspirac.v,  instead  of  the 
lotigwar  of  the  history.  ["The  scene,"  he  says  in  a  letter,  "passes  in  the 
same  hall  always;  the  time  a  summer's  night,  about  nine  hours  or  less; 
though  it  begins  before  sunset  and  ends  after  sunrise."] 


SAEDANAPALIJS,^ 

ACT  1.2 

SCEXE  J.— A  Hall  hi  the  Palace. 

Salemenes  (solus).  He  liath  wrong'd  his  queen,  but  still 
lie  is  her  lord  ; 
He  hath  wroug'd  my  sister,  still  he  is  my  brother; 
He  hath  wroug'd  his  people,  still  he  is  their  sovereigu, 
And  I  must  be  his  friend  as  well  as  subject  : 
He  raust  not  pei-ish  thus.     I  will  not  see 
The  blood  of  Nimrod  and  Semiramis 
Sink  in  the  earth,  and  thirteen  hundred  years 
Of  empire  ending  like  a  shepherd's  tale ; 
He  must  be  roused.     In  his  effeminate  heai-t 
There  is  a  careless  courage  which  con-uption 
Has  not  all  queuch'd,  and  latent  energies, 
Repress'd  by  circumstance,  but  not  destroy'd — 
Steep'd,  but  not  drown'd,  in  deep  voluptuousness. 
If  born  a  peasant,  he  had  been  a  man 
To  have  reach'd  an  empire  :  to  an  empire  born, 
He  will  bequeath  none;  nothing  but  a  name, 
Which  his  sons  will  not  prize  in  heritage  : — 
Yet.  not  all  lost,  even  yet  he  may  redeem 
His  sloth  and  shame,  by  only  being  that 
■\YIiich  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  the  thing 
He  should  not  be  and  is.     "Were  it  less  toil 
To  sway  his  nations  than  consume  his  life  ? 
To  head  an  army  than  to  rule  a  harem  ? 
He  sweiits  iu  palling  pleasures,  dulls  his  soul, ' 
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And  saps  his  goodly  strength,  in  toils  which  j-ield  not 
Health  like  the  chase,  nov  glory  like  the  war — 
He  must  be  roused.     Alas  !  there  is  no  sound 

[Sound  of  .to/t  music  heard  from  uilhin. 
To  rouse  him  short  of  thunder.     Hark  !  the  lute, 
The  lyre,  the  timbrel ;  the  lascivious  tinkiiugs 
Of  lulling  instruments,  the  softening  voices 
Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  than  women, 
Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  his  revel, 
While  the  great  king  of  all  we  know  of  earth 
Lolls  erown'd  with  roses,  and  his  diadem 
Lies  negligently  by  to  be  caught  up 
By  the  first  manly  hand  which  dares  to  snatch  it. 
Lo,  where  they  come  !  already  I  perceive 
The  reeking  odours  of  the  perfumed  trains 
And  see  the  bright  gems  of  the  glittering  girls,  ^ 
At  once  his  chorus  and  his  council,  flash 
Along  the  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damsels. 
As  femininely  garb'd,  and  scarce  less  female. 
The  grandson  of  Semiramis,  the  man-queen. — 
He  comes  !     Shall  I  await  him  ?  j^e?!,  and  front  him, 
And  tell  him  what  all  good  men  tell  each  other, 
Speakiug  of  him  and  his.     They  come,  the  slaves 
Led  by  the  mouarch  subject  to  his  slaves.  ^ 


SCENE   II. 

Enter  Sardaxapalus  effeminatebj  dressed,  his  Head  crouned  miTi 
Flou-ers,  and  his  Robe  negligenthj  JloxciuQ,  attended  by  a  Train, 
of  Women  and  young  Slaves. 

Sav.  (speahinri  to  some  of  Ms  attendants).  Let  the  ];)avilion 
over  the  Euphrates 
Be  garlanded,  and  lit,  and  furnish'd  forth 
For  an  especial  banquet ;  at  the  hour 
Of  midnight  we  will  sup  there  :  see  nought  wanting, 
And  bid  the  galley  be  prepared.     There  is 
A  cooling  breeze  which  crisps  the  broad  clear  river : 
"We  will  embark  anon.     Fair  nymphs,  who  deign 
To  share  the  soft  hours  of  Sardanapalus, 
"We  '11  meet  again  in  that  the  sweetest  hour, 
When  we  shall  gather  like  the  stars  above  us. 
And  you  will  form  a  heaven  as  bright  as  theirs ; 


Scene  II.]  A  TRAGEDY.  231 

Till  then,  let  each  be  mistress  of  her  time, 
.Vnd  thou,  my  own  Ionian  Myrrha,  °  choose 
V\'ilt  thou  along  with  them  or  me  ? 

Myr.  My  lord 

Sar.  My  lord,  my  life !  why  answerest  thou  so  coldly  ? 
It  is  the  curse  of  kings  to  be  so  answer'd. 
Rule  thy  own  hours,  thou  rulest  mine— say,  wouldst  thou 
Accompany  our  guests,  or  charm  away 
The  moments  from  me  ? 

Myr.  The  kir^g's  choice  is  mine.  ^ 

Sar.  I  pray  thee  say  not  so  :  my  chiefest  joy 
Is  to  contribute  to  thine  every  wish. 
I  do  not  dare  to  breathe  my  own  desire. 
Lest  it  should  clash  with  thine ;  for  thou  art  still 
Too  prompt  to  sacrifice  thy  thoughts  for  others. 

Myr.  I  would  remain  :  I  have  no  happiness 
Save  in  beholding  thine ;  vet  — ^ 

Sar.  "  Yet  !  what  YET  ? 

Thy  own  sweet  will  shall  be  the  only  banier 
Which  ever  rises  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

Myr.  I  think  the  present  is  the  wonted  hour 
Of  council ;  it  were  better  I  retire. 

Sal.  {comes  forward  and  says)  The  Ionian  slave  says  well: 
let  her  retire. 

Sar.  Who  answei's?-     How  now,  brother? 

Sal.  The  queen's  brother, 

And  your  most  faithful  vassal,  royal  lord, 

Sar.  (addressing  his  train).  As  I  have  said,  let  all  dispose 
their  hours 
Till  midnight,  when  again  we  pray  your  presence. 

[The  court  n  llnng. 

{To  Mterha,  s  v:ho  is  (joinrj).     ]\[yrrha  !    1  thought  Uiou 
wouldst  remain. 

?Jyr.  Great  king, 

Thou  didst  not  say  so. 

S'lr.  But  thou  lookedst  it : 

I  know  each  glance  of  those  Ionic  eyes,  ^ 
Which  said  thou  wouldst  not  leave  me. 

Myr.  Sire  !  your  brother 

Sal.  His  consort's  brother,  minion  of  Ionia  ! 
How  darest  thou  name  me  and  not  blush  ] 

Sar.  Not  blush  ! 

Thou  hast  no  more  eyes  than  heart  to  make  her  crimson 
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Like  to  the  dying  day  on  Caucasus, 
Where  sunset  tints  the  snow  with  rosy  shadows, 
And  then  reproach  her  with  thine  own  cokl  blindness, 
'\\'hich  will  not  see  it.     What  !  in  tears,  my  Myrrha  ? 

Sal.  Let  them  flow  on  ;  she  weeps  for  more  than  one, 
And  is  lierself  the  cause  of  bitterer  tears. 

Sen:  Cursed  be  he  who  caused  those  tears  to  flow  ! 

Sal.  Curse  not  thyself — niillious  do  that  already. 

*S'a;'.  Thou  dost  forget  thee  :  make  me  not  remember 
I  am  a  monarch. 

Sal.  Would  thou  couldst ! 

Mi/r.  My  sovereign, 

I  pray,  and  thou,  too,  prince,  permit  my  absence. 

Sar.  Since  it  must  be  so,  and  this  churl  has  check'd 
Thy  gentle  spirit,  go ;  but  recollect 
That  wc  must  forthwith  meet :  I  had  rather  lose 
An  empire  than  thy  presence,  [Exii  Mvekua, 

Sal  It  may  be, 

Thou  wilt  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever  ! 

Sar.  Brother  ! 

I  can  at  least  command  myself,  who  listen 
To  language  such  as  this :  yet  urge  me  not 
Beyond  my  easy  nature. 

Sal.  'T  is  beyond 

That  easy,  far  too  easy,  idle  nature, 
Which  I  would  urge  thee.     0  that  I  could  rouse  thee  ! 
Though  't  were  against  myself. 

Sar.  By  the  god  Baal ! 

The  man  would  make  mc  tyrant. 

Sal  So  thou  art. 

Think'st  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 
Of  blood  and  chains  ?     The  despotism  of  vice, 
The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury. 
The  negligence,  the  apathy,  the  evils 
Of  sensual  sloth — produce  ten  thousand  tyrants, 
Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 
The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 
However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 
The  false  and  fond  examples  of  thy  lusts 
Corrupt  no  less  than  they  oppress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  moment  all  thy  pageant  power 
And  those  who  should  sustain  it ;  so  that  whether 
A  foreign  foe  invade,  or  civil  broil 
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Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  fatal : 
The  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  to  conquer; 
The  last  they  ratlier  would  assist  than  vanquish. 

Sar.  Why,  what  makes  thee  the  rnouth-piece  of  the  people  ? 

Sal  Forgiveness  of  the  queen's,  my  sister's  wrongs  ; 
A  natural  love  unto  my  infant  nephews 
Faith  to  the  king,  a  faith  he  may  need  shortly. 
In  more  than  words ;  respect  for  Nimrod's  line  ; 
Also,  another  thing  thou  knowest  not, 

Sar.  What 's  that  ? 

Sal.  To  thee  an  unknown  v>-ord, 

Sar.  Yet  speak  it ; 

I  love  to  learn. 

Sal.  Virtue. 

Sar.  Not  knov,-  the  word  ! 

Kever  was  word  yet  rung  so  in  my  ears — 
"Worse  than  the  rabble's  shout,  or  splitting  trumpet : 
I  've  heard  thy  sister  talk  of  nothing  else. 

Sal  To  change  the  ii'ksome  theme,  then,  hear  of  vice. 

Sar.  From  whom  ? 

Sal.  Even  from  the  v.-inds,  if  thou  couldst  listen 

Unto  the  echoes  of  the  nation's  voice. 

Sar.  Come,  I  'm  indulgent,  as  tiiou  knowest,  patient, 
As  thou  hast  often  proved — speak  out,  what  moves  thee  ? 

Sal.  Thy  peril. 

Sar.  Say  on. 

Sal.  Thus,  then  :  all  the  nations, 

For  they  arc  many,  whom  thy  father  left 
In  heritage,  ai'e  loud  in  wrath  against  thee. 

Sar.  'Gainst  hie  I  What  would  the  slaves  ? 

Sal.  A  king. 

Sar.  And  what 

Am  I  then  ? 

Sal.  In  their  eyes  a  nothing ;  but 

In  mine  a  man  v/ho  might  be  something  still. 

Soj'.  The  railing  drunkards  !  why,  what  would  they  have  ? 
Have  they  not  peace  and  plenty  % 

Sal.  Of  the  first 

More  than  is  gloi-ious ;  of  the  last,  far  less 
Than  the  king  recks  of. 

Sar.  Whose  then  is  the  crime, 

But  the  false  satraps,  who  provide  no  better? 

Sal.  And  somewhat  iu  the  monarch  who  ne'er  looks 
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Eeycnd  his  palace  walls,  or  if  lie  stirs 
Bo3-ond  them,  't  is  but  to  some  movuitain  palace, 
Till  summer  heats  wear  clown.     0  glorious  Eaal ! 
Who  built  up  this  vast  empire,  and  wert  made 
A  god,  or  at  the  least  shinest  like  a  god 
Through  the  long  centuries  of  thy  reuowu, 
This,  thy  presumed  descendaut,  ne'er  beheld 
As  king  the  kingdoms  thou  didst  leave  as  hero. 
Won  with  thy  blood,  and  toil,  and  time,  and  peril ! 
For  what  ?  to  furnish  imposts  fm'  a  revel, 
Or  multii:)lied  extortions  for  a  minion. 

Sar.  I  understand  thee — thou  wouldst  have  me  go 
]'"'orth  as  a  conqueror.     By  all  the  stars 
Which  the  Chaldeans  read — the  restless  slaves '° 
Deserve  that  I  should  curse  them  with  theu'  wishes, 
And  lead  them  forth  to  glory. 

Sal.  "NMierefore  not? 

Semiramis — a  woman  only — led 
These  our  Assyrians  to  the  solar  shores 
Of  Gauges. 

<S'a?'.  'T  is  most  true.     And  Ao;t' return'd  ? 

Sal.  Why,  like  a  man — a  hero  ;  baffled,  but 
ISTot  vanquish'd.     With  but  twenty  guards,  she  made 
Good  her  retreat  to  Bactria. 

Sar.  And  hov/  many 

Left  she  behind  in  India  to  the  vultures  ? 

Sal  Our  annals  say  not. 

Sar.  Then  I  will  say  for  them — 

That  she  had  better  woven  witliin  her  palace 
Some  twenty  garments,  tlian  witli  twenty  guards 
Have  fled  to  Bactria,  leaviug  to  the  ravens. 
And  wolves,  and  men — the  fiercer  of  the  tlirce. 
Her  myriads  of  fond  subjects.     Is  t/ii^  glory  ? 
Then  let  me  live  in  ignominy  ever. 

Sal.  All  warlike  spirits  have  not  the  same  fate. 
Semiramis,  the  glorious  parent  of 
A  hundred  kings,  althougli  she  fail'd  in  India, 
Ijrought  Persia,  Media,  Bactria,  to  tlie  realm 
Wliich  she  once  sway'd — and  thou  mifjhCd  fi\\;\.y. 

Sar.  I  sway  them — 

She  but  subdued  them. 

Sal.  It  may  be  ore  long 

That  they  will  need  her  sword  more  than  your  sceptre. 
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Sea:  There  was  a  certain  Bacchus,  was  there  not  ? 
I  've  heard  my  Greek  ghls  speak  of  such — they  say 
He  was  a  god,  that  is,  a  Grecian  god, 
An  idol  foreign  to  Assyria's  worship, 
Who  conquer'd  this  same  golden  realm  of  Ind 
Thou  prat'st  of,  vrhere  Semiramis  was  vanquish'd. 

*S'«/,  I  have  heard  of  such  a  man  ;  and  thou  perceiv'st 
That  he  is  deem'd  a  god  for  what  he  did. 

Sar.  And  in  his  godsliip  I  will  honoiu^  him — 
Xot  much  as  man.     AVbat,  ho  !  my  cupbearer  ! 

S'j.I.  What  means  the  king  ? 

Sar.  To  worship  your  new  god 

And  ancient  conqueror.     Some  wine^  I  say.  » 

Enter  Cupbearer. 

Sar.  {addressing  the  Cupbearer).    Bring   mo  the  golden 
goblet  thick  with  gems, 
Which  bears  the  name  of  Ximrod's  chalice.     Hence, 
Fill  full,  and  bear  it  C|uickly.  {Exit  Cuphearcr. 

Sal.  Is  this  moment 

A  fitting  one  for  the  resumption  of 
Thy  yet  unslept-off  revels  ] 

He-enter  Cuphearer,  with  ulne. 

Sar.  {talcing  the  cup  from  him).  Noble  kinsman, 

If  these  barbarian  Greeks  of  the  far  shores 

And  skirts  of  these  our  realms  lie  not,  this  Bacchus 

Conquer'd  the  whole  of  India,  did  he  not  ? 
*S'«/.  He  did,  and  thence  was  deem'd  a  deity.^^ 
Sar.  ISTot  so  : — of  all  his  conquests  a  few  columns. 

Which  may  be  his,  and  might  be  mine,  if  I 

Thought  them  worth  purchase  and  conveyance,  are 

The  landmarks  of  the  seas  of  gore  he  shed. 

The  realms  he  wasted,  and  the  liearts  he  broke. 

But  here,  here  in  this  goblet  is  his  title 

To  immortality — the  immortal  grape 

From  which  he  first  express'd  the  soul,  and  gave 

To  gladden  that  of  man,  as  some  atonement 

For  the  victorious  mischiefs  he  had  done. 

Had  it  not  been  for  this,  he  would  have  been 

A  mortal  still  in  name  as  in  his  gi'ave ; 

And;  like  my  ancestor  Semkamis, 
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A  sort  of  semi-glorious  liiiman  monster. 
Here  's  that  which  deified  him — let  it  now 
Humanise  thee  ;  my  surly,  chiding  brother, 
Pledge  me  to  the  Greek  god  ! 

ScU.  For  all  thy  realms 

I  would  not  so  blaspheme  our  country's  creed. 

Sar.  That  is  to  aaj,  thou  thinkest  him  a  hero, 
That  he  shed  blood  by  oceans  ;  and  no  god. 
Because  he  turn'd  a  fruit  to  an  enchantment, 
"Which  cheers  the  sad,  revives  the  old,  inspires 
The  young,  makes  weariness  forget  his  toil, 
And  fear  her  danger  ;  opens  a  new  world 
When  this,  the  present,  palls.     Well,  then  /  j^ledge  thee 
And  him  as  a  true  man,  who  did  his  utmost 
In  good  or  evil  to  surprise  mankind.  [Dririks. 

JSal.  Wilt  thou  resume  a  revel  at  this  hour  ? 

Sar.  And  if  I  did,  't  were  better  than  a  trophy, 
Being  bought  without  a  tear.     But  that  is  not 
My  present  jDurpose  :  since  thou  wilt  not  pledge  me, 
Continue  what  thou  pleasest. 
(To  the  Oiqihearer).  Boy,  retire. 

[Exit  Cupbearer. 

Sal.  I  would  but  have  recall'd  thee  from  thy  dream ; 
Better  by  me  awaken'd  than  rebellion, 

Sar.  Who  should  i-ebel  ?  or  why  ?  what  cause  ?  pretext  ? 
I  am  the  lawful  king,  descended  from 
A  race  of  kings  who  knew  no  i')redecessors. 
What  have  I  done  to  thee,  or  to  the  people. 
That  thou  shouldst  rail,  or  they  rise  up  against  me  ? 

Sal.  Of  Avhat  thou  hast  done  to  me,  I  speak  not. 

Sar.  But 

Thou  think'st  that  I  have  wrong'd  the  queen  :  is  't  not  so  ? 

Sal.  Thinlc !  Thou  hast  wrong'd  her  !  '^ 

Sar.  Patience,  prince,  and  hear  me. 

She  has  all  power  and  splendour  of  her  station, 
Respect,  the  tutelage  of  Assyria's  heix's. 
The  homage  and  the  appanage  of  sovereignty. 
I  married  her  as  monarchs  wed — for  state. 
And  loved  her  as  most  husbands  love  their  wives. 
If  she  or  thou  supposedst  I  could  link  me 
Like  a  Chaldean  peasant  to  his  mate. 
Ye  knew  nor  mo,  nor  monarchs,  nor  mankind. 

SqX.  I  pray  thee,  change  the  theme  :  my  blood  disdains 
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Complaint,  and  Salemenes'  sister  seeks  not 
Eeluctant  love  even  from  Assyria's  lord  ! 
is^or  would  she  deign  to  accept  divided  passion 
AVith  foreign  strumpets  and  Ionian  slaves. 
The  queen  is  silent. 

Sar.  And  why  not  her  brother  ? 

Sal.  I  only  echo  thee  the  voice  of  empires, 
"Which  he  who  long  neglects  not  long  will  govern. 

Sar.  The  uugi-ateful  and  ungi-acious  slaves  !  they  murmur 
Because  I  have  not  shed  their  blood,  nor  led  them 
To  dry  into  the  desei-t's  dust  by  myriads. 
Or  whiten  with  their  bones  the  banks  of  Ganges ; 
Xor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws, 
Xor  sweated  them  to  build  tip  pyi-amids, 
Or  Babylonian  walls. 

Sal.  Yet  these  are  troj)hies 

More  worthy  of  a  people  and  their  prince 
Than  songs,  and  lutes,  and  feasts,  and  concubine?, 
And  lavish'd  treasures,  and  contemned  vu'tues. 

Sar.  Or  for  my  trophies  I  h0,ve  founded  cities  : 
There  's  Tarsus  and  Anchialus,  both  built 
In  one  day — what  could  that  blood-loving  beldame, 
My  martial  grandam,  chaste  Semiramis, 
Do  more,  except  destroy  them  ? 

Sal.  'T  is  most  true  : 

I  own  thy  merit  in  those  founded  cities, 
Built  for  a  whim,  recorded  with  a  verse. 
Which  shames  both  them  and  thee  to  coming  age?. 

Sar.  Shame  me  !     By  Baal,  the  cities,  though  well  built. 
Are  not  more  goodly  than  the  verse  !     Say  what 
Thou  wilt  'gainst  me.,  my  mode  of  life  or  rule. 
But  nothing  'gainst  the  trath  of  that  brief  record. 
Why,  those  few  lines  contain  the  history 
Of  all  things  human  :  hear — "  Sardauapalus, 
The  king,  and  son  of  Anacyndaraxes, 
In  one  day  built  Anchialus  and  Tarsus. 
Eat,  drink,  and  love:  the  rest 's  not  worth  a  fillip."  '^ 

Sol.  A  vrorthy  moral,  and  a  wise  inscription, 
For  a  king  to  put  uji  before  his  subjects  ! 

Sar.  Oh,  thou  wouldst  have  me  doubtless  set  up  edicts — 
'•  Obey  the  king — contribu.te  to  his  treasm'e — 
Recruit  his  phalanx — spill  your  blood  at  bidding — 
Fall  down  and  worship,  or  get  up  and  toil." 
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Or  thus — "  SarJauai^alus  on  this  spot 
Slew  fifty  thousand  of  his  enemies. 
These  are  theii-  sepulchres,  and  this  his  trophy." 
I  leave  such  things  to  conquerors  ;  enough 
For  me,  if  I  can  make  my  subjects  feel 
The  weight  of  human  misery  less,  and  glide 
Ungroaning  to  the  tomb  :  I  take  no  license 
Which  I  deny  to  them.     We  all  are  men. 

Sal.  Thy  sires  have  been  revered  as  gods — 

Sar.  In  dust 

And  death,  where  they  arc  neither  gods  nor  men. 
Talk  not  of  such  to  me  !  the  worms  are  gods ; 
At  least  they  banqiietcd  upon  your  gods, 
And  died  for  lack  of  farther  nutriment. 
Those  gods  were  merely  men  ;  look  to  then*  issue — 
I  feel  a  thousand  mortal  things  about  me, 
But  nothing  godlike, — unless  it  may  be 
The  thing  which  you  condemn,  a  disposition 
To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 
The  follies  of  my  species,  and  (that 's  human) 
To  be  indulgent  to  my  own. 

Sal.  Alas ! 

The  doom  of  Nineveh  is  scal'd. — AVoe — woe 
To  the  unrivaU'd  city  ! 

Sar.  WTiat  dost  dread  ^ 

Sal.  Thou  art  guarded  by  tliy  foes  :  in  a  few  hours 
The  tempest  may  break  out  A\hich  overwhelms  thee, 
And  thine  and  mine;  and  in  another  day 
AVhat  is  shall  be  the  past  of  Belus'  race. 

Say.  Wliat  must  we  dread  ? 

Sal.  Ambitious  treachery. 

Which  has  en\dron'd  thee  with  snares ;  but  yet 
There  is  resource  :  empower  me  with  thy  signet 
To  quell  the  machiuatious,  and  I  lay 
The  heads  of  thy  cliiof  foes  before  thy  feet. 

Sar.  The  heads— how  many  ? 

Sal.  I\Iust  I  stay  to  number 

When  even  thine  ov/n  's  in  peril  ?     Let  me  go  ; 
Give  me  thy  signet — trust  me  with  tlie  rest. 

Sar.  I  will  trust  no  man  with  unlimited  lives. 
When  we  take  those  from  others,  we  nor  know 
What  we  have  taken,  nor  the  thing  we  give. 

^a^.  Would^t  thou  not  take  their  lives  who  seek  fur  thine  1 
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Sai:  That 's  a  Lard  question — But  I  answer,  Yes. 
Cannot  the  thing  be  clone  without  ?  Who  are  they 
"Whom  thou  fcu.sjiectest  ? — Let  them  be  arrested. 

*S'a/.  I  would  thou  wouklst  not  ask  me  ;  the  next  moment 
Will  send  my  answer  through  thy  babbling  troop 
Of  paramours,  and  thence  fly  o'er  the  palace, 
Even  to  the  city,  and  so  baffle  all. — 
Ti-ust  me. 

Sar.  Thou  knowest  I  have  done  so  ever ; 

Take  thou  the  signet.  IGives  (he  signet. 

tSal.  I  ha-ve  one  more  request. 

Sar.  Name  it. 

Sal.  That  thou  this  night  forbear  the  banquet 

In  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates. 

Sar.  Forbear  the  banquet  !     Not  for  all  the  plotters 
That  ever  shook  a  kingdom  !     Let  them  come. 
And  do  their  worst  :  I  shall  not  blench  for  them  ; 
Xor  rise  the  sooner ;  nor  forbear  the  goblet ; 
Nor  ci-own  me  with  a  single  rose  the  less ; 
Nor  lose  one  joyous  hour. — I  fear  them  not. 

Sal.  But  thou  wouldst  ai-m  thee,  wouldst  thou  not,  if 
needful ? 

Sar.  Perhaps.     I  have  the  goodliest  armour,  and 
A  sword  of  such  a  temper ;  and  a  bow 
And  javelin,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod  forth  : 
A  little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 
And  now  I  think  on 't,  't  is  long  since  I  've  used  them, 
Even  in  the  chase.     Hast  ever  seen  them,  brother  ? 

Sal.  Is  this  a  time  for  such  fantastic  trifling  ? — 
If  need  be.  wilt  thou  wear  them  ? 

Sar.        '  ^yill  I  not  ? 

Oh  !  if  it  must  be  so,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Will  not  bo  ruled  with  less,  I  '11  use  the  sword 
Till  they  shall  wish  it  turn'd  into  a  distalf. 

Sal.  They  say  thy  sceptre 's  turn'd  to  that  already. 

Sar.  That 's  false  !  but  let  them  say  so  :  the  old  Greeks, 
Of  whom  our^captives  often  sing,  related 
The  same  of  their  chief  hero,  Hercules, 
Because  he  loved  a  Lydian  queen  :  thou  seest 
The  populace  of  all  the  natioiis  seize 
Each  calumny  they  can  to  sink  their  sovereigns, 

Sul.  They  did  not  speak  thus  of  thy  fathers. 

Sar.         "  No 
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They  dared  not.     They  were  kept  to  toil  and  combat ; 

And  never  changed  their  chains  but  for  their  armour 

Now  they  have  peace  and  pastime,  and  the  license 

To  revel  and  to  rail ;  it  irks  me  not. 

I  would  not  give  the  smile  of  one  fair  girl 

For  all  the  popular  breath  that  e'er  divided 

A  name  from  nothing.     What  are  the  rank  tongues 

Of  this  vile  herd,  grown  insolent  with  feeding, 

That  I  should  prize  their  noisy  praise,  or  dread 

Their  noisome  clamour  ? 

Sal.  You  have  said  they  are  men  ; 

As  such  their  hearts  are  something. 

Sa7\  So  my  dogs'  are  ; 

And  better,  as  more  faitliful : — but,  proceed  ; 
Thou  hast  my  signet : — since  they  are  tumultuous, 
Let  them  be  temper'd,  yet  not  roughly,  till 
Necessity  enforce  it.     I  hate  all  pain. 
Given  or  received ;  we  have  enough  within  us, 
The  meanest  vassal  as  the  loftiest  monarch. 
Not  to  add  to  each  other's  natural  iDurtheu 
Of  mortal  misery,  but  rather  lessen. 
By  mild  reciprocal  alleviation, 
The  fatal  penalties  imposed  on  life  : 
But  this  they  know  not,  or  they  will  not  know. 
I  have,  by  Baal  !  done  all  I  could  to  soothe  them : 
I  made  no  wars,  I  added  no  new  imposts, 
I  interfered  not  with  their  civic  lives, 
I  let  them  pa-ss  their  days  as  best  might  suit  them, 
Passing  my  own  as  suited  me. 

Sal.  Thou  stopp'st 

Sliort  of  the  duties  of  a  king ;  and  therefore 
They  say  tliou  art  unfit  to  be  a  monarch. 

Say.  They  lie. — Unhappily,  I  am  unfit 
To  be  aught  save  a  monarch ;  else  for  me 
The  meanest  Medo  might  be  the  king  instead. 

Sal  There  is  one  Mede,  at  least,  Avho  seeks  to  be  so. 

Sa7\  What  mean'st  thou  ! — 't  is  thy  secret ;  thou  desircst 
Few  questions,  and  I  'm  not  of  ciuious  nature. 
Take  the  fit  steps ;  and,  since  necessity 
llequires,  I  sanction  and  support  thee.     Ne'er 
Was  man  who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 
The  peaceful  only  :  if  they  rouse  me,  better 
They  had  conjured  up  stern  Nimrod  from  his  ashes, 
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"  The  mighty  hunter."     I  will  turn  these  realms 

To  one  wide  desert  chase  of  brutes,  who  were, 

But  icoidd  no  more,  by  their  own  choice,  be  human. 

What  they  have  found  me,  they  belie  ;  that  which 

They  yet  may  find  me— shall  defy  their  wish 

To  speak  it  worse ;  and  let  them  thank  themselves. 

Sul.  Then  thou  at  last  canst  feel  ] 

S(a\  Feel  !  who  feels  not 

Ingratitude  ? 

Sal  I  will  not  pause  to  answer 

With  words,  but  deeds.     Keep  thou  awake  that  energy 
Which  sleeps  at  times,  but  is  not  dead  within  thee, 
And  thou  may'st  yet  be  glorious  in  thy  reign, 
As  powerful  in  thy  realm.     Farewell ! 

[Exit  Salemenes. 

Sar.  (solus).  Farewell  ! 

He  's  gone  ;  and  on  his  finger  bears  my  signet, 
"UTiich  is  to  him  a  sceptre.     He  is  stern 
As  I  am  heedless ;  and  the  slaves  deserve 
To  feel  a  master.     "Wliat  may  be  the  danger, 
I  know  not :  he  hath  found  it,  let  him  quell  it. 
Must  I  consume  my  life — this  little  life — 
In  guarding  against  all  may  make  it  less  ?  '* 
It  is  not  worth  so  much  !     It  were  to  die 
Before  my  hour,  to  live  in  dread  of  death, 
Tracing  revolt ;  suspecting  all  about  me. 
Because  they  are  neai- ;  and  all  who  are  remote, 
Because  they  are  far.     But  if  it  should  be  so — 
If  they  should  sweep  me  off  from  earth  and  empu-e, 
Why,  what  is  earth  or  empire  of  the  earth  ? 
I  have  loved,  and  lived,  and  multiplied  my  image ; 
To  die  is  no  less  natural  than  those 
Acts  of  this  clay  !     'T  is  true  I  have  not  shed 
Blood  as  I  might  have  done,  in  oceans,  till 
My  name  became  the  synouyme  of  death — 
A  terror  and  a  trophy.     But  for  this 
I  feel  no  penitence ;  my  life  is  love  : 
If  I  must  shed  blood,  it  shall  be  by  force. 
Till  now,  no  drop  from  an  Assyrian  vein 
Hath  flow'd  for  me,  nor  hath  the  smallest  coin 
Of  Nineveh's  vast  treasures  e'er  been  lavish'd 
On  objects  which  could  cost  her  sons  a  tear : 
If  then  they  hate  me,  't  is  because  I  hate  not : 


242  SARDANAPALUS :  [Act 

If  tlioy  rebel,  't  is  beccause  I  oppress  not. 

Oh,  men  !  ye  must  be  ruled  with  scythes,  not  sceptres, 

And  mow'd  dovv'n  like  the  grass,  else  all  we  reap 

Is  rank  abundance,  and  a  rotten  harvest 

Of  discontents  infecting  the  fair  soil, 

Making  a  desert  of  fertility. — 

I  '11  think  no  more, -Within  there,  ho  ! 

Enter  an  Attexdaxt. 

Sar.  Slave,  tell 

The  Ionian  Myrrha  we  would  crave  her  presence. 
Attend,  King,  she  is  here. 

Mterha  enters. 

Sar.  {apart  to  Attendant).     Away  ! 
{Addressing  Myrrha).  Beautiful  being  ! 

Thou  dost  almost  anticipate  my  heart ; 
It  throbb'd  for  thee,  and  here  thou  comest :  let  me 
Deem  that  some  unknovsTi  influence,  some  sweet  oracle, 
Commimicates  between  us,  though  unseen, 
In  absence,  and  attracts  us  to  each  other. 

Mijr.  There  doth. 

Sar.  I  know  there  doth,  but  not  its  name  : 

What  is  it  ? 

Myr.          In  my  native  land  a  God, 
And  in  my  heart  a  feeling  like  a  God's, 
Exalted ;  j-et  I  own  't  is  only  mortal ; 
For  what  I  feel  is  humble,  and  yet  happy  — 
That  is,  it  would  be  happy ;  but [Mybeha  2'aiiscs. 

Sar.  There  comes 

For  ever  something  between  us  and  v/hat 
We  deem  our  happiness  :  let  me  remove 
The  barrier  which  that  hesitating  aocent 
Proclaims  to  thine,  and  mine  is  seal'd. 

Myr.  My  lord  ! — 

Sar.  My  lord — my  king — sire — sovereign  ;  thus  it  is — 
For  ever  thus,  address'd  with  awe.     I  ne'er 
Can  see  a  smile,  unless  in  some  broad  banquet's 
Intoxicating  glare,  when  the  buffoons 
Have  gorged  themselves  up  to  equality. 
Or  I  have  quafl"d  me  down  to  their  abasement. 
Myrrha,  I  can  hear  all  these  things,  these  names, 
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Lord  —  king — sii'e — monarch — nay,   time   wa.?   I   prizca 

them  ; 
That  is,  I  suffer'd  them — from  slaves  and  nobles ; 
But  when  they  falter  from  the  lips  I  love, 
The  lips  which  have  been  press'd  to  mine,  a  chill 
Comes  o'er  my  heart,  a  cold  sense  of  the  falsehood 
Of  this  my  station,  which  represses  feelmg 
In  those  for  whom  I  have  felt  most,  and  makes  me 
\Yish  that  I  could  lay  down  the  dvdl  tiara, 
And  share  a  cottage  on  the  Caucasus 
With  thee,  and  wear  no  crowns  but  those  of  flowers. 

Myr.  "Would  that  we  could  ! 

Sar.  And  dost  thou  feel  this  ? — Why  ? 

Myr.  Then  thou  wouddst  know  what  thou  canst  never 
know. 

Sar.  And  that  is 

Myr,  Tlie  time  value  of  a  heart ; 

At  least,  a  woman's. 

Sar.  I  have  proved  a  thousand — 

A  thousand,  and  a  thousand. 

Myr.        '  Hearts  ? 

Sar.  I  think  so. 

Myr.  Xot  one  !  the  time  may  come  thou  may'st. 

Sar.  It  will. 

Hear,  Myrrha ;  Salemenes  has  declared — 
Or  why  or  how  he  hath  divined  it,  Belus, 
"\Mio  founded  our  gi-eat  realm,  knows  more  than  I — 
But  Salemenes  hath  declai'ed  my  thi'one 
In  peril. 

Myr.       He  did  well. 

Sar.  And  say'st  thou  so  ? 

Thou  whom  he  spurn'd  so  harshly,  and  now  dai'ed  '^ 
Drive  from  our  presence  with  his  savage  jeers, 
And  made  thee  weep  and  blush  ? 

Myr.  I  should  do  both 

More  frequently,  and  he  did  well  to  call  me 
Back  to  my  duty.     But  thou  spakest  of  peril — 
Peril  to  thee 

Sar.  Ay,  from  dark  plots  and  snares 

From  Modes — and  discontented  troops  and  nations. 
I  know  not  v/hat — a  labyrinth  of  things — 
A  maze  of  mutter'd  threats  and  mysteries  : 
Thou  kuow'st  the  man — it  is  his  usual  custom. 
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But  Jie  is  honest.     Come,  we  '11  think  no  more  on 't — 
But  of  the  midnight  festival. 

Myr.  'T  is  time 

To  think  of  aught  save  festivals.     Thou  hast  not 
Spurn'd  his  sage  cautions  ? 

Sar,  What  ? — and  dost  thou  fear  ? 

Myr.  Fear  ! — I  'm  a  Greek,  and  how  should  I  fear  death  ? 
A  slave,  and  wherefore  should  I  dread  my  freedom  ? 

Sar.  Then  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  so  pale  ? 

Myr.  I  love. 

Sar.  And  do  not  I  ?     I  love  thee  far — far  more 
Than  either  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  realm, 
Which,  it  may  be,  are  menaced ; — yet  I  blench  not. 

Myr.  That  means  thou  lovest  nor  thyself  nor  me ; 
For  he  who  loves  another  loves  himself, 
Even  for  that  other's  sake.     This  is  too  rash : 
Kingdoms  and  lives  are  not  to  be  so  lost. 

Sar.  Lost ! — why,  who  is  the  asphing  chief  who  dared 
Assume  to  win  them  ? 

Myr.  W\xo  is  he  should  dread 

To  tiy  so  much  ?     When  he  who  is  then*  ruler 
Forgets  himself,  will  they  remember  him  ? 

Sar.  Myrrha  ! 

Myr.  Frown  not  upon  me  ;  you  have  smiled 

Too  often  on  me  not  to  make  those  fi'owns 
Bitterer  to  bear  than  any  i:)uni3hment 
Which  they  may  augur. — King,  I  am  your  subject  ! 
Master,  I  am  your  slave  !     Man,  I  have  loved  you  ! — 
Loved  you,  I  know  not  by  what  fatal  weakness, 
Although  a  Greek,  and  born  a  foe  to  monarchs — 
A  slave,  and  hating  fetters — an  Ionian, 
And,  therefore,  when  I  love  a  stranger,  more 
Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains  ! 
Still  I  have  loved  you.     If  that  love  were  strong 
Enough  to  overcome  all  former  nature. 
Shall  it  not  claim  the  privilege  to  save  you  ? 

Sar.  Save  me,  my  beauty  !     Thou  art  very  fair, 
And  what  I  seek  of  thee  is  love — not  safety. 

Myr.  And  without  love  where  dwells  security  ? 

Sar.  I  speak  of  woman's  love. 

Myr.  The  very  first 

Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman's  breast, 
Yom-  first  small  words  ai"e  taught  you  from  her  lips. 
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Your  first  tears  qtiencli'd  by  her,  and  your  last  siyiis 
Too  often  breathed  out  iu  a  woman's  hearing, 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led  them, 

S'ar.  My  eloquent  Ionian  !  thou  sjDeak'st  mvisic  ; 
The  very  chorus  of  the  tragic  song  ^^ 
I  have  heard  thee  talk  of  as  the  favourite  pastime 
Of  thy  far  father-land.     ISTay,  weep  not — calm  thee. 

3Ii/r.  I  weep  not. — But  I  pray  thee,  do  not  speak 
About  my  fathers  or  their  land. 

Sar.  Yet  oft 

Thou  speakest  of  them. 

Myr.  True — tme  :  constant  thought 

Will  overflow  in  words  unconsciously  ; 
But  when  anoiher  speaks  of  Greece,  it  wounds  me. 

Scn\  Well,  then,  how  wouldst  thou  save  me,  as  thou  saidst ! 

3Iyr.  By  teaching  thee  to  save  thyself,  and  not 
Thyself  alone,  but  these  vast  realms,  from  all 
The  rage  of  the  Avorst  war — the  war  of  brethren. 

Sar.  Why,  child,  I  loathe  all  war,  and  warriors  ; 
I  live  in  peace  and  pleasure  :  what  can  man 
Do  more  ? 

3fi/)\        Alas  !  my  lord,  with  common  men 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace ;  and,  for  a  king, 
'T  is  sometimes  better  to  be  fear'd  than  loved. 

Sar.  And  I  have  never  sought  but  for  the  last. 

il/yr.  And  now  art  neither. 

.S'ar.  Dost  thoio  say  so,  Myrrha? 

Myr.  I  speak  of  civic  popular  love,  self-lo\e, 
Which  means  that  men  are  kept  in  awe  and  law, 
Yet  not  oppress'd — at  least  they  must  not  think  so. 
Or  if  they  think  so,  deem  it  necessary, 
To  ward  off  worse  oppression,  their  own  passions. 
A  king  of  feasts,  and  flowers,  and  wine,  and  revel, 
And  love,  and  mirth,  was  never  king  of  glory. 

Sar.  Glory  !  what 's  that  ? 

My):  Ask  of  the  gods  thy  iathors. 

Sar.  They  cannot  answer ;  when  the  priests  speak  for 
them, 
'T  is  for  some  small  addition  to  the  temple. 

3Iyv.  Look  to  the  annals  of  thine  empire's  founders. 

Sar.  They  are  so  blotted  o'er  with  blood,  I  cannot. 
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But  v>-hat  wouldst  li.ave  ?  the  empire  has  leen  toiinded. 
I  cannot  go  on  multiplying  empires. 

Mijr.  Preserve  tliine  own. 

Sar,                                         At  least,  I  will  enjoy  it. 
Come,  Myrrlia,  let  us  go  on  to  the  Euphrates  : 
The  hour  invites,  the  galley  is  prepared, 
And  tlic  pavilion,  dcek'd  for  our  return, 
In  fit  adornment  for  the  evening  banquet, 
Shall  blaze  with  beauty  and  with  light,  until 
It  seems  unto  the  stars  "which  are  above  us 
Itself  an  opposite  star ;  and  we  will  sit 
Crown'd  with  fresh  flowers  like 

Mtjv.  Victims. 


"iciv. 


No,  like  sovereigns, 


The  shepherd  king  of  patriarchal  times, 

"Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  summer  va'eaths,'' 

And  none  but  tearless  triumphs.     Let  us  on. 

Enter  Pania. 

Pan.  May  the  king  live  for  ever  ! 

Sar.  Not  an  hour 

Longer  than  he  can  love.     How  my  soul  hates 
This  language,  which  makes  life  itself  a  lie. 
Flattering  dust  v/ith  eternity.^^     Well,  Pania ! 
Be  brief. 

Pan.        I  am  charged  by  Salemenes  to 
Reiterate  his  prayer  unto  the  king. 
That  for  this  day,  at  least,  he  will  not  quit 
The  palace  :  when  the  general  returns, 
He  will  adduce  such  reasons  as  vrill  warrant 
His  daring,  and  perhaps  obtain  the  pardon 
Of  his  presumption. 

Sar.  "What  !  am  I  then  coop'd  ? 

Already  captis'e  ?  can  I  not  even  breathe 
The  breath  of  heaven  ?     Tell  prince  Salemenes, 
AVerc  all  Assyina  raging. round  the  walls 
In  mutinous  myriads,  I  would  still  go  forth. 

Pan.  I  must  obey,  and  yet 

^'J^yi'-  Oh,  monarch,  listen. 

How  many  a  day  and  moon  thou  hast  reclined 
Within  these  palace  walls  in  silken  dalliance, 
And  never  shown  thee  to  thy  people's  longing ; 
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LeaTiDg  thy  subjects'  eyes  ungratified, 

The  satraps  imcontroird,  the  gods  imworshipp'd, 

And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth, 

Till  all,  save  evil,  slumber'd  through  the  realm  ! 

And  vnlt  thou  not  now  tariy  for  a  day, — 

A  day  which  may  redeem  thee  ?     Wilt  thou  not 

Yield  to  the  few  still  faithful  a  few  hours, 

For  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  past  father's  race. 

And  for  thy  sons'  inheritance  ? 

Pan.  'T  is  true  ! 

From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the  prince 
Despatch' d  me  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
-\Iust  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  that 
"WTiich  now  has  spoken. 

Sea:  No,  it  must  not  be. 

Myr.  For  the  sake  of  thy  realm  ! 

Say.  Away ! 

Pail.  For  that 

Of  all  thy  faithful  subjects,  who  will  rally 
Eoimd  thee  and  thine. 

Sar.  These  are  mere  fantasies  : 

There  is  no  peril : — 't  is  a  sullen  scheme 
Of  Salemenes,  to  approve  his  zeal, 
And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us. 

3fyr.  By  all  that 's  good  and  glorious  take  this  counsel. 

Sar.  Busuiess  to-morrow. 

Myr.  Ay,  or  death  to-night. 

Sar.  Why  let  it  come  then  unexpectedly, 
'Midst  joy  and  gentleness,  and  mii-th  and  love  ; 
So  let  me  fall  like  the  pluck'd  rose  ! — far  better 
Thus  than  be  wither'd. 

Myr.  Then  thou  wilt  not  yield, 

Even  for  the  sake  of  all  that  ever  stu-r'd 
A  monarch  into  action,  to  forego 
A  trifling  revel. 

Sar.  Xo. 

Myr.  Then  yield  for  rdine  ; 

For  my  sake  ! 

Sar.  Thine,  my  Myi'rha  ! 

3fyr.    _  'T  is  the  first 

Boon  which  I  ever  ask'd  Assyria's  king. 

Sar.  That's    tme,   and  were't   my  kingdom,  must   be 
granted. 
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Well,  for  thy  sake,  I  yield  me.     Pauia,  lieuce  ! 
Thou  hear'st  me. 

Pan,  And  obey.  i^xit  Pania. 

8ar.  I  marvel  at  thee. 

What  is  thy  motive,  Myrrha,  thus  to  urge  me  ? 

Myr.  Thy  safety  ;  and  the  certaiuty  that  nought 
Could  u.rge  the  prince  thy  kinsman  to  require 
Thus  much  from  thee,  but  some  impending  danger. 

Sar.  And  if  I  do  not  dread  it,  v>-hy  shouldst  thou  ? 

Myr.  Because  tliou  dost  not  fear,  I  fear  for  thee. 

Sar.  To-morrow  thou  wilt  smile  at  these  vain  fancies. 

Myr.  If  the  worst  come,  I  shall  be  where  none  weep, 
And  that  is  better  than  the  power  to  smile. 
And  thou] 

Sar.  I  shall  be  king,  as  heretofore. 

Myr.  Where? 

Sar.  With  Baal,  Nimrod,  and  Semiramis, 

Sole  in  Assyria,  or  with  them  elsewhere. 
Fate  made  me  what  I  am — may  make  me  nothing — 
But  either  that  or  nothing  must  I  be  : 
I  will  not  live  degraded. 

Myr.  Hadst  thou  felt 

Thus  always,  none  would  ever  dare  degi-ade  thee. 

Sar,  And  who  will  do  so  now  ? 

Myr.  Dost  thou  suspect  none 

Sar.  Suspect ! — that's  a  spy's  office.     Oh  !  we  lose 
Ten  thousand  precious  moments  in  vain  words, 
And  vainer  fears.     Within  there  ! — ye  slaves,  deck 
The  hall  of  Kimrod  for  the  evening  revel : 
If  I  must  make  a  prison  of  our  pahice, 
At  least  we'll  wear  our  fettei's  jocundly  ; 
If  the  Euphrates  be  forbid  us,  and 
Tlie  summer  dwelling  on  its  beauteous  border, 
Here  we  are  still  unmenaced.     Ho  !  within  there  ! 

lExH   SARUANAPALU3. 

Myr.  (solus).  Wliy  do  I  love  this  man  ?     My  covmtry's 
daughters 
Love  none  but  hei'oes.     But  I  have  no  country  ! 
The  slave  hath  lost  all  save  her  bonds.     I  love  him  ; 
And  that 's  the  heaviest  link  of  the  long  chain — 
To  love  whom  we  esteem  not.     Be  it  so  : 
The  hour  is  coming  when  he  '11  need  all  love. 
And  find  none.     To  fall  from  him  now  were  baser 
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Thau  to  have  stabb'd  him  on  his  throne  when  highest 
Would  have  been  noble  in  my  country's  creed: 
I  was  not  made  for  either.     Could  I  save  him, 
I  should  not  love  him  better,  but  myself; 
And  I  have  need  of  the  last,  for  I  have  fallen 
In  my  own  thoughts,  by  loving  this  soft  stranger : 
And  yet  methinks  I  love  him  more,  perceiving 
That  he  is  hated  of  his  own  barbarians, 
The  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Greece. 
Could  I  but  wake  a  single  thought  like  those 
AYhich  even  the  Phiygians  felt  when  batthng  long 
'Twist  Ilion  and  the  sea,  within  his  heart. 
He  would  tread  down  the  barbarous  crowds,  and  triumph- 
He  loves  me,  and  I  love  him ;  the  slave  loves 
Her  master,  and  would  free  him  from  his  vices. 
If  not,  I  have  a  means  of  freedom  still. 
And  if  I  cannot  teach  him  how  to  reign. 
May  show  him  how  alone  a  king  can  leave 
His  throne.     I  must  not  lose  him  from  my  sight.       [-t-'-^'^'-'-^ 


ACT   II. 

Scene  I,— The  Portal  of  the  same  Hall  of  the  Palace. 

Bdeses  (solus).  The  sun  goes  down :  methinks  lie  seta 
more  slowly. 
Taking  his  last  look  of  Assyria's  empire. 
How  red  he  glares  amongst  those  deepening  clouds, 
Like  the  blood  he  predicts.     If  not  in  vain. 
Thou  sun  that  sinkest,  and  ye  stars  which  rise, 
I  have  oiitwatch'd  ye,  reading  ray  by  ray 
The  edicts  of  your  orbs,  which  make  Time  tremble 
For  what  he  brings  the  nations,  't  is  the  uu'thest 
Hoiu'  of  Assyria's  yeai-s.     And  yet  how  calm  ! 
An  earthquake  should  annoxmce  so  great  a  fall — 
A  summer's  sun  discloses  it.     Yon  disk, 
To  the  star-read  Chaldean,  bears  upon 
Its  everlasting  page  the  end  of  what 
Seem'd  everlasting ;  but  oh  !  thou  true  sun  ! 
The  burning  oracle  of  all  that  live, 
As  fovmtain  of  all  life,  and  symbol  of 
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llim  who  bestows  it,  wlierefore  dost  thou  limit 

Thy  lore  uuto  calamity  ?     Why  uot 

Unfold  the  rise  of  days  more  worthy  thine 

All-glorious  burst  from  ocean  ?  why  not  dai't 

A  beam  of  hope  athwarb  the  future  years, 

As  of  wrath  to  its  days  ?     Heai'  me  !  oh,  hear  me  ! 

I  am  thy  worshipper,  thy  priest,  thy  servant — 

I  have  gazed  on  thee  at  thy  rise  and  fall, 

And  bow'd  my  head  beneath  thy  mid-day  beams, 

AVhen  my  eye  dared  not  meet  thee.     I  have  watch'd 

For  thee,  and  after  thee,  and  pray'd  to  thee. 

And  sacrificed  to  thee,  and  read,  and  fear'd  thee, 

And  ask'd  of  thee,  and  thou  hast  answer' d — but 

Only  to  thus  much  :  while  I  speak,  he  sinks — 

Is  gone — and  leaves  liis  beauty,  not  his  knowledge, 

To  the  delighted  west,  which  revels  in 

Its  hues  of  dying  gloiy.     Yet  what  is 

Death,  so  it  be  but  glorious  ?    'T  is  a  sunset ; 

And  mortals  may  be  happy  to  resemble 

The  gods  but  in  decay. 

Enter  AitEACES  by  an  inner  door. 

Arh.  Bcleses,  why 

So  wrapt  in  thy  devotions  ?    Dost  thou  stand 
Gazing  to  trace  thy  disappearing  god 
Into  some  realm  of  undiscover'd  day  ? 
Our  business  is  with  night — 't  is  come. 

Bel.  But  not 

Gone. 

Arl).  Let  it  roll  on — v\c  are  ready. 

Bel.  Yes. 

Would  it  were  over  ! 

A  rh.  Does  the  prophet  doubt. 

To  whom  the  veiy  stars  shine  victory  ? 

Bd.  I  do  uot  doubt  of  victory — but  the  victor. 

Arh.  Well,  let  thy  science  settle  that.     Meantime 
I  have  prepared  as  many  glittering  spears 
As  will  out-sparkle  our  allies — your  planets. 
There  is  no  more  to  thwart  us.     The  she-king, 
That  less  than  wonicm,  is  even  now  upon 
The  watei-s  with  his  female  mates.     The  order 
Is  issued  for  the  feast  in  the  pavilion. 


?c-.:el.]  A  TRAGEDY.  251 

The  first  cup  -wliich  he  di-ains  will  be  tlie  last 
(^uaff'd  by  the  line  of  Xiinrod. 

Bel.  'T  was  a  brave  one. 

Arh.  And  is  a  weak  one — 't  is  worn  out — we'll  mend  it. 

Bel  Art  sure  of  that  ? 

Arh.  Its  founder  was  a  hunter— 

I  am  a  soldier — what  is  there  to  fear  ? 

Bel.  The  soldier. 

Arh.  And  the  priest,  it  may  be  :  but 

If  you  thought  thus,  or  think,  why  not  retain 
Your  king  of  concubiaes  ?  why  stir  me  up  ? 
Why  spur  me  to  this  enterprise  ?  your  own 
Xo  less  than  mine  ? 

Bel.  Look  to  the  sky  ! 

Arl).  I  look. 

Bel.  What  seest  thou  ] 

Arh.  A  fair  summer's  twilight,  and 

The  gathering  of  the  stars. 

Bd.  And  midst  them,  mark 

Yon  earliest,  and  the  brightest,  which  so  quivers. 
As  it  would  quit  its  place  in  the  blue  ether. 

Arh.  WeU! 

Bel.  'T  is  thy  natal  ruler — thy  bu"th  planet. 

Arh.  {toudiing^  his  scahhard).  My  star  is  in  this  scabbard  : 
when  it  shines, 
It  shall  out-dazzle  comets.     Let  us  think 
Of  what  is  to  be  done  to  justify 
Thy  planets  and  then-  portents.     AVhen  we  conquer, 
They  shall  have  temples — ay,  and  priests — and  thou 
Shalt  be  the  pontiff  of — what  gods  thou  wilt ; 
For  I  observe  that  they  are  ever  just. 
And  own  the  bravest  for  the  most  devout. 

Bel.  Ay,  and  the  most  devout  for  brave — thou  hast  not 
Seen  me  tiuTi  back  from  battle. 

Arh.  No;  I  own  thee 

As  firm  in  fight  as  Babylonia's  captain, 
As  skilful  in  Chaldea's  worsliip  :  now. 
Will  it  but  please  thee  to  forget  the  priest, 
And  be  the  warrior  ? 

Bel.  ^Vhy  not  both  ? 

Arh.  The  better; 

And  yet  it  almost  shames  me,  we  shall  have 
So  little  to  effect.     This  woman's  wai-fare 
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Dogi-adcs  the  very  conqueror.     To  have  pluck'd 
A  bold  and  bloody  despot  from  his  throue, 
And  grappled  with  him,  clashing  steel  vnth.  steel, 
That  were  heroic  or  to  wiu  or  fall ; 
But  to  upraise  my  sword  against  this  silkwonn, 
And  hear  him  whine,  it  ma}'  be 

Bd.  Do  not  deem  it : 

He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  you  strife  yet ; 
And  were  he  all  you  think,  his  guards  are  hai'dj'', 
And  headed  by  the  cool,  stern  Salemenes. 

A  rh.  They  '11  not  resist. 

Bd.  Why  not  ?  thev  ai-e  soldiers. 

Arb.  "  True, 

And  therefore  need  a  soldier  to  command  them. 

Bel.  That  Salemenes  is. 

Avh.  But  not  their  king. 

Besides,  he  hates  the  effeminate  thing  that  governs, 
For  the  queen's  sake,  his  sister.     Mark  you  not 
He  keeps  aloof  from  all  the  revels  ? 

Bd.  But 

Not  from  the  cotmcil — there  he  is  ever  constant. 

Arh.  xVnd  ever  thv-arted  :  what  would  j'ou  have  more 
To  make  a  rebel  out  of  ?     A  fool  reigning, 
His  blood  dishonour'd,  and  himself  disdain'd  : 
AVhy,  it  is  }tu  revenge  we  work  for. 

Bd.  Coidd 

He  but  be  brought  to  think  so  :  this  I  doubt  of. 

Arb.  What,  if  we  sound  him? 

Bd.  Yes— if  the  time  served. 

TLnicr  Balea. 

Bal.  Satraps  !     The  king  commands  your  presence  at 
The  feast  to-night. 

Bd.  To  hear  is  to  obey. 

In  the  pavilion  ] 

Bal.  No  ;  here  in  the  palace. 

Arh.  How  !  in  the  palace  ?  it  was  not  thus  order'd. 

Bal.  It  is  so  order'd  now 

A  rh.  And  why  ? 

Bal.  I  know  not. 

Mav  I  retire? 

Arb.  Stav. 
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Bd.  {to  Arb.  aside).  Hush  !  let  liim  go  his  way. 
{Alternatehj  to  Bal.)  Yes,  Balea,  thank  the  monarch,  kiss 

the  hem 
Of  his  imperial  robe,  and  say,  his  slaves 
Will  take  the  ciaimbs  he  deigns  to  scatter  from 
His  royal  table  at  the  hour — was  't  midnight  ? 

Bal.   It  was  :  the  place,  the  hall  of  Nimrod.     Lords, 
I  humble  me  before  you,  and  depart. 

\_Exii  Balea. 

Arb.  I  like  not  this  same  sudden  change  of  place  ; 
There  is  some  mystei-y  :    wherefore  should  he  change  it  ? 

Bel.  Doth  he  not  change  a  thousand  times  a  day  ? 
Sloth  is  of  all  things  the  most  fanciful — 
Ajid  moves  more  pai'asangs  in  its  intents 
Than  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they  seek 
To  leave  their  foe  at  fault. — Why  dost  thou  muse  ? 

Arb.  He  loved  that  gay  pavilion, — it  was  ever 
His  summer  dotage. 

Bd.  And  he  loved  his  queen — 

And  thrice  a  thousand  harlotry  besides — 
And  he  has  loved  all  things  by  turns,  except 
Wisdom  and  glory. 

Arb.                         Still— I  like  it  not. 
If  he  has  changed — why,  so  must  wc  :  the  attack 
Vrere  easy  in  the  isolated  bower, 
Beset  with  drowsy  guards  and  drunken  courtiers  ; 
But  in  the  hall  of  Ximrod 

Bel.  Is  it  so  ? 

Methought  the  haughty  soldier  fear'd  to  mount 
A  throne  too  easily — does  it  disappoint  thee 
To  find  there  is  a  slipperier  step  or  two 
Than  what  was  counted  on  ? 

Arb.  When  the  hour  comes, 

Thou  shalt  perceive  how  far  I  fear  or  no. 
Thou  hast  seen  my  life  at  stake — and  gaily  play'd  for  : 
But  here  is  more  upon  the  die — a  kingdom. 

Bd.  I  have  foretold  already — thou  wilt  wm  it  : 
Then  on,  and  prosper. 

Arb.  Xov,'  were  I  a  soothsayer, 

I  would  have  boded  so  much  to  myself. 
But  be  the  stars  obey'd — I  cannot  ciuarrel 
With  them,  nor  their  interpreter,     ^^'ho  's  here  ? 
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Enter  Salemenes. 

Sal.  Satraps  ! 

Bel.  My  prince  ! 

Sal.  Well  met — I  sought  ye  both, 

But  elsc\^•here  than  the  palace. 

Arh.  Wherefore  so  ] 

Sal.  'T  is  not  the  hour. 

Ao-h.  The  hour  ! — what  hour? 

Sal.  Of  midnight. 

Bel.  IVIidnight,  my  lord  ! 

Sal.  "\Miat,  are  you  not  invited  ? 

Bel.  Oh  !  yes — we  had  forgotten, 

Sal.  Is  it  usual 

Thus  to  forget  a  sovereign's  invitation  ? 

A  rb.  "\Miy — we  but  now  received  it. 

Sal.  Then  why  hero  ? 

Arh.  On  duty. 

Sal.  On  what  duty  ? 

Bel.  On  the  state's. 

We  have  the  privilege  to  approach  the  presence ; 
But  found  the  monarch  absent.  -^ 

Sal.  And  I  too 

Am  upon  duty. 

A7'b.  May  we  crave  its  pxirport  ? 

Sal.  To  arrest  two  traitors.     Guards  !     Within  there  ! 

Enter  Guards. 

Sal.  (condmiing).  Satraps, 

Your  swords. 

Bd.  {dcUvcrine/  his).  My  lord,  behold  my  scimitar. 

Arh.  (draivintj  his  sivovd).  Take  mine. 

Sal.  {advancing).  I  will. 

Arh.  Eut  in  your  heart  the  blade — 

The  hilt  quits  not  this  hand.  -^ 

Sal.  {dratcinrj).  How  !  dost  thou  brave  me  ? 

'T  is  well — this  saves  a  trial,  and  false  mercy. 
Soldiers,  hew  down  the  rebel ! 

Arh.  Soldiers  !     Ay — 

Alone  you  dare  not. 

ScU.  Alone  !  foolish  slave — 

What  is  there  in  thee  that  a  prince  should  shrink  from 
Of  open  force  ?     Wc  dread  thy  treason,  not 
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Thy  strength  :  tJiy  tooth  is  nought  ^Yithout  its  veuom — 
The  serpent's,  not  the  lion's.     Cut  him  down. 

Bel.  {inter posing),  Arbaces  !  Are  you  mad?     Have  I  not 
render'd 
My  sword  ?     Then  trust  like  me  our  sovereign's  justice. 

A  rb.  No — I  will  sooner  trust  the  stars  thou  prat'st  of, 
And  this  slight  arm,  and  die  a  king  at  least 
Of  my  own  breath  and  body — so  far  that 
None  else  shall  chain  them, 

Sal.  (to  the  Guards).  You  hear  Jwn  and  me. 

Take  him  not, — kill. 

[TAe  Guards  attack  AVLBXC-ES.tvho  defends  himself  valiantltj 
and  dexterously  till  they  leaver. 

Sal.  Is  it  even  so  ;  and  must 

I  do  the  hangman's  office  ?    Recreants  !  see 
How  you  should  fell  a  traitor. 

[SALEiiEXES  attacks  Aebaces 

Enter  SAllDAyAPALC3  and  Train. 

Sar.  Hold  your  hands — 

Upon  your  lives,  I  say.     What,  deaf  or  drunken  ] 
My  sword  !     0  fool,  I  weai'  no  sword  ;  here,  fellow, 
Give  me  thy  weapon.  [To  a  Guard. 

[SARDANAPALts  Snatches  a  sicordfrom  one  of  the  soldiers,  and 
7'ushes  between  the  combatants— they  separate. 

Sar.  In  my  very  palace  ! 

What  hinders  me  from  cleaving  you  in  twain, 
Audacious  brawlers  ? 

Bel  Sire,  vour  justice. 

Sal  "  Or— 

Your  weakness, 

Sai\  {rais~inr/  the  sicord.)  How  ? 

Sal.  Strike  !  so  the  blow 's  repeated 

Upon  yon  traitor — whom  you  spare  a  moment, 
I  trust,  for  torture — I  'm  content. 

Sar.  What— him ! 

Who  dares  assail  Arbaces  ? 

Sal.  I  ! 

Sa7\  Indeed  ! 

Prince,  you  forget  yourself.     Upon  what  warrant  ? 

Sal.  {shoicing  the  signet).  Thine. 

Arb.  {confused).  The  king's  ! 


25G  SAP.DANAPALUS:  [Act  II. 

Sal.  Yes  !  and  let  the  king  confirm  it. 

Sea:  I  parted  not  from  this  for  such  a  purpose. 

Sal.  You  parted  with  it  for  your  safety — I 
Employ'd  it  for  the  best.     Pronounce  in  person. 
Here  I  am  but  your  slave — a  moment  past 
I  was  your  representative. 

Sar.  Then  sheathe 

Your  swords. 

[ABBACESaHrZ  Salemexf.s  1-ctuni  their  suords  to  the  scabbards. 

Sal.  iMine  's  sheathed :  I  pray  you  sheathe  not  yours  : 

'T  is  the  sole  sceptre  left  you  now  with  safety. 

Sar.  A  heavy  one  ;  the  hilt,  too,  hurts  my  hand. 
{To  a  Guard).  Here,  fellow,  take  thy  weapon  back.  "Well,  sirs, 
What  doth  this  mean  ? 

Bel.  The  prince  must  answer  that. 

Sal.  Truth  upon  my  part,  treason  upon  theirs. 

Sar.  Treason — Arbaces  !  treachery  and  Beleses  ! 
That  were  an  union  I  will  not  beUeve. 

Bel.  Where  is  the  proof  ? 

Sal.  I  '11  answer  that,  if  once 

The  king  demands  your  fellow-traitor's  sword. 

A  rl).  (to  Sal.)  A  sword  which  hath  been  drawn  as  oft  as  thine 
Against  his  foes. 

Sal.  And  now  against  his  brother, 

And  in  an  hour  or  so  against  himself. 

Sar.  That  is  not  possible :  he  dared  not ;  no — 
No — I  '11  not  hear  of  such  things.     These  vain  bickerings 
Are  spawn'd  in  courts  by  base  intrigues,  and  baser 
Hirelings,  who  live  by  lies  on  good  men's  lives. 
You  must  have  been  deceived,  my  brother. 

Sal.  First 

Let  him  deliver  up  his  weapon,  and 
Proclaim  himself  your  subject  by  that  duty, 
And  I  will  answer  all. 

Sar.  ^Vhy,  if  I  thought  so — 

But  no,  it  cannot  be  :  the  Mede  Arbaces — 
The  trusty,  rough,  true  soldier — the  best  captain 

Of  all  who  discipline  our  nations No, 

I  '11  not  insult  him  thus,  to  bid  him  render 

The  scimitar  to  me  he  never  yielded 

Unto  our  enemies.     Chief,  keep  your  weapon. 

Sal.  {deliveriiif/  hade  the  signet).  Monarch,  take  back  your 
signet. 
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Sur.  No,  retain  it ; 

But  use  it  with  more  moderation. 

Sal.  Sire, 

I  used  it  for  your  honour,  and  restore  it 
Because  I  camiot  keej)  it  with  my  own. 
Bestow  it  on  Arbaces. 

Sar.  So  I  should  : 

He  never  ask'd  it. 

Sal.  Doubt  not,  he  will  have  it, 

Without  that  hollow  semblance  of  respect. 

Bel.  I  know  not  what  hath  prejudiced  the  prince 
So  strongly  'gainst  two  subjects,  than  vrhom  none 
Have  been  more  zealous  for  Assyria's  weal. 

Sal.  Peace,  factious  priest,  and  faithless  soldier  !  the 
Uuit'st  in  thy  otnti  person  the  worst  vices 
Of  the  most  dangerous  oixlers  of  mankind. 
Keep  thy  smooth  words  and  juggling  homilies 
For  those  who  know  thee  not.     Thy  fellow's  sin 
Is,  at  the  least,  a  bold  one,  and  not  temper'd 
By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Chaldea. 

Bel.  Hear  him, 

My  liege — ^the  sou  of  Belus  !  he  blasphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land,  which  bows  the  knee 
Before  yom-  fathers. 

Sar.  Oh  !  for  that  I  pray  you 

Let  him  have  absolution.     I  dispense  with 
The  worship  of  dead  men  ;  feeling  that  I 
Am  moi-tal,  and  believing  that  the  race 
From  whence  I  sprung  are — what  I  see  them — ashes. 

Bel.  King  !     Do  not  deem  so  :  thev  are  with  the  ita* 
And 

Sar.  You  shall  join  them  ere  they  will  rise, 
If  vou  preach  farther — ^Why,  this  is  rank  treason. 

Sal.  My  lord  ! 

Sar.  To  school  me  in  the  worship  of 

Assyria's  idols  !     Let  him  be  released — 
Give  him  his  sword. 

Sal.  My  lord,  and  king,  and  brother, 

I  pray  ye  pause. 

Sar.  Yes,  and  be  sermonised. 

And  dinn'd,  and  deafon'd  ANT-th  dead  men  and  Baal, 
And  ail  Chiddea's  stai-ry  mysteries. 

Bel.  Monarch  !  respect  them. 

VOL.   I  B 
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Sar.  Ob  !  for  that— I  love  tlicDi; 

I  love  to  watch  them  in  the  deep  blue  vault, 
And  to  compare  them  with  my  Tv[yrrha's  eyes  ; 
I  love  to  see  their  rays  redoubled  in 
The  tremulous  silver  of  Euphrates'  wave, 
As  the  light  breeze  of  midnight  crisps  the  broad 
And  rolling  water,  sighing  through  the  sedges 
Which  fringe  his  banks  :  but  whether  they  may  be 
Gods,  as  some  say,  Cr  the  abodes  of  gods. 
As  others  hold,  or  simply  lamps  of  night. 
Worlds,  or  the  lights  of  worlds.  I  know  nor  care  not. 
There 's  something  sweet  in  my  uncertainty 
I  would  not  change  for  your  Chaldean  lore  ; 
Besides,  I  know  of  these  all  clay  can  know 
Of  aught  above  it,  or  below  it — nothing. 
I  see  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty — -- 
When  they  shine  on  my  grave  I  shall  know  neither. 

Bel.  For  neither,  sire,  say  better. 

Sm'.  I  will  wait, 

If  it  so  please  you,  pontiff,  for  that  knowledge. 
In  the  mean  time  receive  your  sword,  and  know 
That  I  prefer  yom'  service  militant 
Unto  your  ministry — not  loving  either. 

Sal.  (aside).  His  lusts  have  made  him  mad.     Then  must  I 
save  him, 
Spite  of  himself. 

Sar.  Please  you  to  hear  me,  Satraps  ! 

And  chiefly  thou,  my  priest,  because  I  doubt  thee 
More  than  the  soldier ;  and  would  doubt  thee  all 
Wert  thou  not  half  a  warrior  :  let  us  part 
In  peace — I  '11  not  say  pardon — which  must  be 
Eani'd  by  the  guilty  ;  this  I  '11  not  pronounce  ye, 
Although  upon  this  breatli  of  mine  depends 
Your  own ;  and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 
But  fear  not — for  that  I  am  soft,  not  fearful — 
And  so  live  on.     Were  I  the  thing  some  think  mo, 
Your  beads  Avould  now  be  dripping  the  last  drops 
Of  their  attainted  gore  from  the  high  gates 
Of  this  our  palace,  into  the  dry  dust, 
Tlieir  only  portion  of  the  coveted  kingdom 
They  would  be  crown'd  to  reign  o'er — let  that  pass. 
As  I  have  said,  I  will  not  deem  ye  guilty, 
Nor  doom  ye  guiltless.     Albeit  better  meu 
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Than  ye  or  I  staud  ready  to  arraign  you ; 
And  should  I  leave  your  fate  to  sterner  judges, 
And  proofs  of  all  kmds,  I  might  sacrifice 
Two  men,  who,  whatsoe'er  they  now  are,  were 
Ouce  honest.     Ye  are  free,  sirs, 

Avb.  Sire,  this  clemency • 

Bel.  {interniptinfj  kiiu).  Is  worthy  of  yom-self ;  and,  although 
innocent. 
We  thank 

Siw.  Priest  !  keep  your  thanksgivings  for  Belus  ; 

His  offspring  needs  none. 

Bel.  But  being  innocent 

Sen:  Be  silent. — Guilt  is  loud.     If  ye  are  loyal, 
Ye  are  iujured  men,  and  should  be  sad,  not  gratefLd. 

Bd.  So  we  should  be,  were  j  ustice  always  done 
By  earthly  power  omnipotent ;  but  innocence 
Must  ofc  receive  her  right  as  a  mere  favour. 

Sar.  That 's  a  good  sentence  for  a  homily. 
Though  not  for  this  occasion.     Prithee  keep  it 
To  plead  thy  sovereign's  cause  before  his  people. 

Bel.  I  trust  there  is  no  cause. 

Sar.  ISTo  ccmse,  perhaps ; 

But  many  causers  : — if  ye  meet  with  such 
In  the  exercise  of  your  inquisitive  function 
On  earth,  or  should  you  read  of  it  in  heaven 
In  some  mysterious  twinkle  of  the  stars. 
Which  are  your  chronicles,  I  pray  you  note. 
That  there  are  worse  things  betwixt  earth  and  heaven 
Thau  liim  who  ruleth  many  and  slays  none ; 
And,  hating  not  himself,  yet  loves  his  fellows 
Enough  to  spare  even  those  who  would  not  spare  him 
Were  they  once  masters — but  that 's  doubtful.     Satraps  ! 
Yom-  swords  and  persons  are  at  liberty 
To  use  them  as  ye  will — but  from  this  hour 
I  have  no  call  for  cither.     Salemenes  ! 
Follow  me. 

[Exeunt    Sabdakapai.us,    Salemeses,  and  the   Train,  i,c., 
leaviu'j  Aubaces  and  Beleses. 

Arh.  Beleses  ! 

Bd.  Is  ow,  what  think  you  ? 

Arh.  That  we  are  lost. 

Bd.  That  we  have  won  the  kingdom. 

Arh,  What  ?  thus  suspected — with  the  sword  slung  o'er  us 

&2 
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But  by  a  single  hair,  and  that  still  wavormg, 
To  be  blown  down  by  his  imperious  breath 
Which  spared  us — yvhy,  I  know  not. 

Bel.  Seek  not  why ; 

But  let  us  profit  by  the  interval. 
The  hour  is  still  our  own — our  i:)0wcr  the  same — 
The  night  the  same  we  destined.     He  hath  changed 
Kothing  except  our  ignorance  of  all 
Suspicion  into  such  a  certainty 
As  must  make  madness  of  delay. 

Arb.  And  vet 

Jiel.  What,  doubting  still  ? 

Arb.  He  spared  our  lives,  nay,  more, 

Saved  them  from  Salcmcnes. 

Bel.  And  how  long 

Will  he  so  spare  ?  till  the  first  drunken  minute. 

Arb.  Or  sober,  rather.     Yet  he  did  it  nobly ; 
Oave  royally  what  wc  had  forfeited 
]3asely 

Bel.  Say  bravely. 

Arb.  Somewhat  of  both,  perhaps. 

But  it  lias  touch VI  mc,  and,  -svhatc'cr  betide, 
I  will  no  further  on. 

Bel.  And  lose  the  world  ! 

A  rb.  Lose  any  thing  except  my  own  esteem, 

Bel.  I  blush  that  we  should  owe  our  lives  to  such 
A  king  of  distaffs  ! 

Arb.  But  no  less  we  owe  them  ; 

And'I  should  blush  far  more  to  take  the  grantor's  ! 

Bel.    Thou    may'st    endure    Avhate'er    thou    wilt — the 
stars 
Have  written  otherwise. 

Arb.  Though  they  came  down, 

And  marshall'd  me  the  way  in  all  their  brightness, 
I  would  not  follow. 

Bel.  This  is  weakness — worse 

Tlian  a  scared  Licldain's  dreaming  of  the  dead, 
And  waking  in  the  darlc, — Go  to — go  to. 

Arb.  Methought  he  look'd  like  Nimrod  as  he  spoke. 
Even  as  the  proud  imperial  statue  stands 
Looking  the  monarch  of  the  kings  around  it. 
And  sways,  while  they  but  ornament,  the  temple. 

Bd.  I  told  you  that  you  had  too  much  despised  him, 
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And  that  tlicre  was  some  roj-alty  within  him — 
'What  then?  he  is  the  nobler  foe. 

Arb.  But  we 

The  meaner. — "Would  he  had  not  spared  us  ! 

Bel.  So— 

Wouldst  thou  be  sacrificed  thus  readily  ? 

Alb.  Xo — but  it  had  been  better  to  have  died 
Than  live  ungrateful. 

Bel.  Oh,  the  souls  of  some  men  ! 

Thou  wouldst  digest  what  some  call  treason,  and 
Fools  treachery — and,  behold,  upon  the  sudden, 
Becavise  for  sometliing  or  for  nothing,  this 
Eash  reveller  steps,  ostentatiously, 
'T\vixt  thee  and  Salemenes,  thou  art  tum'd 
Into — what  shall  I  say  ? — Sardanapalus  ! 
I  know  no  name  more  ignominious. 

Arb.  But 

An  hour  ago,  who  dared  to  term  me  such 
Had  held  his  life  but  lightly — as  it  is, 
I  must  forgive  you,  even  as  he  forgave  us — 
Semiramis  herself  would  not  liave  done  it. 

Bel.  Xo — the  queen  liked  no  sharers  of  the  kingdom, 
Xot  even  a  husband. 

Arb.  I  must  serve  him  truly 

Bel.  And  humbly  ? 

Arb.  No,  sir,  pi"0udly — being  honest. 

I  shall  be  nearer  thrones  than  you  to  heaven ; 
And  if  not  quite  so  haughty,  yet  more  lofty. 
You  may  do  your  own  deeming — you  have  codes. 
And  mysteries,  and  corollaries  of 
I'aght  and  wrong,  which  I  lack  for  my  direction, 
And  must  pursue  but  what  a  plain  heart  teaches 
And  now  you  know  me. 

Bel.  Have  vou  finlsh'd  ? 

Arb.  *'  Yes— 

With  you. 

Bel.  And  would,  perhaps,  betray  as  well 

As  quit  me  ? 

A  rb.  That 's  a  sacerdotal  thought, 

And  not  a  soldier's. 

Bel.  Be  it  what  you  will — 

Truce  with  these  wranglings,  and  but  hear  me. 

Arb.  Xo— 
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There  is  more  peril  iu  your  subtle  spirit 
Tl}an  iu  a  phfilaus. 

Bel.  If  it  must  be  so — • 

I  '11  en  alone. 

Arh.  Aloue ! 

Bd.  Thrones  hold  but  one. 

Arh.  But  this  is  fill'd. 

Bd.  With  worse  than  vacanc}'— 

A  despised  monarch.     Look  to  it,  Arbaces  : 
I  have  still  aided,  cherish'd,  loved,  and  urged  you ; 
AVas  willing  even  to  serve  you,  iu  the  hope 
To  serve  and  save  Assyria.     Heaven  itself 
Seem'd  to  consent,  and  all  events  were  friendly, 
Even  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  shrunk 
Into  a  shallow  softness  ;  but  now,  rather 
Than  see  my  country  languish,  I  will  be 
Her  saviour  or  the  victim  of  her  tyrant, 
Or  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  both  arc  one ; 
And  if  I  win,  Arbaces  is  my  servant. 

Arh.   Your  servant ! 

Bel.  Wliy  not  ?  better  than  be  slave, 

1\\(i  pardon  d  slave  of  s7;c  Sardnnapalus  ! 

Enter  P.vxiA. 

Pan.  My  lords,  I  bear  an  order  from  the  king. 

Arh.  It  is  obcy'd  ere  spoken. 

Bd.  Notwithstanding, 

Let  'a  hear  it. 

Pan.  Forthwith,  on  this  very  niglit, 

Hepair  to  your  respective  satrapies 
Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

Bd.  "With  our  troops  ? 

Pan.  My  order  is  vmto  the  satraps  and 
Their  household  train, 

Arh.  But 

Bd.  It  must  be  obcy'd  : 

Say,  we  depart. 

Pan.  jMy  order  is  to  sec  you 

Depart,  and  not  to  bear  your  answer. 

Bel.  (aside).  Ay 

Well,  sir,  we  will  accompany  you  hence. 

Pan.  I  will  retire  to  marshal  forth  the  guard 
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Of  lionour  wbicli  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 

Your  leisure,  so  that  it  the  hour  exceeds  not,        lExU  r.'.xrA. 

£e7.  Now  then  obey  ! 

A7'b.  Doubtless. 

Bel  Yes,  to  the  gates 

That  grate  the  palace,  which  is  now  our  prison — 
Xo  further. 

A  rl.  Thou  hast  harj^'d  the  truth  indeed  i 

The  realm  itself,  in  all  its  wide  extension. 
Yawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee  and  me. 

Bel.  Graves  ! 

Arh.  If  I  thought  so,  this  good  sword  should  dig 

One  more  than  mine. 

Bel.  It  shall  have  work  enough. 

Let  me  hope  better  than  thou  augurest ; 
At  present,  let  us  hence  as  best  we  may. 
Thou  dost  agi-ee  with  me  in  understanding 
This  order  as  a  sentence  ? 

Arl.  ^Vhy,  what  other 

Interpretation  should  it  bear  ?  it  is 
The  very  policy  of  orient  monarchs — 
Pardon  and  poison — favours  and  a  sword — 
A  distant  voyage,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 
IIow  many  satraps  in  his  father's  time — 
For  he  I  own  is,  or  at  least  was,  bloodless — 

Bel.  But  inll  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 

Arh.  I  doubt  it. 

How  many  satraps  have  I  seen  set  out 
In  his  sire's  day  for  mighty  vice-royalties, 
"Whose  tombs  are  on  their  path  !     I  know  not  how, 
But  they  all  sicken' d  by  the  way,  it  v^'as 
So  long  and  heavy, 

Bel.  Let  us  but  regain 

The  free  air  of  the  city,  and  we  11  shorten 
The  journey. 

Arh.  'T  vdll  be  shorten'd  at  the  gates, 

It  may  be. 

Bel.  No ;  they  hardly  will  risk  that. 

They  mean  us  to  die  privately,  but  not 
Within  the  palace  or  the  city  walls, 
"Where  we  are  knova:i,  and  may  have  partisans : 
If  they  had  meant  to  slay  us  here,  we  were 
No  longer  with  the  living.     Let  us  hence. 
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Arh.  If  I  but  thought  he  did  not  mean  my  life 

£cL  Fool  !  hence — what  else  should  despotism  alarm'd 
Mean  ]     Let  us  but  rejoin  our  troops,  and  march. 

Arb.  Towards  our  provinces? 

Bel.  No  ;  towards  your  kingdom. 

There 's    time,    there 's   heart,   and  hope,  and  power,  and 

means, 
Which  their  half  measures  leave  us  in  full  scope. — 
Away  ! 

A  rb.  And  I  even  yet  repenting  must 
Relapse  to  guilt ! 

Bd.  Self-defence  is  a  virtue, 

Sole  bulwark  of  all  right.     Away,  I  say  ! 
Let's  leave  this  place,  the  air  grows  thick  and  choking, 
And  the  walls  have  a  scent  of  night-shade — hence  ! 
Let  us  not  leave  them  time  for  further  council. 
Our  quick  departure  proves  our  civic  zeal; 
Our  quick  departure  liinders  our  good  escort. 
The  worthy  Pauia,  from  anticipating 
The  orders  of  some  parasangs  from  hence  : 

Nay,  there 's  no  other  choice,  but hence,  I  say. 

[^Ex'it  uilh  Arbaces,  uho foUous  rehtctanthj.'^ 

Eitlcr  SARDAXArALVS  and  Salemexes. 

S'.ir.  "Well,  all  is  remedied,  and  without  bloodshed, 
Tliat  worst  of  mockeries  of  a  remedy  ; 
"We  are  now  secure  by  these  men's  exile. 

Sal  Yes, 

As  he  who  treads  on  flowers  is  from  the  adder  . 
Twnned  round  their  roots. 

Sar.  ^y^y,  what  wouldst  liave  mo  do? 

Sal.  Undo  what  you  have  done. 

Sar.  Eevoke  my  pardon-? 

Sal.  Replace  the  crown  now  tottering  on  your  temples. 

Sai:  That  were  tyrannical. 

Sal.  But  sure. 

Sar.  We  are  so. 

What  danger  can  they  work  upon  the  frontier  ? 

Sal.  They  are  not  there  yet — never  should  they  be  so, 
Were  I  well  listen'd  to. 

Sar.  Nay,  I  have  listen'd 

Impartially  to  thee — Vj-hy  not  to  them  ? 
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S<iL  You  may  know  that  hereafter ;  as  it  is, 
I  take  my  leave  to  order  forth  the  guard. 

*S'rt;'.  And  you  -u-ill  join  us  at  the  banquet  ? 

Sal.  Sii'e, 

Dispense  with  me — I  am  no  wassailer  : 
Command  me  in  all  service  save  the  Bacchant's. 

Sc'j:  Nay,  but 't  is  fit  to  revel  now  and  then. 

Scd.  And  fit  that  some  should  watch  for  those  v;ho  revel 
Too  oft.     Am  I  permitted  to  depart  ? 

Set/'.  Yes Stay  a  moment,  my  good  Salemenes, 

My  brother,  my  best  subject,  better  prince 

Than  I  am  king.     You  should  have  been  the  monarch, 

And  I — I  know  not  what,  and  care  not ;  but 

Think  not  I  am  insensible  to  all 

Thine  honest  wisdom,  and  thy  rough  yet  kind, 

Though  oft  reproving,  su£ei'ance  of  my  follies. 

If  I  have  spared  these  men  against  thy  counsel, 

That  is,  their  lives — it  is  not  that  I  doubt 

The  advice  was  sound  ;  but,  let  them  live  :  we  will  not 

Ca-\il  about  theu-  lives — so  let  them  mend  them. 

Their  banishment  will  leave  me  still  soimd  sleep, 

^^^lich  their  death  had  not  left  me. 

Sal.  Thus  you  run 

The  risk  to  sleep  for  ever,  to  save  traitors — 
A  moment's  pang  now  changed  for  years  of  crime. 
Still  let  them  be  made  quiet, 

Sar.  Tempt  me  not ; 

My  word  ls  past. 

Sal.  Eut  it  may  be  recall'd. 

Sar.  'T  is  royal. 

Sal.  And  should  therefore  be  decisive. 

This  half  indulgence  of  an  exile  serves 
But  to  provoke — a  pardon  shoidd  be  full, 
Or  it  is  none. 

Sar.  And  who  pei'suaded  me 

After  I  had  repeal'd  them,  or  at  least 
Only  dismiss'd  them  from  our  presence,  who 
Urged  me  to  send  them  to  then'  satrapies  ? 

Sal.  True  ;  that  I  had  forgotten  ;  that  is,  sire. 
If  they  e'er  reach'd  their  satrapies — why,  then, 
Reprove  me  more  for  my  advice. 

Sar.  And  if 

They  do  not  reach  them— look  to  it ! — in  safety, 
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lu  safet}',  mark  me — and  security — 
Look  to  thine  own. 

Sal.  Permit  me  to  depart ; 

Their  safeuj  shall  be  cared  for. 

Sar.  Get  thee  hence,  then ; 

And,  prithee,  think  more  gently  of  thy  brother. 

Sal.  Sire,  I  shall  ever  duly  serve  my  sovereign. 

[Exit  Salkmenes. 

Sar.  (sdus).  That  man  is  of  a  temper  too  severe  j 
Hard  but  as  lofty  as  the  rock,  and  free 
From  all  the  taints  of  common  earth — while  I 
Am  softer  cky,  impregnated  with  flowers  : 
But  as  our  mould  is,  must  the  produce  be. 
If  I  have  en-'d  this  time,  "t  is  on  the  side 
Where  error  sits  most  lightly  on  that  sense, 
I  know  not  what  to  call  it ;  but  it  reckons 
With  me  ofttimes  for  pain,  and  sometimes  pleasure ; 
A  spirit  which  seems  placed  about  my  heart 
To  count  its  throbs,  not  c^uicken  them,  and  ask 
Questions  which  mortal  never  dared  to  ask  me. 
Nor  Baal,  though  an  oracular  deity —  -^ 
Albeit  his  marble  face  majestical 
Frowns  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 
His  brows  to  changed  expression,  till  at  times 
I  think  the  statue  looks  in  act  to  speak. 
Away  with  these  vain  thouglits,  I  will  be  joyous — 
And  here  comes  Joy's  true  herald. 

Enter  Myrriia. 

Myr.  King  !  the  sky 

Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder. 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest."^ 
Will  you  then  quit  the  palace  ? 

Sar.  Tempest,  say'st  thou  ? 

M)jr.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Sar.  For  my  own  part,  I  should  be 

Not  ill  content  to  vary  the  smooth  scene, 
And  watch  the  warring  elements  ;  but  this 
Would  little  suit  the  silken  garments  and 
Smooth  faces  of  our  festive  friends.     Say,  Myrrha, 
Art  thou  of  those  who  dread  the  roar  of  clouds  ? 
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Miir.  In  mv  owu  country  we  respect  tlieir  voices 
As  auguiies  of  Jove.  -*^ 

Sar.  Jove  I — ay,  your  Baal — 

Ours  also  has  a  property  in  th under, 
And  ever  and  anon  some  falling  bolt 
Proves  his  divinity, — and  yet  sometimes 
Strikes  Lis  own  altars. 

Mijr.  That  were  a  dread  omen. 

Bar.  Yes — for  the  priests.     Well,  we  will  not  go  forth 
Beyond  the  palace  walL?  to-night,  but  make 
Oar  feast  within, 

Myr.  Now,  Jove  be  pmised  !  that  he 

Hath  heard  the  prayer  thou  wouldst  not  hear.     The  gods 
Are  kinder  to  thee  than  thou  to  thyself, 
And  flash  this  storm  between  thee  and  thy  foes. 
To  shield  tliee  from  them. 

Sar.       _  Child,  if  there  be  peril, 

Methinks  it  is  the  same  within  these  walls 
As  on  the  river's  brink. 

Myr.  Not  so ;  these  walls 

Are  high  and  strong,  and  guarded.     Treason  has 
To  penetrate  through  many  a  winding  way, 
And.  massy  j'ortal ;  but  in  the  pavilion 
There  Ls  no  bulwark. 

Sar.  Xc,  nor  in  the  palace, 

Xor  in  the  fortress,  nor  upon  the  top 
Of  cloud-fenced  Caucasus,  where  the  eagle  sits 
Nested  in  pathless  clefts,  if  treachery  be  : 
Even  as  the  arrow  finds  the  airy  king. 
The  steel  will  reach  the  earthly.     But  be  calm  ; 
The  men,  or  innocent  or  guilty,  are 
Banish'd,  and  far  upon  their  way. 

Myv.  They  live,  tlien  ? 

&u\  So  sanguinai-y  ]     Tlioa! 

My-,'.  I  would  not  shrink 

From  just  infliction  of  due  puinshment 
On  those  who  seek  your  life  :  were 't  otherwise, 
I  should  not  merit  mine.     Besides,  you  heard 
The  princely  Salemenes. 

Sar.  ThLs  is  strange  ; 

The  gentle  and  the  austere  arc  both  agaiast  me, 
And  urge  me  to  revenge. 

Myr.  T  Is  a  Greek  Tii'tue. 
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Sar.  Piut  not  a  kingly  one — I  '11  none  on  t ;  or 
If  ever  I  indnlge  in  't,  it  shall  be 
"With  kings — my  equals. 

Mi/r.  These  men  sought  to  be  so. 

Sai:  Myrrha,  this  is  too  femiuiue,  and  springs 
From  fear 

3Iy):  For  you. 

Sar.  'No  matter,  still  'tis  fear. 

I  have  observed  your  sex,  once  roused  to  wrath, 
Are  timidl}^  vindictive  to  a  pitch 
Of  perseverance,  which  I  woxild  not  copy. 
I  thought  you  were  exempt  from  this,  as  from 
The  childish  helplessness  of  Asian  women.-' 

Mijr.  My  lord,  I  am  no  boaster  of  my  love, 
Nor  of  my  atti-ibutes  ;  I  have  shared  your  splendour, 
And  will  partake  your  fortunes.     You  may  live 
To  find  one  slave  more  trne  than  subject  myriads 
But  this  the  gods  avert  !     I  am  content 
To  be  beloved  on  trust  for  what  I  feel, 
Rather  than  prove  it  to  you  in  your  griefs,  -^ 
Which  might  not  yield  to  any  cares  of  mine. 

Sar.  Grief  cannot  come  where  perfect  love  exists. 
Except  to  heighten  it,  and  vanish  from 
That  which  it  could  not  scare  aw;iy.     Let 's  in — 
The  hour  approaches,  and  we  must  prepare 
To  meet  the  invited  guests  wlio  grace  our  feast. 

1  E.cni)i("^ 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I. — The  Ilall  of  the  Palace  iUiiniinated—BxnnASWALVS  and 
his  Guests  at  Table. — AstorM  iciih'nit.  and  TItundcr  occasionaUij 
heard  during  the  Banquet. 

Sar.  Fill  full  !  why  this  is  as  it  should  be  :  hero 
Is  my  true  realm,  amidst  bright  eyes  and  faces 
Ha]ipy  as  fair  !     Here  sorrow  cannot  reach. 

Zam.  Nor  elsewhere — where  the  king  is,  pleasxu'e  sparkles. 

Sar.  Is  not  this  better  now  than  Kimrod's  huntings, 
Or  my  wild  graudam's  chase  in  search  of  kingdoms 
She  could  not  keep  when  conquer'd  ? 

Alt.  J^Iighty  though 

They  were,  as  all  thy  royal  Hue  Lave  been, 
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Yet  none  of  those  who  went  before  have  rcach'd 

The  acme  of  )Sardauapalu.s,  who 

lla,s  placed  his  joy  iu  peace — the  sole  true  glory. 

Sew.  And  pleasure,  good  Altada,  to  whicli  glory 
Is  but  the  path.     What  is  it  that  we  seek  ? 
Enjoyment  !     We  have  cut  the  way  short  to  it, 
And  not  gone  tracking  it  through  human  ashes. 
Making  a  grave  with  every  footstep. 

Zam.  Xo ; 

All  hearts  are  hapj^r,  and  all  voices  bless 
The  king  of  peace,  who  holds  a  Avorld'in  jubilee. 

Sea:  Art  sure  of  that ;     I  have  heard  otherwise  ; 
Some  say  that  there  be  traitors. 

Zam.  Traitors  they 

Who  dare  to  say  so  ! — 'T  is  impossible. 
What  cause  ? 

Sar.  What  cause  ?  tiiie, — fill  the  goblet  up ; 

We  will  not  think  of  them  :  there  are  none  sucb, 
Or  if  there  be,  they  are  gone. 

Alt.  Guests,  to  my  pledge  ! 

Down  on  your  knees,  and  drink  a  measure  to 
The  safety  of  the  king — the  monarch,  say  I  ? 
The  god  Sardanapalus ! 

[ZAMr;s  ajid  tlie.  Guests  kneel,  and  czclaiin — 
Mightier  than 
His  father  Baal,  the  god  Sardanapalus  ! 

[It  t/inndcrs  as  thcij  kneel ;  some  start  up  in  confusion. 

Zam.  Why  do  you  rise,  my  friends  ?  in  that  strong  peal 
His  fiither  gods  consented. 

3fyr.  T^Ienacecl,  rather. 

King,  wilt  thou  bear  this  mad  impiety  I 

Sar.  Impiety  ! — nay,  if  the  sires  who  reigu'd 
Before  me  can  be  gods,  I  '11  not  disgrace 
Their  lineage.     But  ai'ise,  my  pious  friends  ; 
Hoard  your  devotion  for  the  thunderer  there  : 
I  seek  but  to  be  loved,  not  worshipp'd. 

Alt.  Both— 

Both  you  must  ever  be  by  all  time  subjects. 

Sar.  Methinks  the  thunders  still  increase  :  it  is 
An  awful  night. 

Myr.  ^^j^..^ 

2so  palace  to  protect  their  worshippers. 

Sar.  That  'ss  true,  my  Myrrha ;  and  could  I  convert 
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My  realm  to  one  wide  shelter  for  the  wretched, 
I  'd  do  it. 

Myv.         Thou  'it  no  god,  then,  not  to  be 
Able  to  work  a  v>-ill  so  good  and  general, 
As  thy  wish  would  imply. 

Sar.  And  your  gods,  then, 

AVho  can,  and  do  not  ? 

Myr.  Do  not  speak  of  that. 

Lest  we  provoke  them. 

Sar.  True,  they  love  not  censure 

Better  than  mortals.     Friends,  a  thouglit  has  struck  me  : 
Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  think  ye,  be 
Air  worshippers  ?  that  is,  when  it  is  angry, 
And  pelting  as  even  now. 

Alyr.  The  Persian  prays 

Upon  his  mountain. 

Sar.  Yes,  when  the  sun  shines. 

Myr.  And  I  would  ask  if  this  your  palace  were 
Unroof 'd  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  lick  the  dust  in  which  the  king  lay  low  ? 

Alt.  The  fair  Ionian  is  too  sarcastic 
Upon  a  nation  whom  she  knows  not  well ; 
The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their  king's. 
And  homage  is  their  pride. 

Sar.  Nay,  pardon,  guests. 

The  fair  Greek's  readiness  of  speech. 

Alt.  Pardon  1  sire: 

AYe  honour  her  of  all  things  next  to  thee. 
Hark  !  what  was  that  ? 

Zara.  That !  nothing  but  the  jar 

Of  distant  portals  shaken  by  the  wind. 

Alt.  It  sounded  like  the  clash  of — hark  again  ! 

Zam.  The  big  rain  pattering  on  the  roof 

Sar.  No  more. 

Myrrha,  my  love,  hast  thou  thy  shell  in  order  ? 
Sing  me  a  song  of  Sappho,  herj  thou  know'st, 
Who  in  thy  country  threw 

Enter  Paxia,  niili  lax  sirord  and  gannerJs  blood//,  and  dtsordrrcd. 
The  ijiicsts  rise  in  confusion. 

Pan.  {to  the  Guanh).  Look  to  the  porials; 

And  with  your  best  speed  to  the  walls  without. 
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YolU'  arms  !     To  arms  !     The  king 's  in  danger.     Monarch 
Excuse  this  haste, — 't  is  faith. 

Sar.  Si:)eak  ou. 

Pan.                                                                 It  is 
As  Salemenes  fear'd ;  the  faithless  satraps 

Bar.  You  are  wounded — give  some  wine.     Take  breath, 
good  Pania. 

Pan.  'Tis  nothing — a  mere  flesh  %YOund.     I  am  worn 
More  A\ith  my  speed  to  vrarn  my  sovereign, 
Than  hurt  in  his  defence. 

My)'.  Well,  sir,  the  rebels  ? 

Pan.  Soon  as  Arbaces  and  Bclescs  reach'd 
Their  stations  in  the  city,  they  refused 
To  mai'ch  ;  and  ou  my  attempt  to  use  the  power 
Which  I  was  delegated  with,  they  call'd 
Upon  their  troops,  who  rose  in  fierce  defiance. 

Myv.  All  ? 

Pan.  Too  many. 

Sar.  Spare  not  of  thy  free  speech, 

To  spare  mine  ears  the  tiiith. 

Pan.  My  own  slight  guard 

Were  faithful,  and  what 's  left  of  it  is  still  so. 

Myr.  And  are  these  all  the  force  still  faithful  ? 

Pan.  No — 

The  Bactrians,  now  led  on  by  Salemenes, 
Who  even  then  was  on  his  way,  still  urged 
By  strong  siispicion  of  the  Median  chiefs, 
Are  numerous,  and  make  strong  head  against 
The  rebels,  fighting  inch  by  inch,  and  forming 
An  orb  around  the  palace,  where  they  mean 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  save  the  king. 
{He  hesitates.)  I  am  charged  to 

Myr.  "T  is  no  time  for  hesitation. 

Pan.  Prince  Salemenes  doth  implore  the  king 
To  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a  moment, 
And  show  hin^self  unto  the  soldiers  :  his 
Sole  presoucc  in  this  instant  might  do  more 
Than  hosts  can  do  in  his  behalf. 

Sar.  What,  ho  ! 

My  armour  there. 

Myr.  And  wilt  thou  ? 

Sar.  Will  I  not  ? 

Ho.  there  I — but  seek  not  for  the  buckler  :  'tis 
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Tf)o  lieavy  : — a  light  cuirass  and  my  sword. 
Where  arc  the  rebels  ? 

Pan.  Scarce  a  furlong's  length 

From  the  outward  v/all  the  fiercest  conflict  rages. 

Sar.  Then  I  may  charge  on  horseback.     Sfero,  ho  ! 
Order  my  horse  out. — There  is  space  enough 
Even  in  our  courts,  and  by  the  outer  gate, 
To  marshal  half  the  horsemen  of  Arabia. 

\_Exit  Sfero /o>-  thr:  armour. 

Mijv.  IIow  I  do  love  thee  ! 

Sar.  I  ne'er  doubted  it. 

Myr.  But  now  I  know  thee. 

8ar.  (to  Ills  Attendant).         Bring  down  my  spear  too. — 
Where 's  Salemcnes  ? 

Pan.  Where  a  soldier  should  be, 

In  the  thick  of  the  fight. 

Sar.  Then  hasten  to  him Is 

The  path  still  open,  and  communication 
Left  'twixt  the  palace  and  the  phalanx 

Pan.  'Twas 

AVhen  I  late  left  him,  and  I  have  no  fear  : 
Our  troops  were  steady,  and  the  phalanx  form'd. 

Sar.  Tell  him  to  spare  his  person  for  the  present. 
And  that  I  will  not  spare  my  o^vn — and  say, 
I  come. 

Pan.  There's  victory  in  the  very  word.  L^-*"'' Pania. 

Sar.  Altada — Zames — forth,  and  arm  ye  !     There 
Is  all  in  readiness  in  the  armour}'. 
See  that  the  women  are  bestow'd  in  safety 
In  the  remote  apartments  :  let  a  guard 
Be  set  before  them,  with  strict  charge  to  quit 
The  post  but  with  their  lives — command  it,  Zames. 
Altada,  arm  yourself,  and  return  here  ; 
Your  post  is  near  our  person. 

lExeunt  Zames,  Altada,  and  all  save  Mtrrha. 

Enter  Spero  and  others  uith  the  King's  Anns,  Cyc. 

Sfc.  Ki'ig  !  your  armour. 

Sar.    (arming  himself).     Give   me   the   cuirass — so :    my 
baldric;  now 
My  sword  :  I  had  forgot  the  helm — where  is  it  ? 
That's  well — no,  'tis  too  heavy  ;  you  mistake,  too— 
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It  was  not  this  I  meant,  bub  that  which  bears 
A  diadem  around  it. 

Sfe.  Sii'o,  I  deem'd 

That  too  conspicuous  from  the  precious  stones 
To  risk  your  &acred  brow  beneath — and  tru.=t  me, 
This  is  of  better  metal,  though  less  rich. 

Sen:  You  deem'd  !    Are  you  too  turn'd  a  rebel  ?    Fellow  ! 
Your  part  is  to  obey  :  return,  and — no — 
It  is  too  late — I  will  go  forth  ^^ithout  it. 

Sfc.  At  least,  wear  this. 

8ar.  Wear  Caucasus  !  why,  't  is 

A  mountain  on  my  temples. 

Sfe.  Sire,  the  meanest 

Soldier  goes  not  forth  thus  exposed  to  battle. 
All  men  will  recognise  you — for  the  storm 
Has  ceased,  and  the  moon  breaks  forth  in  her  brightness. 

Sar.  I  go  forth  to  be  recognised,  and  thus 
Shall  be  so  sooner.     Nov/ — my  spear  !  I'm  arm'd. 

[In  going  stops  short,  and  tarns  to  SrEKO. 
Sfero — I  had  forgotten — bring  the  mirror.-^ 

Sfe.  The  mirror,  sh-e  1 

Sar.  Yes,  sir,  of  polish'd  brass. 

Brought  from  the  spoils  of  India — but  be  speedy. 

lExil  Sfeeo. 

Sen:  Myrrha,  retire  unto  a  place  of  safety. 
AYhy  went  you  not  forth  with  the  other  damsels  ? 

Alyr.  Because  my  place  is  here. 

Sar.  And  when  I  am  gone— — 

iVyr.  I  follow. 

Sen:  You  I  to  battle  1 

Myr.  If  it  were  so, 

'T  were  not  the  first  Greek  girl  had  trod  the  path. 
I  will  await  here  your  return. 

Sar.  The  place 

Is  spacious,  and  the  first  to  be  sought  out, 
If  they  prevail ;  and,  if  it  be  so, 
And  I  return  not 

Myr.  Still  we  meet  again. 

Sar.  How? 

Myr.  In  the  spot  where  all  must  meet  at  last — 
In  Hades  !  if  there  be,  as  I  believe, 
A  shoi-e  beyond  the  Styx ;  and  if  there  be  not, 
In  ashes. 
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Sar.        Barest  tliou  so  mucli ' 

3fyr.  I  dare  all  tilings 

Except  survive  what  I  have  loved,  to  be 
A  rebel's  booty  :  forth,  aud  do  your  bravest. 

Re-enter  Sfero  wiUi  the  mirror. 

Sar.  {looldng  at  himself).  This  cuirass  fits  me  ■well,  the 
baldric  better, 
And  the  helm  not  at  all.     Me  thinks  I  seem 

[Fliiit/s  aica'j  Vie  helmet  o/ier  trying  it  again. 
Passing  well  in  these  toys ;  and  now  to  prove  them. 
Altada  !     "Where 's  Altada  ? 

Sfe.  Waiting,  sire, 

Without :  he  has  your  shield  in  readiness. 

Sar.  True ;  I  forgot  he  is  my  shield-bearer 
By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age. 
Myrrha,  embrace  me; — yet  once  more — once  more — 
Love  me,  Avhate'er  betide.     My  chiefest  glory 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthier  of  your  love. 

Myr.  Go  forth,  and  conquer  ! 

[Exeunt  Saedanapalus  and  Sfero.^' 
Now,  I  am  alone. 
All  are  gone  forth,  and  of  that  all  how  few 
Pei'hai)S  return.     Let  him  but  vanquish,  and 
Me  perish  !     If  he  vanquish  not,  I  perish ; 
For  I  will  not  outlive  him.     He  has  wound 
About  my  heart,  I  know  not  hov.-  nor  why. 
ISTot  for  that  he  is  king  ;  for  now  his  kingdom 
Rocks  underneath  his  throne,  aud  the  earth  yawns 
To  yield  him  no  more  of  it  than  a  grave  ; 
And  yet  I  love  liim  more.     Oh,  mighty  Jove  ! 
Forgive  this  monstrous  love  for  a  barbarian, 
Who  knows  not  of  Olympus  !  yes,  I  love  him 

Now,  now,  far  more  than Hark — to  the  war  shout  ! 

Methinks  it  uears  me.     If  it  should  be  so, 

\_Slie  drau-s  forth  a  sm'tU  vial. 
This  cunning  Colchian  poison,  which  my  fiither 
Learn'd  to  compound  on  Euxine  shores,  aud  taught  mo 
How  to  preserve,  shall  free  me  !     It  had  freed  me 
Long  ere  this  hour,  but  that  I  loved,  until 
I  half  forgot  I  was  a  slave  : — where  all 
Are  slaves  save  one,  and  proud  of  servitude, 
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So  tUey  are  served  in  turn  by  something  lo"wer 

In  the  degree  of  bondage,  we  forget 

That  shackles  worn  like  ornaments  no  less 

Are  chams.     Again  that  shout  !  and  now  the  clash 

Of  arms — and  now — and  now 

Eiitcr  Altada. 

Alt.  Ho,  Sfero,  ho  ! 

Myr.  He  is  not  here  ;  what  wouldst  thou  with  him  ?  How 
Goes  on  the  conflict  ? 

Alt.  Dubiously  and  fiercely. 

3Iy-,'.  And  the  king  ? 

AlL  Like  a  king.     I  must  find  Sfero, 

And  bring  him  a  new  spear  with  his  own  helmet. 
He  fights  till  now  bare-headed,  and  by  far 
Too  much  exposed.     The  soldiers  knew  his  face, 
And  the  foe  too  ;  and  in  the  moon's  broad  light, 
His  silk  tiara  and  his  flowing  hair 
Make  him  a  mark  too  royal.     Every  arrow 
Is  pointed  at  the  fan*  hair  and  fair  features, 
And  the  broad  fillet  which  crovrns  both. 

3Tyr.  Ye  gods, 

Who  fulminate  o'er  my  father's  land,  protect  him  ! 
"Were  you  sent  by  the  king  ? 

Alt.  By  Salemenes, 

Who  sent  me  privily  upon  this  charge. 
Without  the  knowledge  of  the  careless  sovereign. 
The  king  !  the  king  fights  as  he  revels  !  ho  ! 
What,  Sfero  !  I  will  seek  the  armoury — 
He  must  be  there.  lE.dt  Altada. 

Myr.  'Tis  no  dishonour — no — 

'Tis  no  diohonour  to  have  loved  this  man. 
I  almost  wish  now,  what  I  never  wish'd 
Before,  that  he  were  Grecian.     If  Alcides 
Were  shamed  in  wearing  Lydian  Omphale's 
She-garb,  and  Avielding  her  vile  Jistafi";  surely 
He,  who  springs  up  a  Hercules  at  once, 
Nursed  in  efleminate  arts  from  youth  to  manhood, 
And  rushes  from  the  banquet  to  the  battle, 
As  though  it  were  a  bed  of  love,  deserves 
That  a  Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour, 
And  a  Greek  bard  liis  minstrel,  a  Greek  tomb 
His  monument.     How  goes  the  strife,  sir  ? 

T  2 
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Enter  071  Officer. 

Officer.  Lost, 

Lost  almost  past  recovery.     Zames  !     'NMicre 
Is  Zames  ? 

Myr.         Postecl  with  the  guard  apiDointcd 
To  watch  before  the  apai-tmeut  of  the  women. 

[ExH  Officer. 

Myr.  {sola).  He's  gone  ;  and  told  no  more  than  that  all's 
lost  ! 
What  need  have  I  to  know  more  ?     In  those  words, 
Those  little  words,  a  kingdom  and  a  king, 
A  line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 
Of  thousands,  and  the  fortune  of  all  left 
With  life,  are  merged ;  and  I,  too,  with  the  gi-eat. 
Like  a  small  bubble  breaking  with  the  wave 
Which  bore  it,  shall  be  nothing.     At  the  least. 
My  fate  is  in  my  keeping  :  no  proud  victor 
Shall  count  me  with  his  spoils. 

Enter  Pania. 

Pan.  Away  with  me, 

Myrrha,  without  delay ;  we  must  not  lose 
A  moment — all  that 's  left  us  now. 

Myr.  The  king  ? 

Pan.  Sent  me  here  to  conduct  you  hence,  beyond 
The  river,  by  a  secret  passage. 

Myr.  Then 

He  lives 

Pan.  And  charged  me  to  secure  your  life, 

And  beg  you  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 
He  can  rejoin  you. 

Myr.  Will  he  then  give  way  ? 

Pan.  Not  till  the  last.     Still,  still  he  does  whate'er 
Despair  can  do ;  and  step  by  step  disputes 
The  very  palace. 

Myr.  They  are  here,  then : — ay. 

Their  shouts  come  ringing  through  the  ancient  halls, 
Never  profaned  by  rebel  echoes  till 
This  fatal  night.     Farewell,  Assyria's  line  ! 
Farewell  to  all  of  Nimrod  !     Even  the  name 
Is  now  no  more. 

Pan.  Away  with  me — away  ! 
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Myr.  No  :  I'll  die  here  ! — Away,  and  tell  yoiu-  king 
I  loved  hiin  to  the  last. 


Enter  Sardanapalus  and  Salejiexes  icith  Soldiers.      Pania  quits 
Mybeha,  and  ranges  himself  iciih  them. 

Sar.  Since  it  is  thus, 

"We  '11  die  where  we  were  bora — in  our  own  halls. 
Serry  your  i-anks — stand  firm.     I  have  despatch'd 
A  trusty  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 
All  fresh  and  faithful ;  they  '11  be  here  anon. 
All  is  not  over. — Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 

•         [Paxia  >'eiurns  tovards  Myp.eha. 

Sal.  We  have  breathing  time ;  yet  once  more  charge,  mv 
fi-iends — 
One  for  Assyria ! 

Sar.  Rather  say  for  Bactria  ! 

My  faithful  Bactrians,  I  will  henceforth  be 
Iving  of  your  nation,  and  we'll  hold  together 
This  realm  as  proAince. 

Sal.  Hai'k  !  they  come — they  come. 


Enter  Beleses  and  Abbaces  wiili  the  Rebels. 

Arh.  Set  on,  we  have  them  in  the  toil.    Charge !  charge  ! 

Bd.  On  !  on !  — Heaven  fights  for  us,  and  with  us — On  ! 
[They  charge  the  King  and  Salejienes  nith  their  troojJS,  who 
defend  themselves  till  the  arrival  of  Zames  uith  the  Guard 
before  mentioned.  The  Rebels  are  then  driven  off,  and  pur- 
sued by  Sxi.'EyiE-S'ES,  ^x.  As  the  King  is  going  to  Join  the 
2)>;rsu'tt,  Beleses  crosses  him. 

Bel  Ho  !  tyrant — /  will  end  this  war. 

Sar.  Even  so, 

My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Grateful  and  trusty  subject :  yield,  I  pray  thee. 
I  would  reserve  thee  for  a  fitter  doom. 
Rather  than  dip  my  hands  in  holy  blood. 

Bel  Thine  hour  is  come. 

Sar.  Xo,  thine. — I've  lately  read. 

Though  but  a  young  astrologer,  the  stars  ; 
And  ranging  round  the  zodiac,  found  thy  fate 
In  the  sign  of  the  Scorpion,  which  proclaims 
That  thou  wilt  now  be  crush'd. 
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Bel.  But  not  by  thee. 

[Tliryfjht;  Belesks  Is  ivounded  and  disarmed. 
Sar.  {rahiivj  his  sicord  to  despatch  him,  exclaims) — 
Now  call  upon  thy  planets,  will  they  shoot 
From  the  sky  to  preserve  then*  seer  and  credit  1 

[.-1  vnrt]!  oflichrls  enter  and  rescue  Beleses.  They  assail  the 
Kill//,  irho,  in  turn,  is  rescued  by  a  Party  of  his  Soldiers, 
icho  drive  the  Rebels  off. 

The  villain  was  a  prophet  after  all. 
Upon  them — ho  !  there — victory  is  ours. 

[Exit  in  pursuit. 

Mijr.  {to  Pan.)  Pursue  !     Why  staud'st  thou  here,  and 
leavest  the  ranks 
Of  fellow-soldiers  conquering  without  thee? 

Pan.  The  king's  command  was  not  to  quit  thee. 

Myr.  Me  1 

Think  not  of  me — a  single  soldier's  arm 
Must  not  be  wanting  now.     I  ask  no  guard, 
I  need  no  guard  :  what,  with  a  world  at  stake, 
Keep  watch  upon  a  woman  ?     Hence,  I  saj^. 
Or  thou  art  shamed  !  Nay,  then,  /  will  go  forth, 
A  feeble  female,  'midst  their  desperate  strife. 
And  bid  thee  guard  me  tlicre — where  thou  shouldst  shield 
Thy  sovereign. 

IKxil  Myruiia. 

Pan.  Yet  stay,  damsel  ! — She  's  gone. 

If  aught  of  ill  betide  her,  better  I 
Had  lost  my  life.     Sardanapalus  holds  her 
Far  dearer  than  his  kingdom,  yet  he  fights 
For  that  too ;  and  can  I  do  less  than  he, 
AVho  never  fiash'd  a  scimitar  till  now  ? 
Myrrha,  return,  and  I  obey  yon,  though 
In  disobedience  to  the  monarch.  lExit  Pania. 

Enter  Altada  and  Sfero  by  an  opposite  door. 

Alt.  Myrrha ! 

What,  gone  ?  yet  she  was  hero  when  the  fight  raged, 
And  Pania  also.     Can  aught  have  befallen  them  ? 

Sfe.  I  saw  both  safe,  when  late  the  rebels  fled  ; 
They  probably  are  but  retired  to  make 
Their  way  back  to  the  harem. 

Alt.  If  the  king 

Prove  victor,  as  it  seems  even  now  he  must, 
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And  miss  his  own  Ionian,  we  are  doom'd 
To  worse  than  captive  rebels. 

Sfe.  Let  us  trace  them ; 

She  cannot  be  fled  far ;  and,  found,  she  makes 
A  richer  prize  to  our  soft  sovereign 
Than  his  recover'd  kingdom. 

Alt.  Baal  himself 

Ne'er  fought  more  fiercely  to  win  empire,  than 
His  silken  son  to  save  it :  he  defies 
All  auguiy  of  foes  or  friends  ;  and  like 
The  close  and  siiltiy  summer's  day,  which  bodes 
A  twilight  tempest,  bursts  forth  in  such  thunder 
As  sweeps  the  air  and  deluges  the  earth. 
The  man 's  insci-utable. 

Sfe,  Not  more  than  others. 

All  are  the  sons  of  circumstance  :  away — 
Let's  seek  the  slave  out,  or  prepare  to  be 
Tortur'd  for  his  infatuation,  and 
Condemn'd  without  a  crime.  lExewit. 

Enter  Salejiexes  and  Soldiers,  ^c. 

Sal.  The  triumph  is 

Flattering  :  they  are  beaten  backward  from  the  palace. 
And  we  have  open  d  regular  access 
To  the  troops  station'd  on  the  other  side 
Euphrates,  who  may  still  be  true  ;  nay,  must  be, 
'^^^len  they  hear  of  our  victory.     But  where 
Is  the  chief  victor  ?  where 's  the  king  ? 

Enter  Sakdanapalu.s,  cum  suis,  4c.  and  IMyreha. 

Sar.  Here,  brother.^^ 

Sal.  Unhm-t,  I  hope. 

Sar.                                Not  quite  ;  but  let  it  pass. 
■\Vc'  ve  clear'd  the  palace 

Sal  And  I  trust  the  city. 

Our  numbers  gather  ;  and  I  've  order'd  onward 
A  cloud  of  Parthians,  hitherto  reserved, 
All  fresh  and  fiexy,  to  be  pour'd  upon  them 
In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a  flight. 

Sar.  It  is  already,  or  at  least  they  march'd 
Faster  than  I  could  follow  with  my  Bactrians, 
Who  spared  no  speed.     I  am  spent  :  give  me  a  seat. 
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Sal.  There  stands  the  throne,  sire. 

Sar.  'T  is  no  place  to  rest  on, 

For  miud  nor  body  :  let  me  have  a  couch, 

\_They  j:lace  a  seat. 
A  peasant's  stool,  I  care  not  what :  so — now 
I  breathe  more  freely. 

Sal.  This  great  hour  has  proved 

The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  life, 

Sar.  And  the  most  tiresome.  Where 's  my  cupbearer  ? 
Bring  me  some  water. 

Sal.  {smilbnj).  'T  is  the  first  time  he 

Ever  had  such  an  order  :  even  I, 
Your  most  austere  of  counsellors,  would  now 
Suggest  a  purpler  beverage. 

Sar.  Blood — doubtless. 

But  there  's  enough  of  that  shed  ;  as  for  wine, 
I  have  Icarn'd  to-night  the  pric3  of  the  pure  element : 
Thrice  have  I  di'ank  of  it,  and  thrice  renew'd, 
"With  greater  strength  than  the  grape  ever  gave  me, 
My  charge  upon  the  rebels.     Where 's  the  soldier 
Who  gave  me  water  in  his  helmet  ? 

One  of  the  Guards.  Slain,  sire  ! 

An  arrow  pierc'd  his  brain,  while,  scattering 
The  last  drops  from  his  helm,  he  stood  in  act 
To  place  it  on  his  brows. 

Sar.  Slain  !  unrewarded  ! 

And  slain  to  serve  my  thirst :  that 's  hard,  poor  slave  ! 
ilad  he  but  lived,  I  would  have  gorged  him  with 
Gold  :  all  the  gold  of  earth  could  ne'er  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught ;  for  I  was  parch'd 
As  I  am  now.  IThnj  hnn</  vata—hc  drinks. 

I  liv3  again — from  henceforth 
The  goblet  I  reserve  for  hours  of  love, 
But  war  on  water. 

Sal.  And  that  bandage,  sire, 

Wliich  girds  your  arm  ? 

Sar.  A  scratch  from  brave  Bclcses. 

Mj/r.  Oh  !  he  is  wounded  ! 

Sar.  Not  too  much  of  that ; 

And  yet  it  feels  a  little  stiff  and  painful, 
Nov/ 1  am  cooler, 

M)jr.  You  have  bound  it  with 

Sar.  The  fillet  of  my  diadem  :  the  first  tune 
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That  ornament  was  ever  anght  to  me, 
Save  an  incumbrance, 

Myr.  {to  the  Attendants).     Summon  speedily 
A  leech  of  the  most  skilful  :  pra}',  rethe  : 
I  will  unbind  yom'  wound  and  tend  it. 

Sar.  Do  so, 

For  now  it  throbs  sufficiently  :  but  what 
Know'st  thou  of  wounds  ?  yet  wherefore  do  I  ask  ? 
Know'st  thou,  my  brother,  where  I  lighted  on 
This  minion  ? 

Sal.  Herdiug  with  the  other  females, 

Like  frighten'd  antelopes. 

Sar.  Ko  :  like  the  dam 

Of  the  young  lion,  femininely  raging 
(And  femininely  meaueth  furiously, 
Because  all  j^assions  in  excess  arc  female.) 
Against  the  hunter  flying  with  her  cub. 
She  lu-ged  on  with  her  voice  and  gesture,  and 
Her  floating  hair  and  flashing  eyes,  the  soldiers, 
In  the  pursuit, 

Sal.  Indeed  ! 

Sar.  You  see,  this  night 

Made  warriors  of  more  than  me.     I  paused 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek  ; 
Her  large  black  eyes,  that  flash'd  through  her  long  hair 
As  it  stream'd  o'er  her ;  her  blue  veins  that  rose 
Along  her  most  transparent  brow  ;  her  nostril 
Dilated  from  its  symmetry  ;  her  lips 
Apart ;  her  voice  that  clove  through  all  the  din, 
As  a  lute  pierceth  through  the  cymbal's  clash, 
Jarx-'d  but  not  drown'd  by  the  loud  brattling  ;  her 
Waved  arms,  more  dazzling  with  their  own  born  whiteness 
Than  the  steel  her  hand  held,  which  she  caught  up 
From  a  dead  soldier's  grasp  ; — all  these  things  made 
Her  seem  unto  the  troops  a  prophetess 
Of  victoiy,  or  Victory  herself. 
Come  down  to  hail  us  hers. 

Sal.  (aside).  This  is  too  much. 

Again  the  love-fit  's  on  him,  and  all  's  lost, 
Unless  we  turn  his  thoughts, 

(Aloud).  But  pray  thee,  sire. 
Think  of  your  wound — you  said  even  now  't  was  painful. 

Sar.  That 's  true,  too ;  but  I  must  not  think  of  it. 
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Sal.  I  have  look'd  to  all  things  needful,  autl  will  uow 
Receive  reports  of  progress  made  in  such 
Orders  as  I  had  given,  and  then  return 
To  hear  your  further  pleasure. 

Sea:  Be  it  so. 

Sal.  {in  retirinrj).  Myrrha  ! 

Myr.  Prince  ! 

Sal.  You  have  shown  a  soul  to-night, 

Which,  were  he  not  my  sister's  lord But  now 

I  have  no  time  :  thou  lovest  the  king  ? 

My)'.  I  love 

Sardauapalus. 

Sal.  But  wouldst  have  him  king  still 

Myr.  I  would  not  liavc  him  less  than  what  he  should  be. 

Sal.  Well  then,  to  have  him  king,  and  yonrs,  and  all 
He  should,  or  should  not  be  ;  to  have  him  live, 
Let  liim  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 
You  have  more  power  upon  his  si)irit  than 
Wisdom  w^ithin  tliese  walls,  or  fierce  rebellion 
Ragitig  without :  look  well  that  he  relapse  not. 

Myr.  There  needed  not  the  voice  of  Salemenes 
To  urge  me  on  to  this  :  I  will  not  fail. 
All  that  a  woman's  weakness  can 

Sal.  Is  power 

Omnipotent  o'er  such  a  heart  as  his : 
Exert  it  wisely.  lExlt  Salemenes. 

Sar.  Jlyii-ha  !  what,  ab  whispers 

With  my  stci'n  brother  ]     I  shall  soon  be  jealous. 

Myr.  (smilinr/).  You  have  cause,  sire ;  for  on  the  earth 
there  breathes  not 
A  man  more  worthy  of  a  woman's  love, 
A  soldier's  trust,  a  subject's  reverence, 
A  king's  esteem — the  whole  world's  admiration  ! 

Sar.  Praise  him,  but  not  so  warmly.     I  must  not 
Hear  those  sweet  lips  grow  eloquent  in  aught 
That  throws  me  into  shade  ;  yet  you  speak  truth. 

Myr.  And  now  retire,  to  have  your  wound  look'd  to. 
Pray,  lean  on  me. 

Sur.  Yes,  love  !  but  not  from  pain. 

lE.vciml  omncs. 
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ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — Sardaxapalus  discovered  slcfping  vpon  a  Couch,  and 
occasionally  disturbed  in  his  slumbers,  uith  Myekha  watching. 

Myr.  {sola,  gazinrj).  I  liave  stolen  upon  his  rest,  if  rest  it  be, 
Which  thus  convulses  slumber  :  shall  I  wake  him  1 
No,  he  seems  calmer.     Oh,  thou  God  of  Quiet ! 
Whose  reign  is  o'er  sealed  eyelids  and  soft  dreams. 
Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  so  as  to  be  unfathom'd, 
Look  like  thy  brother.  Death, — so  still,  so  stiiiess — 
For  then  we  are  happiest,  as  it  may  be,  we 
Are  happiest  of  all  within  the  realm 
Of  thy  stem,  silent,  and  unwakeniug  twin. 
Again  he  moves — again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  his  features,  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  reluctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm  ^^ 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadovr ;  or  the  blast 
PiufQes  the  autumn  leaves,  that  drooping  cling 
Faintly  and  motionless  to  their  loved  boughs. 
I  must  awake  him — yet  not  yet ;  who  knows 
From  what  I  rouse  him  ?     It  seems  pain  ;  but  if 
I  quicken  him  to  heavier  pain  ?     The  fever 
Of  this  tumultuous  night,  the  grief  too  of 
His  wound,  though  slight,  may  cause  all  this,  and  shake 
Me  more  to  see  than  him  to  suffer.     Xo  : 
Let  Xuture  use  her  own  maternal  means, 
And  I  await  to  second,  not  disturb  her.3' 

Sar.  {aicakcninrj).  Not  so — although  ye  multiplied  the 
stars, 
And  gave  them  to  me  as  a  realm  to  share 
From  you  and  with  you  !     I  would  not  so  purchase 
The  empue  of  eternity.     Hence — hence — 
Old  hunter  of  the  earliest  brutes  !  and  ye, 
Who  hunted  fellow-creatures  as  if  brutes  ! 
Once  bloody  mortals — and  now  bloodier  idols, 
If  your  priests  lie  not  !     And  thou,  ghastly  beldame  I 
Pripping  with  dusky  gore,  and  trampling  on 
TIic  carcasses  of  Indc — away  !  away  ! 

Where  am  I  ?     Where  the  spectres?     Where Xo — that 

Is  no  false  phantom  :  I  should  know  it  'midst 
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All  tliat  the  dead  dare  gloomily  raise  up 

From  their  black  gnlf  to  daunt  the  living.     Myrrha  ! 

Myr.  Alas  !  thou  art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  the  drops 
Gather  like  night  dew.     My  beloved,  hush — 
Calm  thee.     Thy  speech  seems  of  another  world, 
And  thou  art  lord  of  this.     Be  of  good  cheer ; 
All  will  go  well. 

Sar.  Thy  hand — so — 't  is  thy  hand ; 

'T  is  flesh  ;  grasp — clasp — yet  closer,  till  I  feel 
]\Iyself  that  which  I  was. 

Myr.  At  least  know  mc 

For  what  I  am,  and  ever  must  be — thine. 

Sar.  I  kuow  it  now.     I  know  this  life  again. 
Ah,  Myrrha  !  I  have  been  where  we  shall  bo. 
Myr.  My  lord  ! 
Sar.  I  'vc  been  i'  the  grave — where  worms  are  lords. 

And  kings  are But  I  did  not  deem  it  so  ; 

I  thought 't  was  nothing. 

Myr.  So  it  is ;  except 

Unto  the  timid,  who  anticipate 
That  which  may  never  bc.-^^ 

Sar.  Oh,  Myrrha  !  if 

Sleep  shows  such  things,  what  may  not  death  disclose  ? 

Myr.  I  know  no  evil  death  can  show,  which  life 
Has  not  already  shown  to  tliose  who  live 
Embodied  longest.     If  there  be  indeed 
A  shore  where  mind  survives,  't  will  be  as  mind. 
All  unincorporate  :  or  if  there  flits 
A  shadow  of  tliis  cumbrous  clog  of  clay, 
AVhich  stalks,  methinks,  between  our  souls  and  heavcu. 
And  fetters  us  to  earth — at  least  the  phantom, 
Whate'er  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  death. 

Sar.  I  fear  it  not ;  but  I  have  felt — have  seen — 
A  legion  of  the  dead. 

Myr.  And  so  have  I. 

The  dust  we  tread  upon  was  once  alive, 
And  wretched.     But  proceed  :  what  hast  thou  seen  ? 
Speak  it,  'twill  lighten  thy  dimm'd  mind. 

Sar.  Methouglit 

Myr.  Yet  pause,  thou  art  tired — in  pain — exhausted  ;  all 
Which  can  impair  both  strength  and  spirit :  seek 
Rather  to  sleep  again. 

Sar.  Not  now— I  would  not 
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Dream ;  though  I  know  it  now  to  be  a  dream 

^Yhat  I  have  dreamt : — and  canst  thou  bear  to  hear  it  ] 

Myr.  I  can  bear  all  things,  dreams  of  life  or  death, 
AVhich  I  particij)ate  with  you  in  semblance 
Or  full  reality. 

Sar.  And  this  look'd  real, 

I  tell  you  :  after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 
I  saw  them  in  their  flight — for  then  they  fled, 

Myr.  Say  on. 

Sar.                    I  saw,  that  is,  I  dream'd  myself 
Here — here — even  where  we  are,  guests  as  we  were, 
Myself  a  host  that  deem'd  himself  but  guest, 
"Willing  to  equal  all  in  social  freedom ; 
But,  on  my  right  hand  and  my  left,  instead 
Of  thee  and  Zames,  and  our  custom'd  meeting, 
Was  ranged  on  my  left  hand  a  haughty,  dark, 
And  deadly  face  ;  I  could  not  recognise  it, 
Yet  I  had  seen  it,  though  I  knew  not  where  : 
The  features  were  a  g'iant's,  and  the  eye 
Was  still,  yet  lighted ;  his  long  locks  curl'd  down 
On  his  vast  bust,  whence  a  huge  quiver  rose 
"With  shaft-heads  feather'd  from  the  eagle's  wing,^'^ 
That  peep'd  up  bristling  thi'ough  his  serpent  haix\ 
I  invited  him  to  fill  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  us,  but  he  answer'd  not ;  I  fiU'd  it ; 
He  took  it  not,  but  stai'ed  upon  me,  till 
I  trembled  at  the  fixed  glare  of  his  eye  : 
I  frown'd  upon  him  as  a  Idng  should  frown ; 
He  frown'd  not  in  his  turn,  but  look'd  upon  me 
"With  the  same  aspect,  which  appall'd  me  more, 
Because  it  changed  not ;  and  I  tum'd  for  refuge 
To  milder  guests,  and  sought  them  on  the  right, 
■\Miere  thou  wert  wont  to  be.     Bat {He pauses. 

Myr.  "\"Vliat  instead  ? 

Sar.  In  thy  own  chair — tay  own  place  in  the  banquet — 
I  sought  thy  sweet  face  in  the  circle — but 
Instead — a  grey-hair'd,  wither'd,  bloody-eyed, 
And  bloody-handed,  ghastly,  ghostly  thing, 
Female  in  garb,  and  crown'd  upon  the  brow, 
Furrow'd  with  years,  yet  sneering  with  the  pa.ss;on 
Of  vengeance,  leering  too  with  that  of  lust, 
Sate  : — my  veins  curdled. 

Myr.  Is  this  all  ? 
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Sar.  Upon 

Her  right  liand — her  lank,  bu'd-like,  right  hand — stood 
A  goblet,  bubbling  o'er  with  blood ;  and  on 
Her  left,  another,  fill'd  with — what  I  sav/  ucjt, 
But  turn'd  from  it  and  her.     But  all  along 
The  table  sate  a  range  of  crowned  wretches, 
Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  expression. 

Myr.  And  felt  you  not  this  a  mere  vision  ? 

Sar.  No : 

It  was  so  palpable.  I  could  have  touch'd  them. 
I  turn'd  from  one  face  to  another,  in 
The  hope  to  find  at  last  one  which  I  knew 
Ere  I  saw  theirs  :  but  no — all  turn'd  upon  me. 
And  stared,  biit  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but  stared, 
Till  I  grew  stone,  as  they  seem'd  half  to  be, 
Yet  breathing  stone,  for  I  felt  life  in  thcui, 
And  life  in  me  :  thei'e  Avas  a  horrid  kind 
Of  fc'ympathy  between  us,  as  if  they 
Had  lost  a  part  of  death  to  come  to  me, 
And  I  the  half  of  life  to  sit  by  them. 
We  were  in  an  existence  all  apart 

From  heaven  or  eai'th And  leather  let  me  see 

Death  all  than  such  a  being  ! 

Myr.  And  the  end  ? 

Sar.  At  last  I  sate,  marble,  as  they,  when  rose 
The  hunter  and  the  crone;  and  smiling  on  me — 
Yes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  upon  me — I  should  nay, 
His  lips,  for  his  eyes  moved  not — and  the  woman's 
Thin  lips  relax'd  to  something  like  a  smile. 
Both  rose,  and  the  crown'd  figures  on  each  hand 
Rose  also,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades — 
Mere  mimics  even  in  death — but  I  sate  still : 
A  desperate  courage  crept  through  every  limb. 
And  at  the  last  I  fear'd  them  not,  but  laugh'd 
Full  in  their  i^hantom  faces.     But  then — then 
The  hunter  laid  his  hand  on  mine  :  I  took  it. 
And  grasp'd  it — but  it  melted  from  my  own  ; 
"While  he  too  vanish'd,  and  left  nothing  but 
The  memory  of  a  hero,  for  he  look'd  so. 

3ry}:  And  was  :  the  ancestor  of  heroes,  too. 
And  thine  no  less, 

Sar.  Ay,  Myrrha,  but  the  woman. 
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The  female  wlio  remain'd,  she  flew  upon  me, 

And  burnt  my  lips  up  -with  her  noisome  kisses ; 

And,  flinging  do^vn  the  goblets  on  each  hand, 

Methought  their  poisons  flow'd  around  us,  till 

Each  fomi'd  a  hideous  river.     Still  she  clung  ; 

The  other  phantoms,  like  a  row  of  statues, 

Stood  dull  as  in  om-  temples,  but  she  still 

Embraced  me,  while  I  shrimk  from  her,  as  if, 

In  lieu  of  her  remote  descendant,  I 

Had  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  incest. 

Then — then — a  chaos  of  all  loathsome  things 

Throng'd  thick  and  shapeless  :  I  was  dead,  yet  feeling — 

Buried,  and  raised  again — consumed  by  worms. 

Purged  by  the  flames,  and  wither'd  in  the  air  ! 

I  can  fix  nothing  further  of  my  thoughts. 

Save  that  I  long'd  for  thee,  and  sought  for  thee, 

In  all  these  agonies, — and  woke  and  foimd  thee. 

My)'.  So  shalt  thou  find  me  ever  at  thy  side, 
Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  last  may  be. 
But  think  not  of  these  things — the  mere  creations 
Of  late  events,  acting  upon  a  frame 
Unused  to  toil,  yet  over-wrought  by  toil 
Such  as  might  try  the  sternest. 

Sar.  I  am  better. 

Now  that  I  see  thee  once  more,  what  was  seen 
Seems  nothing. 

Enter  Salesiexks. 

Sal.  Is  the  king  so  soon  awake  ? 

Sar.  Yes,  brother,  and  I  would  I  had  not  slept ; 
For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  up,  methought,  to  drag  me  down  to  them, 
!My  father  was  amongst  them,  too ;  but  he, 
I  know  not  why,  kept  from  me,  leaving  me 
Between  the  hunter-foimder  of  our  race, 
And  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-killer, 
"Whom  you  call  glorious. 

Sal,  So  I  term  you  also, 

Now  you  have  shown  a  spirit  like  to  hers. 
By  day-break  I  propose  that  we  set  forth, 
And  charge  once  more  the  rebel  crew,  wlao  still 
Keep  gathering  head,  repulsed,  but  not  quite  qiaelVd. 

Sar.  How  vrears  the  night  ? 
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Sal.  There  yet  remain  some  hours 

Of  darkness  :  use  them  for  your  further  rest. 

So.r.  No,  not  to-night,  if 't  is  not  gone  :  methought 
I  pass'd  hours  in  that  vision. 

Myr.  Scarcely  one ; 

I  watch'd  by  you  :  it  was  a  heavy  liour, 
But  an  hour  only. 

Sai:  Let  us  then  hold  council ; 

To-morrow  we  set  forth. 

Sal.  .       But  ere  that  time, 

I  had  a  grace  to  seek. 

Sar.  'T  is  granted. 

Sal.  Hear  it 

Ere  you  reply  too  readily  ;  and  't  is 
For  your  ear  only. 

My7'.  Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

[ExH  Myrrha. 

Sal.  That  slave  deserves  her  freedom. 

Sar.  Freedom  only  ! 

That  slave  deserves  to  share  a  throne. 

Sal.  Your  patience — 

'T  is  not  yet  vacant,  and  't  is  of  its  partner 
I  come  to  speak  with  you. 

Sa7'.  How  !  of  the  queen  ? 

Sal.  Even  so.     I  judged  it  fitting  for  their  safety, 
That,  ere  the  dawn,  she  sets  fortli  with  her  children 
For  Paphlagonia,  Avhere  our  kinsman  Cotta 
Governs  ;  and  there  at  all  events  secure 
My    nephews    and    your    sons    their    lives,    and    with 

them 
Their  just  pretensions  to  the  crown  in  case 

Sar.  I  perish — as  is  probable  :  well  thought — 
Let  them  set  forth  with  a  sure  escort. 

Sal.  That 

Is  all  provided,  and  the  galley  ready 
To  drop  down  the  Euphrates  ;^  but  ere  they 
Depart,  will  you  not  see 

Sar.  My  sons  ?    It  laay 

Unman  my  heart,  and  the  poor  boys  will  weep  j 
And  what  can  I  reply  to  comfort  them. 
Save  with  some  hollow  hopes,  and  ill-worn  smiles  ? 
You  know  I  cannot  feign. 

■Sal,  But  you  can  feel  ! 
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At  least,  I  trust  so  :  in  a  word,  the  queeu 
liequests  to  see  you  ere  you  part — for  ever 

Sai:  Unto  what  end  ?  wliat  purpose  ?     I  will  grant 
Auglit — all  that  she  can  ask — but  such  a  meeting. 

b'ul.  You  know,  or  ought  to  know,  enough  of  women, 
Since  you  have  studied  them  so  steadily, 
That  what  they  ask  in  aught  that  touches  on 
The  heai-t,  is  dearer  to  their  feelings  or 
Their  fancy,  than  the  whole  external  world. 
I  think  as  you  do  of  my  sister's  wish  ; 
But  't  was  her  wish — she  is  my  sister — you 
Her  husband — will  you  gi-ant  it  ? 

Sar.  'Twill  be  useless  : 

But  let  her  come. 

Sal.  I  "'0,  [Exit  vSalejienes. 

Sar.  We  have  lived  asunder 

Too  long  to  meet  again — and  noio  to  meet ! 
Have  I  not  cares  enow,  and  pangs  enow, 
To  bear  alone,  that  we  miist  mingle  sorrows, 
"Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  love  ? 
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Sill.  My  sister  !  Courage  : 

Shame  not  our  blood  with  trembling,  but  remember 
From  whence  we  sprang.     The  queeu  is  present,  sire. 

Zar.  I  pray  thee,  brother,  leave  me. 

Sal.  Since  you  ask  it. 

[_ExU  Salemexes 

Zar.  Alone  with  him  !     How  many  a  year  has  pass'd. 
Though  we  are  still  so  young,  since  we  have  met, 
"Which  I  have  worn  iu  widowhood  of  heart. 
He  loved  me  not :  yet  he  acems  little  changed — 
Changed  to  me  only — would  the  change  were  mutual  I 
He  speaks  not — scarce  regards  me — not  a  word, 
Nor  look — yet  he  xcas  soft  of  voice  and  aspect, 
Indifferent,  not  austere.     My  lord  ! 

Sur.  Zarina ! 

Zar.  Xo,  not  Zarina — do  not  say  Zarina. 
That  tone — that  word — annihilate  long  years, 
And  things  which  make  them  longer. 

*S'ar.  "Tis  too  late 

VOL.   I.  \J 
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To  thiuk  of  these  past  dreams.     Let  't>  not  reproach — 
That  is,  reproach  me  not — for  the  last  time 

Zar.  And  Jirst.     I  ne'er  reproach'd  you. 

Sar.  'T  is  most  tme  ; 

And  that  reproof  comes  heavier  on  my  heart 
Than But  our  hearts  are  not  in  our  own  pov.'cr. 

Zar,  Nor  hands ;  but  I  gave  both. 

>S'a)\  Your  brother  said 

It  wag  your  wnll  to  see  me,  ere  you  went 
From  Nineveh  with {Re  hesitates). 

Zar.  Our  children  :  it  is  true. 

I  wish'd  to  thank  you  that  you  have  not  divided 
My  heart  from  all  that 's  left  it  now  to  love — 
Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look  like  you, 
And  look  upon  me  as  you  look'd  upon  me 
Once But  they  have  not  changed. 

Sar.  Nor  ever  will. 

I  fain  would  have  them  dutiful. 

Zar.  I  cherish 

Those  iuf;xnts,  not  alone  from  the  blind  love 
Of  a  fond  mother,  but  as  a  fond  woman. 
They  are  now  the  only  tie  between  us. 

Sar.  Deem  not 

I  have  not  done  you  justice  :  rather  make  them 
Resemble  your  own  line  than  their  own  sire. 
I  trust  them  with  you — to  you  :  fit  them  for 

A  throne,  or,  if  that  be  denied You  have  heard 

Of  this  night's  tumults  ? 

Zar.  I  had  half  forgotten, 

And  could  have  welcomed  any  grief  save  yours, 
Which  gave  me  to  behold  your  face  again. 

Sar.  The  throne — I  say  it  not  in  fear — but  't  is 
In  peril  :  thoy  perhaps  may  never  mount  it  ; 
But  let  them  not  for  this  lose  sight  of  it. 
I  will  dare  all  things  to  bequeath  it  tlicm  ; 
But  if  I  fail,  then  they  must  Avin  it  back 
Bravely — and,  won,  wear  it  \\asely,  not  as  I 
Have  wasted  down  my  royalty. 

Zar.  They  ne'er 

Shall  know  from  me  of  aught  but  what  may  honour 
Their  father's  mcmoiy. 

Sar.  Rather  let  them  hear 

The  truth  from  you  than  fi'om  a  trampling  world. 
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If  they  be  iu  adversity,  they  '11  learn 
Too  soon  the  scorn  of  crowds  for  crownless  princes, 
And  find  that  all  their  father's  sins  are  theirs. 
My  boys  ! — I  could  have  borne  it  were  I  childless. 

Zar.  Oh  !  do  not  say  so — do  not  poison  all 
I»Iy  peace  left,  by  unwishing  that  thou  wert 
A  father.     If  thou  conquerest,  they  shall  reign, 
And  honour  him  who  saved  the  realm  for  them. 
So  little  cared  for  as  his  own  ;  and  if 

Sar.  'T  is  lost,  all  earth  will  cry  out,  thank  your  father  I 
And  they  will  swell  the  echo  Avith  a  curse. 

Zar.  That  tliey  shall  never  do  ;  but  rather  honour 
The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  like  a  king, 
In  his  last  hours  did  more  for  his  own  memory 
Than  many  monarchs  in  a  length  of  days, 
"Which  date  the  flight  of  time,  but  make  no  annals. 

Sar.  Our  annals  draw  perchance  unto  their  close ; 
But  at  the  least,  whate'er  the  past,  their  end 
Shall  be  like  their  beginning — memorable. 

Zor.  Yet  be  not  rash — be  careful  of  your  life, 
Live  but  for  those  who  love. 

.S'or.                                            And  who  are  they  ? 
A  slave,  who  loves  from  passion — 1 11  not  say 
Ambition— she  has  seen  thrones  shake,  and  loves  ; 
A  few  friends  who  have  revell'd  till  we  are 
As  one,  for  they  are  nothing  if  I  fall ; 
A  brother  I  have  injiu-ed — chikken  whom 
I  have  neglected,  and  a  spouse 

Zar.  "Who  loves. 

Sar.  And  pardons  ? 

Zar.  I  have  never  thought  of  this, 

And  cannot  pardon  till  I  have  condemn'd. 

Sar.  My  ■oife  ! 

Zar.  Xow  blessings  on  thee  for  that  word  ! 

I  never  thought  to  hear  it  more — from  thee. 

Sar.  Oh  !  thou  wilt  hear  it  from  my  subjects.     \  cs — 
These  slaves  whom  I  have  nurtiu-ed,  pamper'd,  fed, 
And  swoln  with  peace,  and  gorged  with  plenty,  till 
T'.iey  reign  themselves — all  monarchs  in  their  mansions — 
Xow  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  demand 
His  death,  who  made  their  lives  a  jubilee ; 
AVbile  the  few  upon  whom  I  have  no  claim 
Arc  faithful  I     This  is  true  yet  monstrous. 

u2 
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Zai'.  'Tis 

Perhaps  too  natural ;  for  benefits 
Turn  poison  in  bad  minds. 

Sar.  And  good  ones  make 

Good  out  of  evil.     Happier  than  the  bee, 
Which  hives  not  but  from  wholesome  flowers. 

Zai'.  Then  reap 

The  honey,  nor  inquire  whence  'tis  derived. 
Be  satisfied — j'ou  are  not  all  abaudou'd. 

Sar.  My  life  insures  me  that.     How  long,  bethink  you, 
Were  not  I  yet  a  king,  should  I  bo  mortal  ; 
That  is,  where  mortals  are,  not  where  they  must  be? 

Zar.     I  know  not.     But  yet  live  fur  my — that  is. 
Your  children's  sake  ! 

Sar.  ]My  gentle,  wrong  d  Zarina  ! 

I  am  the  very  slave  of  circumstance 
And  impulse — borne  away  v.itli  every  breath  ! 
Misplaced  upon  the  throne — misplaced  in  life. 
I  know  not  what  I  could  have  been,  but  feel 
I  am  not  what  I  should  be— let  it  end. 
But  take  this  with  thee  :  if  I  was  not  form'd 
To  prize  a  love  like  thine,  a  mind  like  thine, 
ISTor  dote  even  on  tliy  beauty — as  I  've  doted 
On  lesser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that  such 
Devotion  was  a  duty,  and  I  hated 
All  that  look'd  like  a  chain  for  me  or  others 
(This  even  rebellion  must  avouch) ;  yet  hear 
These  words,  perhaps  among  my  last — that  none 
E'er  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he  knew  not 
To  profit  by  them — as  the  miner  lights 
Upon  a  vein  of  virgin  ore,  discovering 
That  which  avails  him  nothing  :  he  hath  found  it, 
But  't  is  not  his — bvit  some  superior's,  who 
Placed  him  to  dig,  but  not  divide  the  wealth 
Y\'hich  sparkles  at  his  feet ;  nor  dare  he  lift 
Nor  poise  it,  but  must  grovel  on,  upturning 
The  sullen  earth. 

Zar.  Oh  !  if  thou  hast  at  length 

Discover'd  that  my  love  is  worth  esteem, 
I  ask  no  more — but  let  us  hence  together. 
And  / — let  me  say  v:e — shall  yet  be  happy. 
Assyria  is  not  all  the  earth — we'll  find 
A  world  out  of  our  own — and  be  more  bless'd 
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Thau  I  liave  ever  been,  or  thou,  with  all 
An  empire  to  indulge  thee. 

Enter  Salejiexes. 

Sal.  I  must  part  ye — 

The  moment?,  which  must  not  be  lost,  are  passing. 

Zav.  Inhuman  brother  !  wilt  thou  thus  weigh  out 
Instants  so  high  and  blest  ? 

.S'(//.  Blest ! 

Zar.  He  hath  been 

So  gentle  with  me,  that  I  cannot  think 
Of  quitting. 

Sal.  So — this  feminine  farewell 

Ends  as  such  partings  end,  in  no  departure. 
I  thought  as  much,  and  yielded  against  all 
My  better  bodings.     But  it  must  not  be. 

Zar.  Xot  be  ? 

Sal.  Eemain,  and  perish 

Zar.  With  my  husband  — 

Sal.  And  children. 

Zar.  Alas ! 

Sal.                                           Hear  me,  sister,  like 
My  sister  : — all 's  prepared  to  make  your  safety 
Certain,  and  of  the  boys  too,  our  last  hopes  ; 
'T  is  not  a  single  cpaestiou  of  mere  feeling. 
Though  that  were  much — but 't  is  a  point  of  state  : 
The  rebels  would  do  more  to  sei/e  upon 
The  offspring  of  their  sovereign,  and  so  crush 

Zar.  Ah  !  do  not  name  it. 

Sal.  Well,  then,  mark  me  :  whcr 

They  are  safe  beyond  the  ]\[ediau's  grasp,  the  rebels 
Have  miss'd  their  chief  aim — the  extinction  of 
The  line  of  Nimrod.     Though  the  present  king 
Fall,  his  sons  live  f<jr  victory  and  vengeance. 

Zar.  But  could  not  I  remain,  alone  ? 

Sal.  What  !  leave 

Your  children,  with  two  parents  and  yet  orphans — 
In  a  strange  land — so  young,  so  distant  ? 

Zar.  No— 

My  heart  will  break. 

Sal.  Now  you  know  all — decide. 

Sar.  Zarina,  he  hath  spoken  well,  and  we 
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Must  yield  awhile  to  this  necessity. 
Eemaining  here,  you  may  lose  all ;  departing, 
You  save  the  better  part  of  v.'hat  is  left, 
To  both  of  us,  and  to  such  loyal  hearts 
As  yet  beat  in  these  kingdoms. 

Sal.  The  time  jDresses. 

Sur.  Go,  then.     If  e'er  we  meet  again,  perhaps 
I  may  be  worthier  of  you — and,  if  not, 
Eemember  that  my  faults,  though  not  atoned  for. 
Are  ended.     Yet,  I  dread  thy  nature  will 
Grieve  more  about  the  blighted  name  and  ashes 

Which  once  were  mightiest  in  Assyria — than 

But  I  grow  womanish  again,  and  must  not  ; 
I  must  learn  sternness  now.     My  sins  have  all 

Been  of  the  softer  order Jiide  thy  tears — 

I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them — 'twere 
Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  heart — 
But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  they  unman  me 
Here  A\heu  I  had  remann'd  myself.     My  brother 
Lead  her  away. 

Zar.  Oh,  God  !  I  never  shall 

Behold  him  more  ! 

Sal.  {strivmg  to  conduct  her).  Nay,  sistei',  I  mu^t  be  obey'd. 

Zar.  I  must  remain — away  !  you  shall  not  hold  me. 
"What,  shall  he  die  alone  ? — /  live  alone  ? 

Sid.  He  shall  not  die  alone;  but  lonely  you 
Have  lived  for  years. 

Zar.  That 's  Mse  !     I  knew  he  lived, 

And  lived  upon  his  image — let  me  go  ! 

Sal.  {conducting  her  off  the  stage).  Nay,  then,  I  must  use 
some  fraternal  force, 
Which  you  will  pardon. 

Zar.  Never.     Help  me  !     Oh  ! 

Sardauapalus,  wilt  thou  thus  behold  me 
Torn  from  thee  ? 

Sal.  Nay — then  all  is  lost  again, 

If  that  this  moment  is  not  gaiu'd. 

Zar.  My  brain  turns — 

My  eyes  fail — where  is  he  ? 

[She  faints. 

<Sar.  {advancing).  No— set  licr  down  ; 

She  's  dead — and  you  have  slain  her. 
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Sal.  'T  h  the  mere 

Faintness  of  o'erwrought  passion  :  in  tbe  air 
She  will  recover.     Pray,  keep  back. — [Aside.']  I  must 
Avail  myself  of  this  sole  moment  to 
Bear  her  to  where  her  children  are  embark' d, 
I'  the  royal  galley  on  the  river.  [Salemexes  bears  her  off. 

Sar.  {solas).  This,  too — 

And  this  too  must  I  suffer — I,  who  never 
Inflicted  purposely  on  human  hearts 
A  voluntary  pang  !     But  that  is  false — 
She  loved  me,  and  I  loved  her. — Fatal  passion  ! 
"Why  dost  thou  not  expire  at  once  in  hearts 
Which  thou  hast  lighted  up  at  once  ?     Zarina  ! 
I  must  pay  dearly  for  the  desolation 
Kow  brought  upon  thee.     Had  I  never  loved 
But  thee,  I  should  have  been  an  unopposed 
Monarch  of  honouring  nations.     To  what  gulfs 
A  single  deviation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties  leads  even  those  who  claim 
The  homage  of  mankind  as  their  born  due. 
And  find  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves  ! 

Enter  Myrp.ha, 

Sar.   You  here  !     Who  call'd  you  ? 

Myr.  Xo  one — but  I  heard 

Far  off  a  voice  of  wail  and  lamentation, 
And  thought 

Sar.  It  forms  no  portion  of  your  duties 

To  enter  here  till  sought  for. 

Myr.  Though  I  might, 

Perhaps,  recall  some  softer  words  of  yours 
(Although  they  too  ^vere  chiding),  which  reproved  me, 
Because  I  ever  dreaded  to  intrude  ; 
Resisting  my  o^^•n  wish  and  your  injunction 
To  heed  no  time  nor  presence,  but  approach  you 
Uncall'd  for  : — I  retire. 

Sar.  Yet  stay — being  here. 

I  pray  you  pardon  me :  events  have  soured  me 
Till  I  wax  peevish — liced  it  not  :  I  shall 
Soon  be  myself  again. 

^Ji/r.  I  wait  with  patience, 

What  I  shall  see  with  pleasure. 
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Sur.  Scarce  a  moment 

Before  yom*  euti'ance  in  tliis  ball,  Zarina, 
Queen  of  Assyria,  departed  hence. 

3f!j-r.  Ah  !  " 

Sar.  Wherefore  do  you  start  ? 

Mi/r.  Did  I  do  so  ? 

<S'«;',  'T  v.'af?  v/cll  you  enter'd  by  another  portal. 
Else  you  liad  met.     That  pang  at  least  is  spared  her  ! 

3Ii;r.  I  know  to  feel  for  her. 

Sar.  That  is  too  much, 

And  beyond  nature — 'tis  nor  mutual^ 
Nor  possible.     You  cannot  pity  her, 
Xor  she  aught  but 

Mijr.  Despise  the  favourite  slave 

Kot  more  than  I  have  ever  scorn'd  myself. 

Sai\  Scorn'd  !  what,  to  be  the  envy  of  your  sex, 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  heart  of  the  v.-oiid's  lord  ] 

iMyr.  Were    you    the    lord    of   twice    ten    thousand 
Avorlds — 
As  you  are  like  to  lose  the  one  you  sway'd — 
I  did  abase  myself  as  much  in  being 
Your  paramour,  as  though  you  were  a  peasant — 
j^nj,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  a  Greek. 

iS'ar.  You  talk  it  well 

3fi/r.  And  truly. 

Sar.  In  the  hour 

Of  man's  adversity  all  things  grow  daring 
Against  the  falling ;  but  as  I  am  not 
Quite  fall'n,  nor  now  disposed  to  bear  reproaches. 
Perhaps  because  I  merit  them  too  often, 
Let  us  then  part  while  peace  is  still  between  us. 

iVip:  Part  ! 

Sai:  Have  not  all  past  luiman  beings  parted, 

And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part  ?    . 

Afip:  Why? 

Sar.  For  your  safety,  which  I  will  have  look'd  to, 

With  a  strong  escort  to  your  native  land  ; 
And  such  gifts,  as,  if  you  had  not  been  all 
A  queen,  shall  make  your  dowry  M'orth  a  kingdom. 

Mijr.  I  pray  you  talk  not  thus. 

Sar.  The  queen  is  gone : 

You  need  not  shame  to  follow.     I  would  fall 
Alone — I  seek  no  partners  but  in  pleasure. 
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Mijr.  And  I  no  pleasure  but  in  parting  not. 
You  shall  not  force  me  from  vou. 

Sar.  "  Thiak  well  of  it— 

It  soon  may  be  too  late. 

Myr.  So  let  it  be ; 

For  then  you  cannot  separate  me  from  you. 

Sar.  And  will  not ;  but  I  thought  vou  wish'd  it. 

Myr.  "  I ! 

Sar.  You  spoke  of  your  abasement. 

Myv.  And  I  feel  it 

Deeply — more  deeply  than  all  things  but  love. 

Sar.  Then  fly  from  it. 

Myr.  "T  will  not  recall  the  past — 

'Twill  not  restore  my  honour,  nor  m^'  heart. 
Xo — here  I  stand  or  fall.     If  that  you  conquer, 
I  live  to  joy  in  your  great  triumph  :  should 
Your  lot  be  different,  I  '11  not  weep,  but  share  it. 
You  did  not  doubt  me  a  few  hours  ago. 

Sar.  Your  courage  never — nor  yom*  love  till  now ; 
And  none  coidd  make  me  doubt  it  save  yourself. 
Those  words 

Myr.  Were  v\-ords.     I  pray  you,  let  the  proofs 

Be  in  the  past  acts  you  were  pleased  to  praise 
This  veiy  night,  and  in  my  further  bearing. 
Beside,  wherever  you  are  borne  by  fate. 

Sar.  I  am  content :  and,  trusting  in  my  cause. 
Think  we  may  yet  be  victors  and  return 
To  peace — the  only  victory  I  covet. 
To  me  v>-ar  is  no  glory — conquest  no 
Eenown.     To  be  forced  thus  to  uphold  my  right 
Sits  heavier  on  my  heart  than  all  tiae  wi'ongs 
These  men  would  bow  me  down  with.     Never,  never 
Can  I  forget  this  night,  even  should  I  live 
To  add  it  to  the  memory  of  others. 
I  thought  to  have  made  mine  inoffensive  rule 
An  era  of  sweet  peace  'midst  bloody  annals, 
A  green  spot  amidst  desert  centuries. 
On  which  the  future  would  turn  back  and  smile, 
And  cultivate,  or  sigh  when  it  could  not 
Recall  Sardanapalus'  golden  reign. 
I  thought  to  have  made  my  realm  a  paradise, 
Aaid  every  moon  an  epoch  of  new  pleasures. 
I  took  the  rabble's  sb.o\xts  for  love — the  breath 
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Of  friends  for  truth — the  lips  of  woman  for 
JVIy  only  guerdon — so  they  are,  my  Myrrha  : 

[77e  kisses  her. 
Kiss  me.     Now  let  them  take  my  realm  and  life  ! 
They  shall  have  both,  but  never  thee  ! 

M)jr.  'No,  never ! 

Man  may  despoil  his  brother  man  of  all 
That 's  great  or  glittering — kingdoms  fall,  hosts  yield, 
Friends  fail,  slaves  fly,  and  all  betray — and,  more 
Than  all,  the  most  indebted — but  a  heart 
That  loves  without  self-love  !    'T  is  here — now  prove  ifc. 


Entei'  Salemenes. 

Sid.  I  sought  you — How  !  sJie  here  again  ? 

Sar.  Retm-u  not 

Noio  to  reproof :  methinks  your  aspect  speaks 
Of  higher  matter  than  a  woman's  presence. 

Sal.  The  only  woman  whom  it  much  imports  me 
At  snch  a  moment  now  is  safe  in  absence — 
The  queen 's  embark'd. 

Sar.  And  well  ?  say  that  much. 

SaJ.  Yes. 

Her  transient  weakness  has  pass'd  o'er ;  at  least, 
It  settled  into  tearless  silence  :  her 
Pale  face  and  glittering  eye,  after  a  glance 
Upon  her  sleeping  children,  wei*e  still  fix'd 
Upon  the  palace  towers  as  the  swift  galley 
Stole  down  the  luirryiug  stream  beneath  the  starlight ; 
But  she  said  nothing. 

Sea:  Would  I  felt  no  more 

Than  she  has  said  ! 

Sal.  'T  is  now  too  late  to  feel. 

Your  feelings  cannot  cancel  a  sole  pang  : 
To  change  them,  my  advices  bring  sure  tidings 
That  the  rebellious  Medes  and  Chaldees,  marshall'd 
By  their  two  leaders,  are  already  up 
In  arms  again;  and,  serrying  their  ranks. 
Prepare  to  attack  :  they  have  apparently 
Been  join'd  by  other  satraps. 

tSar.  A^liat !  more  rebels? 

Let  us  be  first,  tlien. 
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Sal.  That  were  hardly  prudeut 

Now,  though  it  was  our  fii'st  inteutiou.     If 
By  noon  to-morrow  we  are  jom'd  by  those 
I  've  sent  for  by  sure  messengers,  we  shall  be 
In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  attack, 
Ay,  and  pursuit  too  ;  but,  till  then,  my  voice 
Is  to  await  the  onset. 

Sar.  I  detest 

That  waiting ;  though  it  seems  so  safe  to  fight 
Behind  high  walls,  and  hurl  down  foes  into 
Deep  fosses,  or  behold  them  sprawl  on  spikes 
Strew'd  to  receive  them,  still  I  like  it  not — 
My  soul  seems  lukewarm  ;  but  when  I  set  on  them, 
Though  they  were  piled  on  mountains,  I  would  have 
A  pluck  at  them,  or  perish  in  hot  blood  I — 
Let  me  then  charge. 

Sal.  You  talk  like  a  young  soldier. 

Sar.  I  am  no  soldiei-,  but  a  man  :  speak  not 
Of  soldiership,  I  loathe  the  word,  and  those 
"VMio  pride  themselves  iipon  it ;  but  direct  me 
"Where  I  may  pour  upon  them. 

Sal.  You  must  spare 

To  expose  your  life  too  hastily  ;  't  is  not 
Like  mine  or  any  other  subject's  breath  : 
The  whole  war  tux-ns  upon  it — with  it ;  this 
Alone  creates  it,  kindles,  and  may  quench  it — 
Prolong  it — end  it. 

Sar.  Then  let  us  end  both  ! 

'T  were  better  thus,  perhaps,  than  prolong  either ; 
I  'm  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

[J  trinvpet  sounds  icilhoid. 

Sal.  Hark  ! 

Sar.  Let  us 

Reply,  not  listen. 

Sal.  And  your  wound  ! 

Sar.  'T  is  bound— 

'T  is  hcal'd — I  had  forgotten  it.     Away  ! 
A  leech's  lancet  would  have  scratch'd  me  deeper ;  ^^ 
The  slave  that  gave  it  might  be  well  ashamed 
To  have  struck  so  weakly. 

Sal.  Kow,  may  none  this  hour 

Strike  with  a  better  aim  ! 

Sar.  Ay,  if  we  conquer; 
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But  if  not,  tliey  will  only  leave  to  mo 
A  task  they  might  have  spared  their  king.     Upon  them  ! 

{^rrumpet  sounds  again. 

Sal.  I  am  with  you. 

Sar.  Ho,  my  arms  !  again,  my  arms  ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT   V. 

Scene  l.~The  same  Hall  in  the  Palace. 

JlyuKii-V  and  Balea. 

il/j/n  {at  a  7cuidoiv).  The  day  at  last  has  broken.     What 
a  night 
Hath  usher'd  it !     How  beautiful  in  heaven  ! 
Though  varied  Avith  a  transitory  storm, 
More  beautiful  in  that  variety  ! 
How  hideous  upon  earth  !  where  peace  and  hope, 
And  love  and  revel,  in  an  hour  were  trampled 
By  human  passions  to  a  human  chaos, 
Not  yet  resolved  to  separate  elements  — 
'T  is  warring  still  !     And  can  the  sun  so  rise. 
So  bright,  so  rolling  back  the  clouds  into 
Vapoux's  more  lovely  than  the  unclouded  sky, 
With  golden  pinnacles,  and  snowy  mountains. 
And  billows  purpler  than  the  ocean's,  making 
In  heaven  a  glorious  mockery  of  the  earth, 
So  like  we  almost  deem  it  permanent  ; 
So  fleeting,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 
Beyond  a  vision,  't  is  so  transiently 
Scatter'd  along  the  eternal  vault :  and  yet 
It  dwells  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul, 
And  blends  itself  into  the  soul,  until 
Sunrise  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epoch 
Of  sorrow  and  of  love ;  which"  they  who  mark  not, 
Know  not  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii  ^^ 
(Who  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts, 
So  that  we  would  not  change  their  sweet  rebukes 
For  all  the  boisterous  joys  that  ever  shook 
The  air  with  clamour)  build  the  palaces 
Where  their  fond  votaries  repose  and  breathe 
Briefly ; — but  in  that  brief  cool  calm  inhale 
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EnougU  of  heaveu  to  euaLle  tliem  to  bear 

The  reot  of  commou,  heavy,  human  hours, 

Aud  dream  them  through  in  placid  sufferance 

Though  seemingly  employ'd  like  all  the  rest 

Of  toiling  breathers  in  allotted  tasks  ^''■ 

Of  paiu  or  pleasure,  tico  names  for  one  feeling, 

"Which  oui  internal,  restless  agony 

Would  vaiy  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 

Escapes  our  highest  effoi-ts  to  be  happy. 

J3aL  You  muse  right  calmly  :  aud  can  you  so  watch 
The  sunrise  which  may  be  our  last  ? 

3Ii/r.  It  is 

Therefore  that  I  so  watch  it,  and  reproach 
Those  eyes,  which  never  may  behold  it  more, 
For  having  look'd  upon  it  oft,  too  oft, 
"Without  the  reverence  and  the  rapture  due 
To  that  which  keeps  all  earth  from  being  as  fragile 
As  I  am  in  this  form.     Come,  look  upon  it, 
The  Chaldee's  god,  which,  when  I  gaze  upon 
I  grow  almost  a  convert  to  your  Baal. 

Bed.  As  now  he  reigns  in  heaven,  so  once  on  eai-th 
He  sway'd. 

Jfyr.  He  sways  it  now  f;U'  more,  then ;  never 

Had  earthly  monarch  half  the  power  aud  glory 
"Which  centres  in  a  suigle  ray  of  his. 

Bed.  Surely  he  is  a  god  ! 

il/yr.  So  we  Greeks  deem  too  ; 

And  yet  I  sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 
Must  rather  be  the  abode  of  gods  tlian  one 
Of  the  immortal  sovereigns.     Xow  he  breaks 
Through  all  the  clouds,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  light 
That  shuts  the  world  out.     I  can  look  no  more. 

B'd.  Kark  !  heard  you  not  a  somid  ? 

^l/^/''.  IN  o,  't  '\^■as  mere  fimcy ; 

They  battle  it  beyond  the  wall,  and  not 
As  in  late  midnight  conflict  in  the  very 
Chambers  :  the  palace  has  become  a  fortress 
Since  that  insidious  hour ;  aud  here,  v>-ithin 
The  very  centre,  girded  by  vast  courts 
Aud  regal  halls  of  pyramid  proportions, 
Which  must  be  carried  one  by  one  before 
They  penetrate  to  where  they  then  arrived, 
"We  are  as  much  shut  in  even  from  the  sound 
Of  peril  as  from  glory. 
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Bah  But  they  reacli'cl 

Thus  far  before. 

Mjiy.  Yes,  by  surprise,  aud.were 

Beat  back  by  valour :  now  at  once  we  have 
Courage  and  vigilance  to  guard  us. 

Bed.  May  they 

Prosper  ! 

Myr.        That  is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 
The  dread  of  more  :  it  is  an  anxious  hour ; 
I  strive  to  keep  it  from  my  thoughts.     Alas  ! 
How  vainly  ! 

Bal.  It  is  said  the  king's  demeanour 

In  the  late  action  scarcely  more  appall'd 
The  rebels  than  astonish'd  his  true  subjects. 

Myr.  'T  is  easy  to  astonish  or  appal 
The  vulgar  mass  which  moulds  a  horde  of  slaves  ; 
But  he  did  bravely. 

Bal.  Slew  he  not  Belesos  ? 

I  heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 

Myr.  The  wretch  was  overthrown,  but  rescued  to 
Trivimph,  perhaps,  o'er  one  who  vanquish'd  him 
In  fight,  as  he  had  spared  him  in  his  peril ; 
And  by  that  heedless  pitv  risk'd  a  crown, 

Bal.  '  Hark  ! 

Myr.  You  are  right ;  some  steps  approach,  but  slowly. 

Enter  Soldiers,  heaving  in  Salemenes  uonnded,  vith  a  broken  javelin 
in  his  side:  ilicy  scat  hiia  upon  one  of  the  couches  v.hiclt  furnish 
the  Apartment. 

Myr.  Oh,  Jove  ! 

Bal.  Then  all  is  over. 

Sal.  That  is  false. 

Hew  down  the  slave  who  says  so,  if  a  soldier. 

]\[yr.  Sparc  him — he  's  none  :  a  mere  court  butterflj", 
That  flutters  in  the  pageant  of  a  monarch. 

Sal.  Let  him  live  on,  then. 

Myr.  So  wilt  thou,  I  trust. 

Sal.  I  fain  would  live  this  hour  out,  and  the  event. 
But  doubt  it.     Wherefore  did  ye  bear  me  hei'C  ? 

Sol.  By  the  khig's  order.     "When  the  javelin  struck  you, 
You  fell  and  fixiiited  :  't  was  his  strict  command 
To  bear  you  to  this  hall. 

Sal.  'T  v>-as  not  ill  done  : 
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For  seeming  sliiiu  in  that  cold  dizzy  traiice, 

The  sight  might  shake  oui'  soldiers — but — 't  is  vain, 

I  feel  it  ebbing  ! 

Myr.  Let  me  see  the  -woimd  ; 

I  am  not  quite  skilless  :  in  my  native  land 
'T  is  pai-t  of  our  instruction.     "War  being  constant, 
We  are  nerved  to  look  on  such  things.  ^- 

Sol.  Best  extract 

The  javelin. 

Myr.  Hold  !  no,  no,  it  cannot  be. 

Sal.  I  am  sped,  then  ! 

Myr.  With  the  blood  that  fast  must  follow 

The  extracted  weapon,  I  do  fear  thy  life. 

Sal.  And  I  not  death.     Where  was  the  king  when  you 
Couvey'd  me  from  the  spot  where  I  was  stricken  ? 

Sol.  Upon  the  same  ground,  and  encouraging 
With  voice  and  gesture  tlie  dispirited  troops 
Who  had  seen  you  fall,  and  falter'd  back. 

Sal.  Whom  heard  ye 

Xamed  next  to  the  command  ] 

Sol.  I  did  not  hear. 

Sal.  Fly,  then,  and  tell  him,  't  was  my  last  request 
That  Zames  take  my  post  until  the  junction, 
So  hoped  for,  yet  delay'd,  of  Ofratanes, 
Satrap  of  Susa.     Leave  me  here  :  our  troops 
Are  not  so  numerous  as  to  spare  yoiu'  absence. 

Sol.  But  prince 

Sal.  Hence,  I  say  !     Here  's  a  corn-tier  and 

A  woman,  the  best  chamber  company. 
As  you  would  not  permit  me  to  expire 
Upon  the  field,  I  '11  have  no  idle  soldiers 
About  my  sick  couch.     Hence  !  and  do  ray  bidding  ! 

lEx'-.uiit  the  VohUcrs. 

Myr.  Gallant  and  glorious  spuit !  must  the  earth 
So  soon  resign  thee  ? 

Sal.  Ck-ntle  IMyrrlia,  't  is 

The  end  I  would  liave  chosen,  had  I  saved 
The  monarch  or  the  monarchy  by  this ; 
As  't  is,  I  have  not  outlived  them. 

Myr.  You  wax  paler. 

SaJ.  Your  hand ;  this  broken  weapon  but  prolongs 
My  pangs,  without  sustaining  life  enough 
To  make  me  useful ;  I  would  draw  it  forth 
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And  my  life  with  it,  could  I  but  lieai'  how 
The  fiprht  jroes. 


Enter  SaedanapaluS  and  Schliers. 

Sar,  My  best  brother  ! 

Sal.  Aud  the  battle 

Is  lost  ? 

Sar.  [dcspondinrjl )j) .  You  see  me  here. 

Sal.  I  'd  rather  see  you  thud/ 

[//c  drans  out  llic  ircapon  from  (he  icouiid,nnd  dies, 

Say.  Aud  ihm  I  will  be  seen;  unless  the  succour, 
The  last  frail  i-eed  of  our  bclcaguer'd  hopes. 
Arrive  with  Ofratanes. 

JI)/)'.  Did  you  not 

Ileceive  a  token  fioni  your  dying  brother, 
Appointing  Zames  chief  ? 

Sur.  I  did. 

Mi/r.  Where  's  Zames  ? 

Sar.  Dead. 

3r>/r.  And  Altada  ? 

Sar.  Dying. 

Mi/r.        ^  Pania?     Sf.ro? 

Sar.  Pania  yet  lives ;  but  Sfero  's  fled  or  captiva. 
I  am  alone. 

Mi/r.  And  is  all  lost  ? 

Sar.  Our  walls, 

Though  thiuly  mann'd,  may  still  hold  out  against 
Their  present  force,  or  aught  save  treachery  : 
But  i'  the  field 

Mi/r.  I  thought 't  was  the  intent 

Of  Salemeues  not  to  ri.-k  a  sally 
Till  ye  were  strengthen'd  by  the  expected  succours. 

Sar.  I  over-i*uled  him. 

Mi/r.  Well,  the  fault 's  a  brave  ono. 

Sar.  But  fatal.     Oh,  my  brother  !  I  would  give 
These  realms,  of  which  thou  Avert  the  ornament, 
The  sword  and  shield,  the  sole-redeeming  honour. 

To  call  back But  I  will  not  vreep  for  thee ; 

Thou  shalt  be  mourn'd  for  as  thou  wouklst  be  mourn' d« 
It  grieves  me  most  that  thou  couldst  quit  this  life 
Believing  that  I  could  survive  what  thou 
Hast  died  for — our  long  royalty  of  race. 
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If  I  redeem  it,  I  will  give  thee  blood 

Of  thousands,  tears  of  millions,  for  atonement 

(The  tears  of  all  the  good  are  thine  already). 

If  not,  we  meet  again  soon, — if  the  spirit 

Within  us  lives  bej-oud  : — thou  rcadest  mine, 

And  dost  me  justice  nov*'.     Let  me  once  clasp 

Tiiat  yet  warm  hand,  and  fold  that  throbless  heart 

I  Embraces  iho  boJy. 
To  this  which  beat.?  so  bitterly.     Xow,  bear 
The  body  hcuee. 

Soldier.  Vrhere  ? 

Sar.  To  my  proper  chamber. 

Place  it  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  king  lay  there  :  when  this  ia  done,  we  will 
Speak  further  of  the  rites  duo  to  such  ashes. 

lExeunt  Soldiers  icilh  the  body  of  Saleme:>E3. 


Enier  Paxia. 

Sar.  Well,  Pania  !   have  you  placed  the  guaixT?,   and 
issued 
The  orders  fix'd  on  ? 

Pan.  Sire,  I  have  obey'd. 

Sar.  And  do  the  soldiers  keep  then-  hearts  up  ? 

Pan.  Sire  ? 

Sar.  I  'm  answer'd  !     When  a  king  asks  twice,  and  has 
A  question  as  an  answer  to  his  question. 
It  is  a  portent.     TMiat  !  they  are  disliearten'd  ] 

Pan.  The  death  of  Salemenes,  and  the  shouts 
Of  the  exulting  rebels  on  his  fall, 
Have  made  them 

Sar.  Rage — not  droop — it  should  have  been. 

Y^e  '11  find  the  means  to  rouse  them. 

Pan.  Such  a  loss 

Slight  sadden  even  a  victory, 

Sar.  Alas ! 

Who  can  so  feel  it  as  I  feel  ?  but  yet, 

Though  coop'd  within  these  walls,  they  are  strong,  and  we 
Have  those  without  Avill  break  their  way  through  host.g, 
To  make  their  sovereign's  dwelling  what  it  was — 
A  palace  :  not  a  prison,  ncr  a  fortress. 
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Enter  an  Officer,  hasiily. 

Sa7\  Thv  face  seems  ominous.     Speak  ! 

Qffi:        "  I  dare  not. 

Sar.  Dare  not  ? 

While  millious  dare  revolt  with  sword  in  hand  ! 
That 's  strange.     I  pray  thee  brealv  that  loyal  silence 
AVhich  loathe.s  to  shock  its  sovereign ;  Ave  can  hear 
^Yorse  than  thou  hast  to  tell. 

Pan.  Proceed,  thou  hearest. 

0^.  The  wall  which  skirted  near  the  river's  brink 
Is  thrown  down  by  the  sudden  inundation 
Of  the  Euphrates,  which  now  rolling,  swoln 
From  the  enormous  mountains  where  it  rises, 
Ey  the  late  rains  of  that  tempestuous  region, 
O'erfloods  its  banks,  and  hath  dcstroy'd  the  bulwark. 

Pan.  That 's  a  black  auguiy  !  it  has  been  said 
For  ages,  "  That  the  city  ne'er  should  yield 
"  To  man,  until  the  river  grew  its  foe." 

Sar.  I  can  forgive  the  omen,  not  the  ravage. 
How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wall  ? 

Ojfi.  About 

Some  twenty  stadia. '^•^ 

,Sai'.  And  all  this  is  left 

Pervious  to  the  assailants  ? 

OjH.  For  the  present 

The  river's  fuiy  must  impede  the  a!-sa\ilt ; 
But  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel, 
And  may  be  cross'd  by  the  accustom'd  barks, 
The  palace  is  their  own. 

Sar.  That  shall  be  never. 

Though  men,  and  gods,  and  elements,  and  omens. 
Have  risen  up  'gainst  one  who  ne'er  provoked  them. 
My  father's  house  shall  never  be  a  cave 
For  wolves  to  horde  and  howl  in. 

Pan.  With  your  sanction, 

I  will  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such  measures 
For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  space 
As  time  and  means  pei-mifc. 

Sai'.  About  it  straight, 

And  bring  me  back,  as  speedily  as  full 
And  fair  investigation  may  ]>ermit, 
Report  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 
Of  waters.  [Exeunt  Taxia  and  the  Officer. 
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Myy.         Thus  the  very  vraves  rise  up 
Against  you. 

Sew.  They  are  not  my  subjects,  girl, 

And  may  be  pardou'd,  since  they  can't  be  punlsh'd. 

Myr.  I  joy  to  see  this  portent  shakes  you  not, 

Sar.  I  am  past  the  fear  of  portents  :  they  can  tell  me 
Nothing  I  have  not  told  myself  since  midnight : 
Despair  anticipates  such  things. 

Myr.  Despair  ! 

Sar.  No  ;  not  despair  precisely.     ^^Tien  v.'e  know 
All  that  can  come,  and  how  to  meet  it,  our 
Resolves,  if  firm,  may  merit  a  more  noble 
"Word  than  this  is  to  give  it  utterance. 
But  what  are  words  to  us  ?  we  have  well  nigh  done 
\Yith  them  and  all  things. 

Myr.  Save  one  deed — the  last 

And  greatest  to  all  mortals;  crowning  act 
Of  all  that  was,  or  is,  or  is  to  be — 
The  only  thing  common  to  all  mankind, 
So  different  in  their  births,  tongues,  sexes,  natures. 
Hues,  features,  climes,  times,  feelings,  intellects,  "*' 
Without  one  point  of  union  save  in  this. 
To  which  we  tend,  for  which  we  're  born,  and  thread 
The  labyi'inth  of  mystery,  call'd  life. 

Sar.  Om-  clew  being  well  nigh  wound  out,  let's  be  cheerful. 
They  v/ho  have  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 
Indulge  a  smile  at  that  which  once  appall'd; 
As  children  at  discover'd  bugbears. 


Jle-entcyVxsix. 

Pan.  'Tis 

As  was  reported  :  I  have  ordex"'d  there 
A  double  guard,  withdrawing  from  the  wall 
■\Miere  it  was  strongest  the  required  addition 
To  watch  the  breach  occasion'd  by  the  waters. 

Sar.  You  have  done  your  duty  faithfully,  and  ag 
My  worthy  Pania  !  fm-ther  ties  between  us 
Draw  near  a  close — I  pray  you  take  this  key  : 


It  opens  to  a  secret  chamber,  placed 

Behind  the  couch  in  my  own  chamber.     (Xow 

Press'd  by  a  nobler  weight  than  e'er  it  bore — 


\_Gives  a  key. 


x2 
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Though  a  long  line  of  sovereigns  have  lain  dovru 

Along  its  golden  frame — as  bearing  for 

A  time  what  late  was  Salemones).     Search 

The  secret  covert  to  which  this  will  lead  yon  ; 

'T  is  full  of  treasure ;  ''^  take  it  for  yourself 

And  your  companions  :  there  's  enough  to  load  ye, 

Though  ye  be  many.'"'     Let  the  slaves  be  freed,  too ; 

And  all  the  inmates  of  the  palace,  of 

Whatever  sex,  now  quit  it  in  an  hour. 

Thence  launch  the  regal  barks,  ouce  form'd  for 

pleasure. 
And  now  to  serve  for  safety,  and  embark. 
The  river 's  broad  and  swoln,  and  uncommanded 
(More  potent  than  a  king)  by  these  besiegers. 
Fly  !  and  be  happy  ! 

Pan.  Under  your  protection  ! 

So  you  accompany  your  faithful  guard. 

Sar.  No,  Pania  !  that  must  not  be  ;  get  thee  hence, 
And  leave  me  to  my  fate. 

Pan.                                    'T  is  the  first  time 
I  ever  disobey'd  :  but  now 

Sar.  So  all  men 

Dare  beard  me  now,  and  Insolence  within 
Apes  Treason  from  Avithout.     Question  no  further ; 
'T  is  my  command,  my  last  command.     "Wilt  thou 
Oppose  it  ?  tliQX!, ! 

Pan.  But  yet — not  yet. 

Sar.  Well,  then, 

Swear  that  you  will  obey  when  I  shall  give 
The  signal. 

.    Pan.  With  a  heavy  but  true  he^rt, 

I  promise. 

Sar.  'T  is  enough.     Now  order  here 

Faggots,  pine-nuts,  and  ivither'd  leaves,  and  such 
Tilings  as  catch  fire  and  blaze  with  one  sole  spark ; 
Bring  cedar,  too,  and  precious  drugs,  and  spices, 
And  mighty  planks,  to  nourish  a  tall  pile  ; 
Bring  frankincense  and  myrrh,  too,  for  it  is 
For  a  great  sacrifice  I  build  the  pyre  ! 
And  heap  them  round  you  throne. 

Pan.  My  lord  ! 

Sar.  I  have  said  it, 

And  yon,  have  sworn. 
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Pan.  Aud  could  keep  nty  faith 

Without  a  vow.  \_Extt  Paxu. 

Myr.  What  mcau  you  ? 

Sav.  You  shall  know 

Anon — what  the  whole  earth  shall  ne'ex-  forget. 

Paxia,  returning  tiiih  a  Herald. 

Pan.  My  king,  in  going  forth  upon  my  duty, 
This  herald  has  been  brought  before  me,  craving 
An  audience. 

Sar.  Let  him  speak. 

Jley.  The  Kinr/  Arbaces 

Sar.  What,  crown'd  already  ? — But,  proceed. 

Her.                                      "  Belescs, 

The  anointed  high -priest 

Sar.                                           Of  what  god  or  demon  ? 
Vfith  new  kings  rise  new  altars.     But,  proceed ; 
You  are  sent  to  prate  your  master's  will,  aud  not 
lleply  to  mine. 
'  Her.  And  Satrap  Ofrataues 

Sar.  Why,  he  is  ours. 

Her.  {shcwiiir/  a  rlnfj).  Be  sure  that  l;c  is  now 
In  the  camp  of  the  conquerors  ;  behold 
His  signet  ring. 

Sar.  'T  is  his.     A  worthy  triad  ! 

Poor  Salemenes  !  thou  hast  died  in  time 
To  see  one  treachery  the  less  :  this  man 
"Was  thy  true  friend  and  my  most  trusted  subject. 
Proceed. 

Her.       Tliey  offer  thee  thy  life,  and  freedom 
Of  choice  to  single  out  a  residence 
In  any  of  the  further  provinces, 
Guarded  and  watch'd,  but  not  confined  in  person, 
Where  thou  shalt  pa^ss  thy  days  in  peace;  but  ou 
Condition  that  the  three  yoimg  princes  are 
Given  up  as  hostages. 

Sar.  {ironical! >i).         The  generous  victors  ! 

Her.  I  wait  the  answer. 

Sar.  Answer,  slave  !     How  long 

Have  slaves  decided  on  the  doom  of  kings  ? 

Her.  Since  they  were  free. 

Sar.  Mouthpiece  of  mutiny  ! 
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Tliou  at  the  least  shalt  learn  tlie  penalty 
Of  treason,  though  its  proxy  only.     Pauia  ! 
Let  his  head  be  thrown  from  our  -svalls  within 
The  rebels'  lines,  his  carcass  clown  the  river. 
Away  with  him  ! 

[Paxia  and  the  Guards  seizing  him. 

Pan.  I  never  yet  obey'cl 

Your  orders  with  more  pleasure  than  the  present. 
Hence  with  him,  soldiers  !  do  not  soil  this  hall 
Of  royalty  with  treasonable  gore ; 
Put  him  to  rest  without. 

Her.  A  single  w'ord : 

My  office,  king,  is  sacred. 

Sa7\  And  what 's  iuinc  f 

That  thou  shouldst  come  and  dare  to  ask  of  me 
To  lay  it  down  ? 

Her,  I  but  obey'd  my  orders, 

At  the  same  peril  if  refused,  as  now 
lucurr'd  by  my  obedience. 

Sar.  So  there  are 

Xew  monarchs  of  an  hour's  growth  as  despotic 
As  sovereigns  swathed  in  puri^le,  and  enthroned 
From  birth  to  manhood  ! 

ITer.  My  life  waits  your  breath. 

Yours  (I  speak  humbly) — but  it  may  be — yours 
May  also  be  in  danger  scarce  less  imminent : 
"Would  it  then  suit  the  last  liovirs  of  a  line 
Such  as  is  that  of  Ximrod,  to  destroy 
A  peaceful  herald,  unarm' d,  in  his  office ; 
And  violate  not  only  all  that  man 
Holds  sacred  between  man  and  man — but  that 
More  holy  tie  which  links  us  witli  the  gods  ? 

Sar.  He  's  right. — Let  him  go  free. — Mj  life's  last  act 
Shall  not  be  one  of  wrath.     Here,  fellow,  take 

iGivcs  him  a  (joldcn  citpfrom  a  tahlc  nca.% 
This  golden  goblet,  let  it  hold  your  wine, 
And  thiuk  of  me  ;  or  melt  it  into  ingots. 
And  thiuk  of  nothing  but  their  weight  and  value. 

Iler.  I  thank  you  doubly  for  raj  life,  and  this 
Jlost  gorgeous  gift,  which  renders  it  more  precious. 
But  must  I  bear  no  answer  ? 

Sar.  Yes, — I  ask 

An  hour's  truce  to  consider. 
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Her,  But  an  hour's  ? 

Sar.  An  hour's  :  if  at  the  expiration  of 
That  time  your  masters  hear  uo  farther  from  me, 
They  are  to  deem  that  I  reject  theu"  terms, 
And  act  befittingly. 

He)'.  I  shall  not  fail 

To  be  a  faithful  legate  of  your  pleasui'e. 

Sar.  And  hark  !  a  word  more. 

Her.  I  shall  not  forget  it 

Whate'er  it  be. 

Sar.  Commend  me  to  Beleses  ; 

And  tell  him,  ere  a  year  expire,  I  summon 
Him  hence  to  meet  me.      , 

Her.  Where  ? 

Sar.  At  Babylon. 

At  least  from  thence  he  will  depart  to  meet  me. 

Her.  I  shall  obey  vou  to  the  letter. 

"   "  \_Ex\l  Herald. 

Sar.  Pania  ! — 

Now,  my  good  Pania  ! — quick — with  what  I  order'd. 

Pan.  My  lord, — the  soldiers  are  akeady  chai-ged. 
And  see  !  they  enter. 

[^Soldiers  entry,  andfunn  a  Tile  about  the  Throne,  ijC. 

Sar.  Higher,  my  good  soldiers, 

And  thicker  yet ;  and  see  that  the  foundation 
Be  such  as  will  not  speedily  exhaust 
Its  own  too  subtle  flame ;  nor  yet  be  quench'd 
With  aught  officious  aid  would  bring  to  quell  it. 
Let  the  throne  form  the  core  of  it ;  I  would  not 
Leave  that,  save  fraught  with  fire  unquenchable, 
To  the  new  comers.     Frame  the  whole  as  if 
'T  were  to  enkindle  the  strong  tower  of  oiu' 
Inveterate  enemies.     Now  it  bears  an  aspect  ! 
Hov>-  say  you,  Pania,  will  this  pile  suffice 
For  a  king's  obsequies  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  for  a  kingdom's. 

I  understand  you,  now. 

Sar.  And  blame  me  ? 

Pan.  No — 

Let  me  but  fire  the  pile,,  and  share  it  with  you. 

Myr.  That  duty 's  mine. 

Pan.  A  woman's  ! 

Myr.  'T  is  the  soldier's 
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Part  to  die  for  his  sovereign,  and  Avhy  not 
The  woman's  with  her  lover  ? 

Pan.  'T  is  most  strange  ! 

Myr.  But  not  so  rare,  my  Pania,  as  thon  think'st  it. 
In  the  mean  time,  live  thou. — Farewell  !  the  pile 
Is  ready. 

Pan.         I  should  shame  to  leave  my  sovereign 
With  but  a  single  female  to  partake 
His  death. 

Sar.  Too  many  fur  have  heralded 

Me  to  the  dust  already.     Get  theo  hence ; 
Enrich  thee. 

Pan.  And  live  wretched  ! 

Sar.  TLiuk  upon 

Thy  vow  : — 't  is  sacred  and  irrevocable. 

Pan.  Since  it  is  so,  fai-ewell. 


Search  well  my  chambei 


Feel  no  remorse  at  bearing  off  the  gold  ; 
Eemember,  what  you  leave  you  leave  the  slaves 
Who  slew  me  :  and  when  you  have  borne  away 
All  safe  off  to  yoiu'  boats,  blow  one  long  blast 
Upon  the  trumpet  as  you  quit  the  i:>alace. 
The  river's  brink  is  too  remote,  its  stream 
Too  loud  at  present  to  permit  the  echo 
To  reach  distinctly  from  its  banks.     Then  fly, — 
And  as  you  sail,  turn  back ;  but  still  keej)  on 
Your  way  along  the  Euphrates  :  if  you  reach 
Tlie  land  of  Paphlagonia,  where  the  queen 
Is  safe  with  my  three  sons  in  Cotta's  com-t, 
Say,  what  you  saio  at  parting,  and  request 
That  she  remember  what  I  said  at  one 
Parting  more  mournful  still. 

Pan.  That  royal  hand  ! 

Let  me  then  once  more  press  it  to  my  lips ; 
And  these  poor  soldiers  who  throng  round  you,  and 
Would  fain  die  with  you  ! 

[IVff  Soldiers  and  Pan'ta  iluGisfj  round  hint,  khsiiig  his  Ita/id 
and  the  hem  of  his  role. 

Sar.  My  best  !  my  last  friends  ! 

Let's  not  unman  each  other  :  part  at  once  : 
All  farewells  should  be  sudden,  when  for  ever, 
Else  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments, 
And  clog  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears. 
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Heuee,  aud  be  happy  :   trust  me,  I  am  not 

Noio  to  be  pitied ;  or  far  more  for  what 

Is  past  than  present ; — for  the  future,  't  is 

In  the  hands  of  the  deities,  if  such 

There  be  :  I  shall  know  soon.     Farewell — Farewell. 

[Exeunt  Paxia  and  Soldkrs. 

Mm'.  These  men  were  honest  :  it  is  comfoi-t  still 
That  our  last  looks  should  be  on  loving  faces. 

Sar.  And  lovely  ones,  my  beautiful ! — but  hear  me  ! 
If  at  this  moment, — for  we  now  are  on 
The  brink, — thou  feel'st  an  inwai'd  shrinking  from 
This  leap  through  flame  into  the  future,  say  it : 
I  shall  not  love  thee  less ;  nay,  perhaps  more. 
For  yielding  to  thy  nature  :  and  there 's  time 
Yet  for  theo  to  escape  hence. 

Myr.  Shall  I  light 

One  of  the  torches  which  lie  heap'd  beneath 
The  ever-burning  lamp  that  burns  without, 
Before  Baal's  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  hall  ? 

Sar.  Do  so.     Is  that  thy  answer  ? 

Myr.  Thou  shalt  S2e, 

\_Ex'it  JlYKRnA. 

Sav.  {solus).  She's  firm.     My  fathers  !  whom  I  will  rejoin, 
It  may  be,  purified  by  death  from  some 
Of  the  gross  stains  of  too  material  being, 
I  would  not  leave  your  ancient  first  abode 
To  the  defilement  of  usurping  bondmen ; 
If  I  have  not  kept  your  inheritance 
As  ye  bequeath'd  it,  this  bright  part  of  it, 
Your  treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacred  relics 
Of  arms,  and  records,  monuments,  and  spoils, 
In  which  they  would  have  revell'd,  I  bear  with  me 
To  you  in  that  absorbing  element, 
AYhich  most  personifies  the  soul  as  leaviug 
The  least  of  matter  unconsumed  before 
Its  fieiy  workings  : — aud  the  light  of  this 
Most  royal  of  funereal  pyres  shall  be 
Xot  a  mere  pillar  form'd  of  cloud  and  flame, 
A  beacon  in  the  horizon  for  a  day, 
And  then  a  mount  of  ashes,  but  a  light 
To  lesson  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 
Voluptuous  princes.     Time  shall  quench  full  many 
A  people's  records,  and  a  hero's  acts  ; 
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Sweep  empire  aftei*  empire,  like  this  first 
Of  empires,  into  nothing ;  but  even  then 
Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  hold  it  up 
A  problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 
Despise — but,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  life 
"Which  led  to  such  a  consummation. 

Myreua  returns  uUh  a'Vujhted  Torch  in  one  Hand,  and  a  Cup 
in  the  other. 

M>l)'.  Lo  ! 

I  've  lit  the  lamp  which  lights  us  to  the  stars. 

Sar.  And  the  cup? 

Myi:  'T  is  my  country's  custom  to 

Make  a  libation  to  the  gods. 

Sar.  And  mine 

To  make  libations  amongst  men.     I  've  not 
Forgot  the  custom ;  and  although  alone, 
"Will  drain  one  draught  in  memory  of  many 
A  joyous  banquet  past. 

[Sardaxapauis  takes  the  cup,  and  after  drinkinj  and  tinkling 
i/ie  ?-i'vcrscd  cup,  as  a  drop  fulls,  exclaims — 
And  this  libation 
Is  for  the  excellent  Belescs. 

3Iyr.  ^  Why 

Dwells  thy  mind  rather  upon  that  man's  name 
Than  on  his  mate's  in  villany  ? 

Sar.  The  other 

Is  a  mere  soldier,  a  mere  tool,  a  kind 
Of  human  sword  in  a  friend's  hand ;  the  other 
Is  master-mover  of  his  warlike  puppet ; 
But  I  dismiss  them  from  my  mind. — Yet  pause, 
]\Iy  Slyrrha  !  dost  thou  truly  follow  me, 
Freely  and  fearlessly  ? 

Alyv.  And  dost  thou  think 

A  Greek  girl  dare  not  do  for  love,  that  which 
An  Indian  widow  braves  for  custom  ?  '*'" 

Sar.  Then 

We  but  await  the  signal. 

iV///-.  It  is  long- 

In  sounding. 

Sar.  Xov\^,  fiU'cwell ;  one  last  embrace. 

Myr.  Embrace,  but  not  the  last ;  there  is  one  more. 

Sar.  True,  the  commingling  fire  will  mix  our  ashes. 
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Myr.  Aud  pure  as  is  my  love  to  thee,  shall  tliey, 
Purged  from  the  dross  of  earth,  aud  earthly  passion, 
ills  pale  with  thiue.     A  single  thought  yet  irks  me. 

Sar.  Say  it. 

Myr.  It  is  that  no  kind  hand  will  gather 

The  dust  of  Loth  into  one  urn. 

Sar.  The  better : 

Rather  let  them  be  borne  abroad  upon 
The  wmds  of  heaven,  aud  scatter'd  iuto  aii', 
Than  be  polluted  more  by  human  hands 
Of  slaves  and  traitors.     In  this  blazing  palace. 
And  its  enormous  vails  of  reeking  ruin. 
We  leave  a  nobler  monument  than  Egypt 
Hath  piled  in  her  brick  mountains,  o'er  dead  kings. 
Or  Tcine,  for  none  know  whether  those  proud  piles 
Be  for  their  monarch,  or  their  ox-god  Apis  : 
So  much  for  monuments  that  have  forgotten 
T  ~.eir  very  record  !  "*^ 

Myr.  Then  farewell,  thou  earth  ! 

Aud  loveliest  spot  of  earth  !  farewell,  Ionia  ! 
]>tj  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  far 
Aloof  from  desolation  !     My  last  prayer 
"Was  for  thee,  my  last  thoughts,  save  vnc^  were  of  thee  ! 

Sar.  And  that  ? 

Myr.  Is  yours. 

\/rhc  trumpet  of  Pan'IA  sounds  without. 

Sar.  Hark  ! 

Myr.  Nov:  I 

Sar.  Adieu,  Assyria ! 

I  loved  thee  well,  my  own,  my  fathers'  land, 
Aud  better  as  my  country  than  my  kingdom. 
I  sated  thee  with  peace  and  joys  ;  and  this 
Is  my  reward  !  and  now  I  owe  thee  nothing, 
ISTot  even  a  grave.  [//c  mounts  the  pile. 

Xow,  Myrrha  ! 
Myr.  Art  tliou  ready  ? 

Sar.  As  the  torch  in  thy  gi-asp. 

[MvKRn.v  fires  the  piU. 
Myr.  'T  is  fired  !     I  come. 

[.is  Mtreha  spyiiifjs  forward  to  Ihroic  hcrsdf  into  the  flames, 
the  Curtain  falls. 
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1.— Page  229. 

iSardana2}nli!S. 

[TliiiS  prince  siu'passed  all  his  predecessors  in  effeniinacy,  luxury, 
and  cowardice.  He  never  -went  out  of  his  palace,  but  spent  all  his  time 
amon<<  a  company  of  women,  dressed  and  painted  like  them,  and 
employed  like  them  at  the  distaff.  He  placed  all  his  happiness  and 
glory  in  the  possession  of  immense  treasures,  in  feasting  and  rioting, 
and  indulging  himself  in  all  the  most  infamous  and  criminal  pleasures. 
He  ordered  two  verses  to  be  put  upon  his  tomb,  signifying  that  he 
carried  away  -with  him  all  he  had  eaten,  and  all  the  pleasures  he 
had  enjoyed,  but  left  every  thing  else  behind  him,— «/i  epitaph,  says 
Aristotle,  ^fit  for  a  An//.  Arbaccs,  governor  of  Media,  having  found 
means  to  get  into  the  palace,  and  having  with  liis  own  eyes  seen 
Sardanapalus  in  the  midst  of  his  infamous  seraglio,  enraged  at  such  a 
spectacle,  and  not  able  to  endure  that  so  many  brave  men  should  be 
subjected  to  a  prince  more  soft  and  effeminate'  than  the  women  them- 
selves, immediately  formed  a  conspiracy  against  him.  Beleses,  governor 
of  Babylon,  and  several  others,  entered  into  it.  On  the  first  rumour  ot 
this  revolt  the  king  hid  himself  in  the  inmost  part  of  his  palace.  Being 
afterwards  obliged  to  take  the  field  with  some  forces  he  had  assembled, 
he  at  first  gained  three  successive  victories  over  the  enemy,  but  was 
afterwards  overcome,  and  pursued  to  the  gates  of  Nineveh;  wherein  he 
shut  himself,  in  hopes  the  rebels  would  never  be  able  to  take  a  city  so 
well  fortified,  and  stored  with  provisions  for  a  considerable  time.  The 
siege  proved  indeed  of  very  great  length.  It  had  been  declared  by  an 
ancient  oracle  tliat  Nineveh  could  never  be  taken  unless  the  river 
became  an  enemy  to  the  citj-.  These  words  buoyed  up  Sardanapalus, 
because  he  looked  upon  the  thing  as  impossible.  But  when  he  saw  that 
the  Tigris,  by  a  violent  inundation,  had  thrown  down  twenty  stadia 
(two  miles  and  a  half)  of  the  city  wall,  and  by  that  means  opened  a 
passage  to  the  enemy,  he  understood  the  meaning  of  the  oiacle,  and 
thought  himself  lost.  He  resolved,  however,  to  die  in  such  a  manner 
as,  according  to  his  opinion,  should  cover  the  infamy  of  his  scandalous 
and  effeminate  life.  He  ordered  a  pile  of  wood  to  be'made  in  his  palace, 
and,  setting  fire  to  it,  burnt  himself,  his  eunuchs,  his  women,  and  his 
treasures.— DiOD.  Sic,  lib.  ii.  p.  109.] 
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2.— rage  229. 
Act  I. 

[Sivrtlanfipaliis  is  a  Avorlc  of  great  beauty  and  power.  In  the  conception 
of  his  character,  the  author  has  very  wisely  followed  nature  and  lancy 
rather  than  history.  His  Sardanapalus  is  not  an  effeminate,  worn-out 
deh.aiichfe,  with  shattered  nerves  and  exhausted  senses;  but  a  sanguine 
votary  of  pleasure,  a  princely  epicure,  revelling  in  boundless  luxuiy 
while  he  can,  but  with  a  soul  so  saturated  with  delights,  that  pain  and 
danger,  when  tliey  come  uncalled  for,  give  him  neither  concern  nor 
dread  ;  and  he  goes  forth  from  the  banquet  to  the  battle,  as  to  a  dance  or 
measure,  attired  by  the  Graces,  and  -ivith  youth,  joy  and  love  for  Lis 
guides,  lie  enjoys  life,  in  short,  and  triumphs  in  death;  and  whether  in 
prosperous  or  advei'se  circumstances,  his  soul  smiles  out  superior  to 
evil.— Jeffrey. 

The  character  of  Sardanapalus  is  admirably  sketched,  nor  is  there 
any  one  of  the  portraits  of  this  great  master  which  gives  us  a  more 
favourable  opinion  of  his  talents,  his  force  of  conception,  his  delicacy 
and  vigour  of  touch,  or  the  richness  and  harmony  of  his  colouring. 
Young,  thoughtless,  spoiled  by  flattery  and  unbounded  self-induigence, 
but  with  a  temper  naturally  amiable,  and  abilities  of  a  superior  order, 
Sai'danapalus  affects  to  undervalue  the  sanguinary  renown  of  his 
ancestors  as  an  excuse  for  inattention  to  the  most  necessaiy  duties  of 
his  rank;  and  flatters  himself,  while  he  is  indulging  his  own  sloth,  th.at 
he  is  making  his  people  happy.  Of  the  whole  picture,  selfishness  is  the 
prevailing  feature — selfishness  admirably  drawn  indeed  ;  apologised  for 
by  every  palliating  circumstance  of  education  and  habit,  and  clotlied  in 
the  brightest  colours  of  which  it  is  susceptible  from  youth,  talents,  and 
placability.  But  it  is  selfishness  still ;  and  we  should  have  been  tempted 
to  quarrel  with  the  art  which  made  vice  and  frivolity  thus  amiable,  if 
Lord  Byron  had  not  pointed  out  with  much  skill  the  bitterness  and 
weariness  of  spirit  which  invariably  wait  on  such  a  character.— Eisuop 
Heber.] 

3.— Page  229,  line  24. 

He  sweats  in  palling  pleasures,  dulls  his  soul, 

["He  sweats  in  dreary,  dulled  effeminacy."— MS.] 


4.— Page  230,  line  15. 

And  see  (he  bright  gems  of  the  glittering  girls, 

["  And  see  the  gewgaws  of  the  glittering  girls."— MS.] 


5.— Page  230,  line  23. 

Led  by  the  monarch  suhject  to  his  slai'cs. 

[Salemenes  is  the  direct  opposite  to  selilshness ;  and  the  character, 
though  slightly  sketched,  displays  little  less  ability  than  that  of 
Sardanapalus.  He  is  a  stem,  loyal,  plain-spoken  soldier  and  subject, 
clear-sighted,  just  and  lionourablc  in  his  ultimate  views,  though  not 
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more  pimctilions  about  tlie  means  of  obtaining  them  than  might  be 
expected  from  a  respectable  satrap  of  ancient  Nineveh,  or  a  respectable 
vizier  of  the  modern  Turkish  empire.  To  his  king,  in  spite  of  personal 
neglect  and  family  injuries,  he  is,  throughout,  pertinaciously  attached 
and  punctiliously  faithful.  To  the  king's  rebels  he  is  inclined  to  be 
Bevere,  bloody,  and  even  treacherous;  an  imperfection,  however,  in  his 
character,  to  want  which  would,  in  his  situation,  be  almost  unnatural, 
and  which  is  skilfully  introduced  as  a  contrast  to  the  instinctive  per- 
ception of  virtue  and  honour  which  flashes  out  from  the  indolence  of  his 
master.  Of  the  satrap,  however,  the  faults  as  well  as  the  virtues  are 
alike  the  offspring  of  disinterested  loyalty  and  patriotism.  It  is  for  his 
country  and  king  that  he  is  patient  "of  injury ;  for  them  he  is  valiant ; 
for  them  cruel.  lie  has  no  ambition  of  personal  power,  no  thirst  of 
individual  fame.  In  battle  ani  in  victory,  "  Assyria  !  "  is  his  only  war- 
cry.  Wlien  he  sends  olf  the  queen  and'  princes,  ho  is  less  anxious  for 
his  nephews  and  sister  than  for  the  preservation  of  the  line  of  Nimrod  ; 
and,  in  his  last  moments,  it  is  the  supposed  flight  of  his  sovereign  v.'hich 
alone  distresses  and  overcomes  him. — IIebicr.] 


6.— rage  231,  line  2. 

And  thou,  mi/  oini  loniait  ?,£ijvrlta,  choose 

"The  Ionian  name  had  been  still  more  comprehensive,  having 
included  the  Achaians  and  the  Boeotians,  who,  together  with  those  to 
whom  it  was  afterwards  confiued,  would  make  nearly  the  whole  of  the 
Greek  nation ;  and  among  the  orientals  it  was  always  the  general  nam.o 
for  the  Greeks."— MiTFOEij's  Greece,  vol.  1.  p.  199. 


7.-Page  231,  line  10. 
Myi".  The  kin<Js  choke  is  mine. 

[The  chief  charm  and  vivifying  angel  of  the  piece  is  Myrrha,  the  Greek 
slave  of  Sardanapalus — a  beautiful,  heroic,  devoted,  and  etherial  being — 
ashamed  of  loving  a  barbarian — and  using  all  her  influence  over  him  to 
ennoble  as  well  as  to  adorn  his  existence.  If  the  part  she  takes  in  the 
dialogue  be  sometimes  too  subdued  for  the  loftj'  daring  of  her  character, 
it  is  still  sucli  as  might  become  a  Greek  slave,  in  v,iiom  the  love  of 
liberty  and  the  scorn  of  death  were  tempered  by  the  consciousness  of 
what  she  regarded  as  a  degratling  passion. — Jeffrey. 

Myrrlia  is  a  female  Salemenes,  in  whom,  with  admirable  skill,  attach- 
ment to  the  individual  Sardanapalus  is  substituted  for  the  gallant 
soldier's  loyalty  to  the  descendant  of  kings;  and  whose  energy  of 
expostulation  is  softened  into  a  subdued  and  Avinning  tenderness  by  the 
painful  recollection  of  her  abasement  as  a  slave  in  the  royal  harem ;  and 
still  more  by  the  lowliness  of  perfect  womauly  love  in  the  presence  of, 
and  towards  the  object  of,  her  passion.  No  character  can  be  drawn  more 
natural  than  hers ;  few  ever  have  been  drawn  more  touching  and 
amiable.  -  IIeber.] 


NOTES  TO  f^AHDAXAPALUS,  813 

8— Page  231,  line  29. 

(To  Myrrha  who  is  goiug). 

[In  tlie  original  draught,  "  Byhlis."] 

9.-Page  231,  line  33. 

Iknoir  each  glance  of  (hose  Ionic  eyes, 

["I  kno-w  each  glance  of  those  deep  Greek-soul'd  eyes."— MS.] 

10.— Page  234,  line  14. 

Which  the  Chaldeans  read — the  restless  slaves 

[ "  I  have  a  mind 

To  cur.se  the  restless  slaves  Tvith  their  own  wishes."— MS,] 

11.— Page  235,  line  24 

Sal.  lie  did,  and  thence  uas  dcehi'd  a  deity. 

["  lie  did,  and  thence  was  deem'd  a  god  in  story."— MS. 

12.— Page  236,  line  32. 

Sal.  Think!  Thou  hast  VTony'd  her! 

flu  many  parts  of  tliis  play,  it  strikes  me  that  Lord  Byron  has  more 
in  his  eye  the  case  of  a  sinful  Christian  that  has  hut  one  wife,  and  a  sly 
business  or  so  which  she  and  her  kin  do  not  approve  of,  than  a  bearded 
Oriental,  like  Sardanapalus,  with  three  hundred  wives  and  seven  hundred 
concubines.— Hogg  .] 

13.— Page  237,  line  37. 

Eat,  drink, and  love;  the  rest^snot  icorth  aJUlip. 

"  For  this  expedition  he  took  only  a  small  chosen  tody  of  the  phalanx, 
but  all  his  light  troops.  In  the  first  day's  march  he  reached  Anchialns, 
a  town  said  to  have  been  founded  by  the  king  of  Assyria,  Sardanapalus. 
The  fortifications,  in  their  magnitude  and  extent,  still  in  Annan's  time, 
bore  the  character  of  greatness,  which  the  Assyrians  appear  singularly 
to  have  affected  in  works  of  the  kind.  A  monument  representing 
Sardanapalns  was  found  there,  warranted  by  an  inscription  in  Assyrian 
characters,  of  course  in  the  old  Assyrian  language,  which  the  Greeks, 
whether  well  or  ill,  interpreted  thus:  'Sardanapalus,  son  of  Anacyn- 
daraxes,  in  one  day  founded  Anchialns  and  Tarsus.  Eat,  drink,  play ; 
all  other  human  joys  are  not  worth  a  fillip.'  Supposing  this  version 
nearly  exact  ffor  Arrian  says  it  was  not  quite  so),  whether  the  purpose 
has  not  been  to  invite  to  civil  order  a  people  disposed  to  turbulence, 
rather  than  to  recommend  immoderate  luxury,  may  perhaps  reasonably 
be  questioned.    What,,  indeed,  could  be  the  object  of  a  king  of  Assyria 


320  NOTES  TO  SARDANAPALUS. 

in  founding  such  towns  in  a  country  so  distant  from  liis  capital,  anil  so 
divided  from  it  by  an  immense  extent  of  sandy  deserts  and  lofty 
mountains,  and,  still  more,  how  the  inhabitants  could  be  at  once  in 
circumstances  to  abandon  tliemselves  to  the  intemperate  joys  wliich 
tlieir  prince  has  been  supposed  to  have  recommended,  is  not  obvious : 
but  it  may  deserve  observation  that,  in  that  line  of  coast,  the  southern 
of  Lesser  Asia,  ruins  of  cities,  evidently  of  an  age  after  Alexander,  yet 
barely  named  in  history,  at  this  day  astonish  the  adventurous  traveller 
by  their  magnificence  and  elegance.  Amid  the  desolation  which,  under 
a  singularly  barbarian  government,  has  for  so  many  centuries  been  daily 
spreading  in  the  finest  countries  of  the  globe,  whether  more  from  soil  and 
climate,  or  from  opportunities  for  commerce,  extraordinarj'  means  must 
have  been  found  for  communities  to  flourish  there  ;  whence  it  may  seem 
that  the  measures  of  Sai-danapalus  were  directed  by  j aster  views  than 
have  been  commonly  ascribed  to  him :  but  that  monarch  having  been 
the  last  of  a  dj-nasty  ended  by  a  revolution,  obloquy  on  bis  memory 
would  follow  of  course  from  the  policy  of  his  successors  and  their 
partisans.  The  inconsistency  of  traditions  concerning  Sardanapalus 
is  striking  in  Diodorus's  account  of  him."— ;Mitford's  Greece,  vol.  ix. 
p.  311. 

14.— Page  241,  line  22. 

In  guarding  against  all  mag  make  it  less? 

[The  epicurean  philosophy  of  Sardanapalus  gives  him  a  fine  oppor- 
tunity, in  his  conferences  with  his  stern  and  confidential  adviser, 
Salemenes,  to  contrast  his  own  imputed  and  fatal  vices  of  ease  and  love 
of  pleasure  with  the  boasted  virtues  of  his  predecessors,  war  and 
conquest. — Jeffrey.] 

15.— Page  243,  line  30. 

Thou  whom  he  spiirn'd  so  harshly,  and  noio  dared 

[ "  and  even  dared 

Profane  our  presence  with  his  savage  jeers."— M S.J 


16.— Page  245,  line  6. 

The  very  chorus  of  the  tragic  song 

[To  speak  of  "  the  tragic  song  "  as  the  favourite  pastime  of  Greece, 
two  hundred  years  befoi-e  Thespis,  is  an  anachi'onism.  Nor  could 
Myrrlia,  at  so  early  a  period  of  her  country's  history,  have  spoken  of 
their  national  hatred  of  kings,  or  of  that  v.iiich  was  equally  the  growth 
of  a  later  age,— their  contempt  for  "barbarians."— Hebek.J 


17.— Page  246,  line  16. 
Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  summer  icreaths, 
["  Who  loved  no  gecis  so  ■well  as  those  of  nature."— Jrs.] 
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18.— Page  246,  line  22. 

Flattering  dust  tcith  eteimity.     Well,  Parna  ! 

["  Wishing  eternity  to  dust."— MS.] 

19.— Page  249,  Une  19. 

Exit. 

[There  are  t-wo  of  Lord  Byron's  characteristic  excellences  which  he 
never  leaves  behind,  and  -which  he  has  accordingly  brought  into  his  new 
domain  of  classic  tragedy.  One  of  these  is  his  intense  feeling  of  the 
loveliness  of  women.  The  other  is  his  comprehensive  sympathy 
with  the  vastest  objects  in  the  material  universe.  There  is  scarcely  any 
pure  description  of  individual  scenes  in  all  his  works  ;  but  the  noblest 
allusions  to  the  grandeurs  of  earth  and  heaven.  The  moon,  the  stars, 
the  ocean,  the  mountain  desert,  are  endowed  by  him  with  new  "  speech 
and  language,"  and  send  to  the  heart  their  mighty  voices. — Ason.J 

20.— Page  254,  line  20. 

But  found  the  monarch  absent. 

["But  found  the  monarch  claim'd  his  privacy.''— MS.] 

21.— Page  254,  line  31, 

The  hilt  quits  not  {his  hand. 

[ "  not  else 

It  quits  this  living  hand."— MS.] 

22.— Page  258,  line  16. 

I  see  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty — 

["  I  know  them  beautiful,  and  see  them  brilliant."— MS. 


23.— Page  2&t. 

Exit  with  Arbaces,  who  follows  reluctantly. 

[Arbaces  is  a  mere  common-place  warrior;   and  Beleses  is  a  very 
ordinary  and  uninteresting  villain. — Bishop  Hebeb.] 

24.— Page  266,  line  20. 

Nor  Baal,  though  an  oracular  deity — 

["  Nor  silent  Baal,  our  imaged  deity. 

Although  his  marble  face  looks  frowningly 
As  the  dull  shadows,"  &c. — MS.] 
VOL.  1.  Y 
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25.— Page  266.  line  30. 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest. 

["  In  distant  flashes  {  JJ^i-^^rcM^I }  tempest/'-MS.] 

26.— Page  267,  line  2. 

As  arigxiries  of  Jove. 

["  As  from  the  gods  to  augur." — MS.] 

27.— Page  268,  line  13. 

The  childish  helplessness  of  Asian  women, 

["  The  weaker  merit  of  our  Asian  women." — MS.l 

28.— Page  268,  line  20. 

Rather  than  prove  it  to  you  in  your  griefs, 

r"  Rather  than  prove  that  love  to  you  in  griefs." — MS.] 

29.— Page  268. 

Exeunt. 

[The  second  act,  which  contains  the  details  of  the  conspiracy  of 
Arbaces  its  detection  by  the  vigilance  of  Salemenes,  and  the  too  rash 
and  hasty  forgiveness  of  the  rebels  by  the  king,  is,  on  the  whole,  heavy 
and  uninteresting. — Jeffeey.] 

30.— Page  273,  line  19. 

Sfero — I  had  forgotten — bring  the  mirror. 

["  In  the  third  act,  where  Sardanapalus  calls  for  a  mirror  to  look  at 
himself  in  his  armour,  recollect  to  quote  the  Latin  passage  from  Juvenal 
upon  Otho  (a  similar  character,  who  did  the  same  thing).  The  trait  is. 
perhaps,  too  familiar,  but  it  is  historical  (of  Otho,  at  least),  and  natural 
in  an  effeminate  character." — Lord  B.  to  Mr.  M. 

"  This  grasps  a  mirror — pathic  Otho's  boast 
(Auruncan  Actor's  spoil),  where,  while  his  host, 
With  shouts,  the  signal  of  the  fight  required. 
He  view'd  his  mailed  foi-m  ;  view'd,  and  admired 
Lo,  a  new  subject  for  the  historic  page, 
A  MiKEOE,  midst  the  anus  of  civil  rage  ! " 

Juv.  Sat.  ii.    GiFFOED,  irans^ 

31.— Page  274. 

Exeunt  Sardanapalus  and  Sfero. 

[The  battle  which  follows  is  extremely  well  told ;  and  Sardanapalus 
displays  the  precise  mixture  of  effeminacy  and  courage,  levity  and 
talent,  which  belongs  to  his  character. — Bishop  Hebee.^ 


NOTES  TO  SARDANAPALUS.  3-23 

32— Page  279,  line  27. 

Sar.  Here,  brother. 

[The  scene  that  ensues  is  very  masterly  and  characteristic— Jeffbet."] 

33.— Page  283,  line  12. 

Crisps  the  reluctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm 

["Crisps  the  unsweUing  wave,*'  &c.— MS.J 

84.— Page  283,  line  23. 

And  I  await  to  second,  not  dhturb  her. 

[The  fourth  act  opens  with  Myrrha  watching  over  the  slumhers  of 
Sardanapalus.  He  wakens  and  tells  a  horrid  dream,  which  we  do  not 
much  admire,  except  that  part  of  it  which  describes  the  form  of  his 
warlike  ancestress  Semiramis,  with  whom,  and  the  rest  of  his  regal 
predecessors,  he  had  fancied  himself  at  a  ghostly  banquet. — Hebek.] 

35.— Page  284,  line  21. 

That  v:hlch  may  never  be. 

[We  do  not  wish  to  ask,  we  do  not  like  to  conjecture,  v-ho^e  sentiments 
these  are,  but  they  are  certainly  not  the  sentiments  of  an  ancient 
Grecian  heroine.  They  are  not  the  sentiments  which  Myrrha  might 
have  learned  from  the  heroes  of  her  native  land,  or  from  the  poems 
whence  those  heroes  derived  their  heroism,  their  contempt  of  death, 
"  and  their  love  of  virtue."  Myrrha  would  rather  have  told  her  lover 
of  those  happy  islands  where  the  benevolent  and  the  brave  reposed  after 
the  toils  of  their  mortal  existence  ;  of  that  venerable  society  of  departed 
warriors  and  sages  to  which,  if  he  renounced  his  sloth  and  lived  for  his 
people  and  for  glory,  he  might  yet  expect  admission.  The  opposite 
opinions  were  the  doubts  of  a  later  day;  and  of  those  sophists  under 
whose  influence  Greece  soon  ceased  to  be  free,  or  valiant,  or  virtuoas, — 
Bishop  Hebek.] 

36.— Page  285,  line  22. 

With  shaft-heads Jeathei' d from  the  eagle's  icing, 

["With  arrows  peeping  through  his  falling  hair." — MS.] 


37.— Page  288,  line  34. 
To  drop  down  the  Euphrates  ;  but  ere  they 

[Lord  Byron,  who  has  not  in  other  respects  shown  a  slavish  deference 
for  Diodorus  Siculus,  follows  him  in  the  manifest  blunder  of  placing 
Nineveh  on  the  Euphrates  instead  of  the  Tigris,  in  opposition  not  only 
to  the  uniform  ti-adition  of  the  East,  but  to  the  express  assertions  of 
Herodotus,  Pliny,  and  Ptolemy.— Hebeb.1 
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324  NOTES  TO  SARDANAPALUS. 

38.— Page  296,  line  11. 

And  beyond  nature — ^t  is  nor  mutual 

[For  mutual,  the  MS.  has  natural ;  bnt  we  are  not  quite  sure  that  there 
has  been  merely  a  misprint  in  the  foregoing  editions.] 

39.— Page  299,  line  37. 

A  leeches  lancet  would  have  scratched  me  deeper ; 

["  A  leech's  lancet  would  have  done  as  much." — MS.] 

40.— Page  300,  line  27. 

Know  not  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii 

["  Sunrise  and  sunset  form  the  epoch  of 
Sorrow  and  love ;  and  they  who  mark  them  not 
Can  ne'er  hold  converse  with,"  &c. — MS.] 

41.— Page  301,  line  5. 

Of  toiling  breathers  in  allotted  tasks 

["  Of  labouring  wretches  in  allotted  tasks."— MS.] 

42.— Page  303,  line  7. 

We  are  nerved  to  look  on  such  things. 

•""  We  are  used  to  such  inaictions."— MS.l 

43.— Page  306,  line  21. 

Some  twenty  stadia. 

About  two  mUes  and  a  half. 


44.— Page  307,  line  21. 

Hues,  features,  climes,  times,  feelings,  intellects 

["Complexions,  climes,  eras,  and  intellects."— MS. 

45.— Page  308,  line  5. 
T  is  full  of  treasure  ;  take  it  for  yourself 
[Athenaeus  makes  these  treasures  amount  to  a  thousand  myriads  of 
talents  of  gold,  and  ten  times  as  many  talents  of  silver,  which  is  a  sum 
that  exceeds  all  credibility.- Rolijn.J 


NOTES  TO  SARDANAPALU3.  325 


46.— Page  308,  line  7. 

Though  ye  be  many.    Let  the  slaves  be  freed,  too  ; 

[ "  Ye  will  find  the  crevice 

To  which  the  key  fits,  with  a  little  care."— MS.] 

47.— Page  314,  line  31. 

An  Indian  widow  braves  for  custom  ? 

[ "  And  what  is  there 

An  Indian  widow  dares  for  custom  which 
A  Greek  girl  dare  not  do  for  love?"— MS.] 

48.— Page  315,  line  18. 

Their  vei-y  record .' 

[Bishop  Heher  objects  that  the  purpose  of  the  pyramids  most  have 
been  known  in  the  time  of  Sardanapalus ;  and  an  anonymous  critic 
suspects  Lord  Byron  of  having  read  old  Fuller,  who  says,  in  his  quaint 
way,  "  the  pyramids,  doting  with  age,  have  forgotten  the  names  of  their 
founders."] 
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